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THE OLD MILL AND ITS MASTER, ]kind. This responsibility belongs to Do they never become tired, do theyl*if the little things must grow up in

HO falls in love with his daily toil, | parents, and not to Sunday-school ?’ never squirm anywhere else?

0, a happy man is he! b 1
8 feels 1ike o king though his garments be i8 to persuade or influence,
Wean,

Aud he'comes of low degree.

He takes it, too, for better or
N Worse,
e°"_ complains of broken tools ;
Wind, or the rain, or the snow
B May prevail,
¢ leaves grumbling to the
0olg,

04 qu:
la (!illes, the miller, was such a
an,
Th%nd- kind was the look he wore ;
little ones loved as they
pPlayed by the mill,
O stand af the open door.

d th? miller down the clumsy
arg

ould come with a smile that
The et
::rgl)eam that travelled" so
at morn,
And te eyes of the village pet.
Yor he f,
h&ll,
Hag 3t the meanest living thing
s wants suppliod by His
N dv"“g care,
Was gheltered by His wing.

It

W ,

:“ God’s own strcam that
Irned hig mill,

S rain cheered the growing

a g
Ra.ls Bood Giles knew ; he
Wit}: € thanks to Him
SWeet praises every morn,

e
3}‘111(1 not have borne to leave
€ mij]|

Cto lie.
It h %0 live at ease clsewhere,

f een the scene of his
A ather’ toils,

1
Qoft 4 retreat for prayer.

ut
gl}(liel(]} his last sun declined,
8]0 1 ileg

W
w ezt turned round to the

® Seemeq
to li
the hedl, 18t to the sound of

€

1t that God was good to

D pagsed away to his rest.

C m
MILDREN ATTENDING

CHURCH.
0 allow the children
L to decide for them-

wil} selves whether they
‘fte,.n tend church or not,
% gricl® Sabbath-school, is
Arg otv Ous migtake. They
Whay . PTOper judges as to
Pax‘,nt:’ t for them,
chﬂd decide what their
Wheg D shall eat, or wear,
‘end’ ;°h0018 they shall at-
Perfol,m t work they shall
l * It is a duty at
cherequs‘n)’ grave with any
they © decide what church
they sha)] attend, and to decide that | What if the children are a little Ihard, or the legs too short for the feet |

Rt o atf,end, The authority need | tired before the protracted service is ! to reach the floor, or because the hours |

,%l‘cise; orcised harshly, but must be | through? What if they become rest- | are long and little limbs become tired 1| fi

MivwL.

THE OLD

\

0 Shall . ignorance 1
! teachers. The only right of the latter - they be excused from attending the ignorant as well as ungodly %
' common school because the seats are'children have rest.

Why not let them be
Let the
It will be such a
comforting reflection to pa-
rents, when the years have
gone a little farther om, to
remember that they never
constrained their children by
firm and kind parental
authority to become tired by
attending rchool or church,

The attendance of children
at church can be greatly in-
creased in interest to them
by leading to give close at-
tention to what the minister
says, This may be done by
taking a little time aftor
every scrvics in getting thew
to tell all they can remem-
ber. Prrents will be sur-
prised in many instances to
note how a few well-directrd
questions will bring out the
children’s knowledge of the
sermon, hymns, and so on,
The exercise as it is con-
tinued will prove ere long
most thoroughly interesting,
and its advantages both to
parents and children will be
above estimate.

It is said of the distin-
guished Sir Robert Peel, that
in his childhood his father
was accustomed to take him
after every service at church
to his private room, and
draw from him all that he
could recollect of the min-
ister's sermon. He would
do this first by offering a
small reward, as, ¢ Robin,
tell me all the minister said
to-day, and I will give you
a cherry.” In time the boy
was able to repeat almost
the entire sermon. And
thus he acquired that power
which in his subsequent
career was often the occa-
sion of so much marvel, of
following up an opponent’s
speech, and repeating from
memory alone not only each
successive point in the argu-
ment, but of making the
restatement in the exact
language of the speaker him-
self. Advantages similar in
kind, if not in extent, might
be secured for many of the
children in our families by a
moderate degree of attention
on the part of parents,

&
>4+ @r+

He who would love his race must

: L . | rst love those of his race who are
rmly.  Let it be tender and | less and inclined to squirm a little | Why not be compassionate here, even : nearest to him.

-y

This aumber malled vost fres at $1 vez 100.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

TOE CHILDREN,

HERE is such a crowd of you, boys and
o ‘} girls,
You are thronging in every placo:
If we did not conquer von now aud then,
You would fill up all the space,

You take the world as it were your own,
Yon menily langh and sing,

Asif there was not a fading timo,
And life could be always spnng.

We semd you out of the way sometines,
In tho midst of your mirth and noise,

For old heads ache and old hearts fail,
And cannot share your joys,

But the world belongs to you after all,
Aud others aside inust stand,

That vou may be able to do and dare,
And bo masters in the land.

You are so busy at schuol and play,
That you have no thought to spare

For the problems that puzzle grown.up folks,
And mako them gray with care,

But you are the people, my happy ones ;
And all that we do to~day

Will be more to you thau it is to us,
For you will the longest stay.

Wo are uick to give to you prane and blame,
W hat will you give us, when

You weigh as judges our words and Jdeeds
In the timo when you aro the meun,

What will you think of the laws we make
When you read the records throught
“ And the menuer and customs of church and
home,
And the cities wo build for you?

Boys be gencrous, girls bo fair!
We are trying to do our best,

We are beginning some good, brave work—
*Tis for you to do the rest.

Through misty moorland, and fog-filled street
Ve are secking for greater light ¢
But for you there is breaking above the
world
A way that is passing bright,

Toilers aro we, who are well content
To work for the natdou's need,

We have been delving the gold to find
We have been sowing seed.

Good times to live in we leave to you,
And rights that were hard to win ;

Be worthy men of the better times,
And guther our harvests in,

NUMBER ELEVEN.

WONDER if I
durst1”  gaiq
Johnuy  Sulli.
van to himself,
a8 ho stared
wistfully in at
the window of
a great storo
where bung a
card with these

words on it, « Oash-boy

Poor Johnny was in an
anxious state of mind, for times were
hard, winter was coming, mother
could not get work enough to make
them all cowfortable, and Jobnny
longod to help, becauso father was
dead, and ho was the man of the family
now. Suddenly plucking up courage,
ho walked boldly in, when a busy,
gray-headed man asked him what he
wan

“To seo about being a Cash-boy,
please, gir,” answered Johnny, brighten-
ing up.

“All right; come and sce Mr.
Olarke: he'll attend to it,” said Mr.
Perkins.

It ovidently was “all right,” for
Mr, Clarke did “attend to it,” and
Johnny was cngaged on trial for a
week

How he raced home and burst in on

P,

his mother, wearily sowing slopwork,
and told her the glad nows|

He was off’ bright and early next
morning, and had a busy day of it,
learning hisnow dutics and trying to
keop his wits throngh all the confusion
about him 1le was one of tho boys at
the ribbon countor, Number Eleven,
and ho nearly ran his legs off trying
to keop up with tho constant calls of
“Cash Elevun!” as Mr, Perkins, the
shopman, pronounced it.

A happy little lad he was when he
took his first week’s earnings to his
mother, and told her he was to stay,
for he felt ns if his fortune was
made,

Beforn the month was out, howerver,
ha found that he was sadly mistaken.
He had an uncomfortable suspicion
that Mr, Perking sometimes cheated
his customors. 1low it was dono
Johnny did not understand, for the
chango came back from the desk all
right; but once or twico an ignorant
Irish girl bad complained that the
ribbon cost more than she thought.

Jobnny was a quick-witted fellow,
and he was suro something was wrong,
though he could not prove it; but ono
day ho saw something which did cost
him his place.

A young lady bad been buying
ribbons and neck-ties, and Johnny had
just returned with the change, when
sho exclaimed that ghe had lost her
purse. Mr. Porkins mado a great stir
about it, and every one was interested
in searching for tho little pearl porte-
monnate with $20 in it

Johnny got down on the dusty floor
to gearch for it, and crept half under
tho counter, feeling among the curls
of paper and ribbon-blocks, hoping to
discover it. As he squirmed about
there ho saw & hand with a large ring

{on it slip something small and whbite

on the little shelf under the counter,
where the cash books and pincushion
lay.

He was very sure he knew the
hand, for there was but one clerk at
that side of the counter, and the big
ring was perfectly familiar. Johnny
was rather startled, and tried to get
entirely under, but some one outside
tumbled over his legs, and he scrambled
out very red and dirty, saying in an
excited tone, “I think I saw the purse
in there, but I can’t get it.”

“YWhere, sir?7” demanded Mr.
Perkins, in an awful tono, as he also
got very red, and wont on tossing the
ribbons about as if bent on finding the
porle-monnase.

“It’s on the little shelf. I saw it,
and you know I did,” cried Johnny,
stoutly.

“Come around here and find it,
then,” said Mr. Perkins, giving him a
shove towards the opening farther
down, Johnny went as fast as he
could. Nothing remained upon the
shelf but the fat pincushion and some
bits of paper.

“Now, then, hand it over, I thought[

you weren't sneaking around there for
nothing. Those that hide can find,”
said Mr. Perkins,

“Y don't care; I did see it,” le
protested angrily, as people began to
Jaugh and whisper ; and just then Mr,
Walker came up to investigete mat.
ters,

Ho heard Johuny's story, and
orderod both shopman and cash-boy to
a private room to be searched, while
the young lady much disturbed at the
affair, gave hor address and went
away.

Johnny was gearchod first, and sent
back to his work aftor having told
what ho knew and suspected nbout
Mu. Perkins. No onescomed surprised
when Mr. Perking did not retwrn to
his post, and it was whispered that he
had been discharged, The purse had
not bLeen found, but nobody doubted
that ho bad it, and Johnny felt quite
olated.

As they wore closing tho storo that
night Johuny swept up a lot of papers
from under the counter and crammed
them into his handkerchief; for he
ugod them to writo on, and then
kindled the fire wich them.

Whon he got honte he was so busy
tolling his mother about the ovents of
the day that he did not touch the
papers till he went to bed; then he
shook them out, and began to smooth
them away in his drawer for further
uso.

All of a sudden he dropped those he
held ag if ho had touched a hot coal,
for there, tangled up by its silver chain
with tho curly strips, was the porte-
monnaie /

Johnny stood and looked at it for
soveral minutes. A sly voice seemod
to say to him : “Xeep it; no one will
suspect you. Ieep the monoy, throw
away the purse, or smash it, that will
Lo the safest, and say nothing till New
Year, and pive your mother a part of
tho money and toll her it was a present.
Uso the rest for yourself, and you can
have & good time out of it.”

Jobnny answered to this tempting
voice, ¢ I'll soe about it,” and tried to
sleep.

But he had a restless night, and
tho next day seomed the longest he
had evoer known, for he carried a
heavy secret, and it spoiled every-
thing.

He kept saying, “I'm only thinking
about it.” But the thinking worried
him so that when ho went home he
made up his mind he would stop think-
ing and do something,

Ho told his mother, and she said
things to him that made him both
humble and brave, for he took the
purse to Mr. Clarke, told the story,
and bepged to boforgiven. DMr. Olarke
gave him a sound scolding, and dis-
charged him without a character, for
he did not believe his story.

It was hard, and Jobnny’s freckled
chooks were wot with tears as he went
home with this dreadful tale to tell.
Hardest of all was the sight of his
mother’s face as sho said, patiently:

“Well, dear, it will be a lesson
which I hope you will never forget.
Now try for something else and do
better. ”

Johuny did try, and after many
failures and several weeks of idlencss
be saw another c<ard with ¢ Boy
Wanted” on it in the window of &
doctor's office, and doubting very
much if he would suit at all, went
in.

Dr. Brown rather liked the appear-
ance of this little fellow, who looked
up at himr with honest blue eyes,
and answored all his questions with
respectful frankness till ho said :

“What did you leave the store
for1”

“Because I wag tired of being a
cash-boy,” suggested tho same little
voico that had spoken to him before,
For a minute Johnoy hesitated ; it
scemuvd 80 casy to say that, and if
ho told the truth ho would probably
loso the place.  Then he turned
his ear resolutely to the whisper of

o D\
A
€

4
I

his cqnscionce, for that said cloarly, |
“Tell tho truth and take tho conse. :

quences.”

It all passod in a flash whilo tho )

i

colour roso in Johuny's face and the
honeost eyo fell. The doctor saw it,
guessed that something was amiss, and
was glad when the boy lifted his face,
took u long breath, and told the little
story of his temptation.

“I like that,” said tho doctor, |
holding out his hand when it was g

done.

Jobnny was much surprised at [
the hearty shake he got, and said, |8
wistfully, as ho fumbled with his |}

cap:

“Of course, you don't~—want—ine
after that, sir; but I thought I'd fecl
bettor if I told.”

“T think I do want you,” said the
doctor, warmly,

And his confidenco nover was ke.
trayed, for Johnry was a faithful

servant to him many years, and earned |;

honestly a comfortable living for his
mother and a good name for himself.
—Lougsa M, Alcott.
PITCHER OR JUQ.
BY M. P, CHICK.

@m‘:v toiled togethor, sido by side,

" 1n the field whero the corn was grow. |8

me e >,
They paur;e‘d awhilo to quench their thirst, |3

Grown weary with the hocing.

41 fear, my friend,” 1 said to one,
“‘That you will no'er be richer;

You'driuk, I sec, from the littlo brown [H

Jug, )
Whilst your friend drinks from the {§

pitcher.

¢ QOno is filled with alcohol,
The fiery drink from the still ;
Tho other with water, clear and cool,
From tho spring at the foot of the bill.

¢ In all of lifo’s best gift, my friend,
I fear you will no'er be richer,
Unles yon leave the little brown jug,
And drink, like your frivud, from the
pitcher.”

My wonds have proved a prophecy,
For years have rasse«l away ;
How do you think
That toiled in the fields that day ?

One is a reeling, drunken sot,
Grown poorer instead of richer ;

The other has won both wealth and fame,

Aud ho always drank from the pitcher.

“« CATCH THE COLT.”

OME one, commenting on the
shrewdness of the Friendsand
the temperance of the Jews,
says, ‘A soft Quaker would

be as

observe and reflect,
illugtrate this fact :

A thief stolo 8 maro which bad a ||
colt. Mounted on her back he was |

galloping away, followed by the colt

and tho villagers, crying, “Stop, thief!” |

As they passed a tan-yard, a Quaker-
apprentice called out, “ Catch the colt.”

The colt was caught,

As the quick wit of the young
friend had divined, the mare, missing
her foal, stopped. In spite of the

kicks and blows administered by the |J

alarmeod thief, she would not move a
step. Tho thief was caught,

That young friend had eyes which
saw snd & brain whichk reflected on
what tho eyes reported to it.

One of tho finest old tales of the
Scottish Border is founded on an inci-
dent like this,

have fared our friends

great a curiosity as a dissipated |}
Hebrew.” Perhaps the cause of this [}
shrewdness may be found in the fact |f
that young Quakers are trained to |}
An incident will |8

I
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*TIE WATERS OF THE CLYDE.”

NY BALAR,
My master,” he said, murmuring asin a
dream, * noble Sir Kounoth, taste not to yon,

as to e, the waters of thoe Clyde, cold ‘and
refreshing, after tho brackish springs of I'al-
estine.” ** Ho dreams of his native land, and
is happy in_ his slumber,” whispered Sir
Kennoth to Do Yaux.—The Talisman.

| 073 WAS the bold Crusader’s vassal,
Worn with fever, thirst, and pain,

Anil ho slmnbered—where tho sunlight
Blazed on Syria’s burning plain,

Aund he dreamed, but not of glory ;
Other scenes his dreams an’phcd H

For ho murmured in his slumber
Of tho waters of tho Clyde.

Through the land of dreams he waundered,
Txllﬁlo stood within his own
And ho knolt beside a river,
That from boyhood ho had known ;
Tlere ho laved fnis burning forehead ;
Deep he drank its cooling tido—
And ho murmured in his dreaming,
Of the waters of tho Clyde.

And the knight that stood beside bim
Breathed a sigh for Albyn’s Jand ;

But the sigh was hushed in breathing

; By his duty’s stern command,

@l But he gazed upon his soldier,

B And had said excopt for pride,

“Wonld thou wast with those that love thee,
By the waters of the Clyde."”

Pain and toil await the sleeper,
When his dreams of home havo flown,
And a faithful goldier's honours,
Which to him had been unknown.
Had the war-cry ne'er resounded,
Or his mastor bade him bide
Whero his flocks and herds were grazing,
By the waters of the Clyde.

Many, thus, in Jife's great battle,
[ ‘' Intho great crusado of life "—
«E3 Dot the vassals mean and lowly,
But the foremost in the strife,
Dreaming of the days no longer,
Ere their armour had been tried,
Often s'ﬁh amid the desert
For the waters of the Clyde.

Bat the sigh is hushed by duty,
: Or suppressed by swelling pride,
And the thought but drives them farther
From the poaceful river’s side.
Much had they escaped of anguish,
Much of famo have heen denied,
Had they been content to wander
By tho waters of the Clyde.

Thousands by the lowly river
Stand to choose their task m life—
Som(: like vatiant Caonr de Lion,
Wicld their weapons in the strife ;
Others walk with sileut footsteps
j  Whero tho quict wat-rs glide,
B Tend their flocks and reap the harvest,
By thoe waters of the C‘ydc.

Both receive their joy and sorrow,

Much they lose and wuch they gain ;
These who conquor win the glory,

Those who reap escapo the pain.
H:im?: they who bravely battlo

n life’s conflict ficrce and wido ;

Happy they who do their duty

By tho waters of the Clyde.

~—G@ems of Poctry.

—_——

entered,

The doctor weont on with his work,
merely pausing to point over bis
shoulder and remark briefly,—

“Take a chair, sir.”

The visitor drow himself up indig-
nantly,

“Are you aware, €ir, that I am
Lord Fitz-Herbert1” :

! #“Tako two chairs, sir!” cried the
" physician, working away harder than
ever,

It i3 hard to be.ignored oven.in a
chair of honour. A throne without

;:lbjects is & wearisomo seat.

TWO.
LONDON physician, of large
practico, was busily writing
in his study when a visitor

NOBODY KNOWS.

T was an old woman who told mo
Bo. She was quite broken,
withered, groy. ¢ Does your

. husband become crucl when he

drinka 1” I asked.

“Oh, nobody knows what I go
tbrough,” she replied, " nobady knows ;
nobody knows.”

Said & young mechanic tc mo one
dny, “X wish you would speak to my
brother somotime about drinking so.”
On my assonting, ho added : *“It will
do no good, unless you can do it when
he is just getting over one of his
sprees, Then he ig penitent, and may
wind what you say.” So we arranged
that at tho moment “in scason” ho
should let me know. A littlo later he
stood at my door to say,

“My brother came home a fow
nights since very drunk, It was lato;
hig family had gono to bed ; he throw
himsolf on tho kitchen floor and lay
thero all night. e woke with a
terriblo cold, and we fear ho is going
to dio with lung fever. Can you
como?”

An hour after I was at his side.
In simplest words I told him the way
of life. But as I spoke, his eyes grow
vacant, glussy.  IIis probation had
closed.  Oh, the horror of that Christ-
loss death ! “Nobody knows.” *No-
body knows" the sadness of that
houschold or of the burial hour,

I have just returned from the funeral
of a young man who was killed by an
accident, which would not have oc-
curred if he had been himself. DMonoy
that should have gone for home
comforts, for clothing and bread, was
spent for drink, Inthe face of Winter
ho Jeaves his wife an impoverished
widow, to care for fivo little children,
the elder six years only, Threo of
theso little orphans crowded round the
plain coflin to take the last look of
“father.” “When himself,” it was
said, “his heart was affectionate, his
ways kind.” But who can messuro
the perverting, killing power of strong
drink? Who knows it's strength to
convert a father into a tyrant, a wife
into a torment, a child into an open
shamo? ¢« Nobody knows.” ¢ Nobody
knows.”

4]
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THE BRAHMAN AND TIHE
GOAT.

HERE is an old Sanskrit
story which shows the folly
of being influenced into giv-
ing up what wo know to be

true just becauso 8o many clover people
contradict it.

Three thieves once saw a Brahman
toiling along, carrying a fine goat on
his back. Now these rogues made
their living by outwitting poople; and
for this purpose, with diligence worthy
& better cause, studied all the weak-
nesses and faults of the human race,

In this place a plan was speedily
concocted, which they proceeded to
carry out.

One ran swiftly through a by-path
till he was some distance beyond the
Brabman; then striking tho main road
he sauntered carelessly back till he saw
the Brahman coming,

“Ha,” said he, accosting the latter,
it is a warm day to be carrying such
a load. Is your dog lame 1”

¢“Dog!"” sald tho:Brahman; “what
doz?” .

“Why, the one you have on your
backt”

“DMan, this is & goat!” quoth tho
Brahman, and pressed on, foeling o
mild contempt for the idiot.

Soon he met a second pedestrian
{the sccond thief),

# What is the matter with that dog,
friond 7" askod this second man, in a
sympathizing tone; *you must have
& kind heart indecd, to lug that great
brute, this hot day.”

“Man, can you not sce that it isa
goat 1" askod tho Brahman,

“Do you joke with me, old man?
Don't you think I know & goat from
that dog1”

“Jt is a goat I tell youl” asserted
tho Brahman, and pressed on, but not
before tho look of innocent astonish-
mont on the other’s face awoke perplex-
icg doubts. Could his eyes have
deceived him, or had ho takep leave of
hissonses? Hore was another stranger
;:qming, he would refer the question to
him,

Heo was saved that trouble, for the
third thief, at the Brahman’s approach
struck an attitude of dumb amazoment.
“What ails you, fellow?” said the
Brabman, impationtly.

“Ig it not onough to surprise a wiser
man than I, to sce one of your years
carrying that great dog? But then,
poor soul, if it pleases you what
matter?”

This was too much for the Brahman,
and throwing his burden off, he strode
away, leaving the thief with his booty.

@

THE INVENTIONS OF THE
PAST FIFTY YEARS,

HE number of inventions that
have been mado during tho
past fifty years is unpre-
cedented in the history of

the world. Inventions of benefit to

the human race have been made in all
ages sinco man was croated ; but look-
ing back for haif a hundred years,
how many more are crowded into the
past filty than into any other fifty
sinco recorded history ! The perfec-
tion of the locomotive, and the now
wotld-traversing steamship, the tele-
graph, the telephone, the audiphone,
the sewing machine, the photograph,
chromo-lithographic printing, the cyl-
inder printing press, the elevator for
hotels and other many-storied build-
ings, tho cotton gin and the spinning
jenny, the reaper and mower, the
steam thresher, the steam fire engine,
the improved process for making steel,
the application of chloroform and ether
to destroy sensibility in painful surgery
cases, and 80 on through a long cata-
logue. Nor are we yot done in the
field of invention and discovery. The
application of coal gas and petroleum
to heating and cooking operations is
only trombling on the verge of success-
ful experiment, the introduction of
thoe steam from a great central reser-
voir to general use for hesting and
cooking i8 foreshadowed as among the
coming events ; the artificial produc-
tion of butter has already created a
consternation among dairymen, the
navigation of the air by someo dovice
akin to our present balloon would also
seem to be profigured, and the propul-
sion of machinery by electricity is even
now clearly indicated by the march of
experiment? There are some prob-
Joms we have hitherto deemod im-
possible, but are the mysteries of even
the most improbable of them more
subtle to grasp than that of the ocean
cable or that .of the photograph or
telephone? We talk by cable with an

@) O

ocoan rolling between ; wo spesk in
our voices to friends a hundred miles
or moro from where wo articulate
before the microphono, Under the
blazing sun of July we produce ice by
chomical means, rivalling the most solid
and crystalline production of nature.
Our surgeons graft tho skin from ono
porson’s arm to the face of another,
and it adhores and becomes an integral
portion of his body. We make a mile
of whito printing paper and send it
on a spool that a perfecting printing
press unwinds aud prints, and delivers
to you, folded and counted, many
thousands per hour. Of a verity this
is tho age of invention, nor has tho
world reached a stopping-place yet.
-

TWHAT A PENNY CAN DO,

ILLIE'S penny made heaven
rejoice. It would not have
bought moro than a stick

or two of candy, or given much help
to a starving family. What did he do
with it? His sister was a missionary’s
wife in Africa ; snd the family were
filling a box to send her. As one
after another brought their gifts Willie
said, “ T want to give my penny.”
“What shall be bought with it?”
was the next question, It was de-
cided to buy a tract and write its
history on the margin, and with a
prayer for its success send it on its
distant errand.
The box arrived on tho mission
ground, and among its valuable con-
tents Willie's gift was laid away un-
noticed and for a while forgotten. But
God’s watchful, all-seeing eye had not
forgotten it,
One day a nalive teacher was start-
ing from the mission station to go to a
school over the mountain. He know
tho language well, and was a great
belp to the missionaries; but he was
not a Christian. Mo had resisted
everything the missionaries had done
to make him one.
Inlooking over some papers, Willie's
tract was discovered, with writing on
the margin which said that prayer was
offered in America that it might do
good. It was handed to the native
teacher. Ho read it on his journey,
and what years of labour by the mis-
sionaries had not done was now brought
about by the penny tract. The man
becamo a sincere Christian. Those
who put the tract in his hands wers
very full of joy ; and there is joy in
heaven over one sinnor that repents.
So you see how Willie's penny made
beaven rejoice.—Missionary News.

GinrLs—Dca't marry a man to mend
him or reform him,  Attempts to
reform are generally as vain, as power-
less a3 attempts to turn back the flowing
tide with a wisp of straw, or outroar a
hurricano with a tin whistle. A young
man proposed for the hand of a beauti-
fulgirl. Asshehesitatedaboutreplying,
the young man said: “I await your
angwer with bated breath.,” The young
lady answered: ¢ Well, sir, you will
have to bait your breath with some-
thing beside high wines and limberger
cheese to catch me.” Her head was
level. A young man who will not
cease drinking to please his sweetheart,
will not do so to please his wife.
—Broadaze.

Farmer: “1 never imagined that
your studies would cost mo so much

money.” Student: * Yes; and I don’t

study much either.” p
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NEVER BREGIN.

N gohlg down hill on a slippery track,

‘Thoe going 15 casy ; the task's getting

back,

Dut you'll not have a tumble, & slip nor a
atop,

Nor hnl from below, if you stay at the top.

So from drinking and smoking and every
sit,

You are safe and seenro if you never begin.

Then never begin! never begin ! .

You eannot boa drunkard unless you begin.

Some boast they c¢an stand on the cataraet’s
bnnk ;

Somw ilo it, but some topple over and smk.

Then | think, to be safe, tho most sensible

l;}an,
Is to keep from the brink just as far as you
can.

So fram drinking and smoking and cvery
sin,

You are safe and seenre if you never begi,

Then pever begind never Tegin !

You »amot b a drunk ard nless you begin.,
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TORONTO, AUGUST 23, 1884.

SUNDAY.SCHOOL BOARD,

HE sannnal meeting of tho
Sunday-school Board of the
Methodist Church will bo

held in connection with the
8. 8. Parliament, at the St. Lawrenco
Central Back-ground, near Brockville.
It will occupy the whole of Thursday,
August 28, In the morning, from 9 to
12, the business meeting ot the Board
will take place. In the afternoon an
Address on Normal Clazs Work will bo
givon by the Rev. A. Andrews, to bo
tollowed by free discussion of the sub-
Jjoct, led by the Rev. W. J. Maxwell.
In the evening the public moeting of
the Board will be held, to be addressed
by Rev. Dr. Carman, Rev. W. H,
Laird, Rev. W. H, Butt. Rev. W, 1I.
Withrow, W. Kennedy, Esq., and
George Aurey, Eszq. Dr. Rice, it is
hoped, will also be present.

The camp ground i8 a beautiful spot,
and a healtbtul and charming summer
resort. A Sunday-school Parliament
has been held here for several years
past, and we learn from the Secreta
that there is abundance of hotel acoom-
modation for all visitors.

The Parlisment opens on Thureday
evening, August 21st, at the St. Law-
rence Central Jamp Grounds, and will
continue ten days. This will be the
|, gixth annual session. The managers

have ongaged the following brothron as
lecturers and preachers: Rovs, Dr.
Carman, Dr. Sutherland, Dr, Withrow,
Dr. QGardinor, Dr. Jacquos, Bishop
Fowler, of New York ; Ylon. John B.
Finch, Nobrska; Professor Shaw,
Montreal ; Rov. A. B, Ohambors, Rov,
Jas, Curts, President of Bay Quinte
Conferonce ; Hon. G, W, Ross, M.P.P.,
and others. The programmo of last
year was pronounced tho best in
the history of the Parliament. This
year the programme is oxpected to be
still better. This camp ground and
the Sundry-school Parliament should
now bo laid hold of by the united
Methodism of the eastorn section ol the
Provinco, and their full possibilities
developed. The annual camp-meoting
will be held immediately following the
Sunday-school Parliament, and on the
eame beautiful grounds., An eflicient
committes, appointed by the Montreal
Conference, hes the camp-meeting in
hand. Tho Grand Trunk Railway
wil] carry visitors to the camp ground
from any of itd stations for a fare and
a third., Certiticates can bo procured
fromthe Rev, S. Card, Brockville, which
will entitlo visitois to this reduced rate.
The Richolieu Line of steamers, we
believe, will carry visitors for one fare.
A certificate, we suppose, is required,

Oxe of the chief of the princes in
Israel has fallen in the death of the
late Bishop Simpson, of the Methodist
Episcopal Church. He was eminent
in counsel, oloquent in speech, and the
acknowledged head both in the episcopal
body and of the entire denomination,
The Bishop's cloquence was simple,
direct, and beautiful, flowing from tho
fulness of thought and the fulness of
8 glowing heart. In personal bearing
the bishop was in the best senso a
model Cbristian gentloman, courteous,
dignified, easy of approach, pure, and
full of kindness. He leaves behind
him tho record of an illustrious life,
a carcer reflecting honour not only on
the great denomination which chiefly
recoived his labors, but upon the wholo
race 88 woll.—DBible Teacler.

Betweeys the two great conventions
of Chicago came the International
Convention at Louisville, The two at
Chicago were composed of politicinns;
that at Louisville of workers in Christ’s
vineyard. The political conventions
were noisy, tumultuous, and the inspi-
ring principle was largely tho hope of
personal gain.  In the Louisville
convontion selfish motives might exist,
but could attain no decided prominence.
Between the results of the convertions
in far-reaching and permanont bene-
ficial influence it would be difficult to
draw any just comparigon.—Bible
Teacler.

Tur minister who is required to uso
too much brain power in making one
dollar do the work of two, should not
be expected to bring to the fullest
messure his power in the pulpit. So
the Sunday-school that is insutficiently
equipped with library, lesson-helps,
and other valuable appliances for
Sunday-school work, should scarcely bo
expected to achievo tho bost results it

T¥ |is capable of for its scholara. A

generous outlay of means for the doing
of the work will repay richly on the
investment.—Bible Leacker.

WE beg to ascknowledgo with thanks

receipt of 86 for Children’s Hospital,
from D. Robertson, Southsmpton.
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BILLY AND THE PIG.

Robert down to the pasture
to catch Billy, Robert brought the
horso up to the house, tied him to the
fonce in the backyard, and gave him
somo oats in a pail,

In & pen back of the bouse wo kept
three pigs : two of them were white;
and tho other was spotted,—blac. and
white. These pigs had got out of the
pen by pushing off a board from one
gide of it.

Soon after Billy began to eat his
dinner, the two white pigs camo run-
ning through the yard. They saw
Billy eating his oata ; and, thinking it
would be nice for them to have some
as well as he, they ran up to his pail,
and withou’t as much haa] aatyiling, ‘1‘By

our leave,” began to help themselvea.

v Billy bad no idea of sharing his
dinner with such company as this: so
he lopped back his ears, looked as cross
&8 ho possibly could, snapped at the
pigs fiercely with his teeth, raised his
hind-feet from the ground, as if to
kick them, and at last succeeded in
frightening them away.

Scarcely had they loft the yard,
however, before the spotted pig got his
oyo upon tho pail of oats,; and be at
onco ran for it with all his might.

Billy tried to scare him as he had
the others; but Spotty was not so
easily frightened. Ho took no notice
of anything but the oats.

Finding that threats woro of no
use, Billy seized him by tho back of
the neck, raised him about two feet
from the ground, shook him a little,
and then let him drop, .

Spotty was satisfied. He lost his
appetite for oats, and ran squealing
out of the yard.

ONE of the most encouraging signs
of the times is the increasing earnest-
ness and hopefulness of the workers in
many of the departments of Chriat’s
kingdom. Not only is the number of
workers "in the Sunday-school, in the
temperance work, in the mission ficlds,
rapidly augmenting, but everywhere
tho workera are pushing their work
with a better heart and a larger expec-
tation.—DBible Teacher

Wk beg to acknowledge with thanks
donations of books and papers for poor
schools from W. M. Bruce, of Lis-
towel, and from T. E Jago, Rockwood.
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6/ NE day, when mny father
J) wished to go away to the W
O mill, he sent my brother

‘ FINDING DAVID LIVINGSTONE.

' Py RHEN Mr, Stanley stood befors
the savants of Europe, and !
many of the ~mall critics of |}
the day, under pretence of getting B
geographical information, put him most |
ingolent quostions, he folded his arms
and refused to answer. At the very
Itime when you would supposo ailif
decont men would have applauded the |}
horoism of the man, thore were those
to hiss. “The Lord sent the hornet.” |
! And now at this time, when that man |
sits down on tho weatorn cosst of !
Africa, sick and worn out, with por- }
haps the grandest achievement of the i}
sgo in the way of geographical dis-
covery, thore are small critics all over |§
the world to buzz and buzz, and cari- |3
cature and derido him, and after awhile
ho will get the London papers, and as |}
he opens thom out will fly the hornet. §

| WA

When I see thore are 8o many peoplo |
in the world who like to say disagros- §
able things, and write disagreeahle if
things, I come almost in my weaker
moments to believe what a man said |§
to me in Philadelphia one Monday |}
morning. 1 went to get the horse at ||
the livery stable, and the ostler, a
plain man, said to me, * Mr, Talmage, ||
I saw that you preached to the young §
men yostorday.” I said, “Yes.” He
said, “No use, no use ; man's s |}
failuro,” .

W O

THE BIBLE,
f HARLES JACOBS, Esq, of
ol

Chicago, illustrates the use
lessnees of the efforts made by |f
unbelievers to destroy the au- |
thority of the Bible, by an incident of |§
an Irishman building a wall in &
marshy place. On being warned of
tho danger of its falling, “Oh 1" he |}
replied, “I've thought of that, and
its fivo feet high and six feet wide, so
if it upsets it will Le a foot higher than
it was before.” So with the Bible;
overy new attack made upon it but |8
established its strength as a divino
revelation. Mr, Jacobs also gaid that {§
the great need of the Church now is
more men, The boys are following
their fathers and elder brothers away
from the Sabbath-achool and prayer
gorvices of the Ohurch., Thero is a
work that women cannot do. Thers
is too much of & spirit of throwing (|
Church dutice upon them, and feeling |}
that it is all right if the sisters are at

their post.——Western Christian Advo-

e ;

We ghall be glad to receive similar
donations from others.
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Tex 0'CLoox LuNoR FOR THE HARVESTERS,

HARVEST-TIME.

ARVEST.TIME is generally a
happy season for children who
live on a farm. Tho district
school is closed, and all are

home to do their share of the work;
even gister who has been teaching
school for some months comee home,
and brother who has been away to
college a long time, manages to get
home to help father and the men

B through barvest. There are no idle

bands, but from early morning till
dark, all is bustle aud toil.

Our picture represents little Mary
carrying the lunch out to the men at
work in the fields. They had an early
breakfast, and have been working
very hard, and no doubt are ready for
s little reet and refreshment, for it is
quite a while yet to dinner time,

Mary looks cheerful, for she is doing
ber task willingly, and that makes her
chearful,

Some children, when they are asked
to carry out the lunch, begin to fret
and make themselves miserable, and
make it unpleasant for all around
them. But she finds pleasure in
R doing it,

Children, you may find pleasure or
wrrow, just which you please, in
everything you do. If you are never
mtisfied with your tasks, but always
want to do something else, you may
be miserable all day long, and all your
life long too; but if you do just what
falls to your lot to do, cheerfully and
willingly, you may be happy all the

time ; for yon will know that you are
doing right, and that will make you
happy ; then you will please your
parents, and that will make you
happy ; and best of all, you will please

MUST DRINK OR DIE.

NE wintry afternoon

a trombling man en-

> tored a tavorn in Now

Hampshire, carrying

a small package of clothing.
Going to the bar, he said :

¢ Landlord, I am burning,
Give me a good glass of gin”

The landlord pointed to a
lino of chalk marks, and said ;

“John, you sec the old
score: not another drop till
that is paid.”

The poor wretch glared
fiorcely at tho man bebind the
bar,

* Landlord, you don't mean
that, You have got my farm,
you have got my horses, you
have got my tools, AllI
bave got in the world is this
little bundle of clothes,
Pleasge, landlord, give me for
them just one glass of gin.”

“Y don't want your old
clothes,” calmly answered the
man, “Pay the old score
firat.”

The drunkard staggerod
back. A gentleman then said:

“What will you give me
for enough to buy two glas-es
of gin? I see you havo a

ood pair of boots on your
eot. Will you give mo your
boots for ten centst"

The miserable wretch hesi-
tated for a moment, then said ¢

“Stranger, if I give you
the boots, I must go out into
the snow barefooted. If I
give you my boots, I must
freeze to death ; if I don't
give them to you, 1 shall
burn to death. Stranger, it
is barder to burn to death
than to freeze to death. Give
me the gin, you may have the

boots.”

He sat down, and to Graw
them off, The gentleman did not,
however, intend to take them, but he
was testing the strongth of the terrible

God, who watches how children per-, appetite. Others were looking on, and

form their tasks, and that will make
you happiest of all,
What a pretty bharvest song is
thig !
“HARVEST.”

The reapers sang in tho shaded lane,
And tho laden waggons came creaking slow,
While tho kind farm mother hor table spread;
For tho field was bare and the sun was low—
The sun was low and the day was gono—
Tho toil was over and harvest dono.

1 looked and sighed, as the yellow store
Was bornoe away to the yawning mow,
And I thought of the brimming gamer floor,
Andbthe barvoster’s tanned and swoating
oW,
Till I sighed ggain in the fading light,
Whilo thoe tired world slept in the lap of night,

hed for the tender plant that died
'hen the cold north wind untimal{
I sighed for the grain that never swel
For the blighted sheaf that never grow ;
I sighed for the harvest days that seom
Liko the waking mockery of a dream.

18
y blew
?»

1 knelt in the dim sweet summor night,
And whisgemd a prayer of trombling faith,
That Ho (who nurseth tho sleeping grain
Till lifo comes amiling from darkest death)
Would not scorn the scant sheaves I bad won,
When lifo was over and harvest done.

« MaMmA,” asked the two fond
daughters, “can’t we have anything
we want?” ¢ Yes, my dears; but be
careful and don't want anything you
can't have.”

they oaid the man should have his
gin. They supplied bim liberally, and
he drank all he could, and took the
rest away., When night came he drank
the last drop, and went to sleep in a
barn. The frost king came, and the
next morning the poor man waa found
in the barn frozen to death.— Youth's
Companson.

TWO ENDS.

HEN a small boy, I] was

carrying a not very large

Jadder, gwhen therzy wasga

orash. Anunlucky move-

ment had brought the rear end of my
ladder against & window. Instead of
scolding me, my father made me stop,
and said very quietly: “Look hero,
my son, there is one thing I wish you
to remember, that is, every ladder has
two ends,” I never have forgotten it,
though many years have gone. Do
not we carry things besides Iadders
that have two ends? When I seo a
young man getting ¢ fast” habits I
think he sees only one end of the
ladder, the one pointed toward pleas-
ure, and that he does not know that
the other is wounding his parents’
heartsa. Ah! yes, every ladder has
two ends, and it is a thing to be
remembered in imore ways than one,

THE CHILD AT PRAYER

.;@NTO her chamber went
A hittlo uindd ono duy,
And by a chair she knelt,
And thus began to pray
"Jesus, my eyes | close,
Thy form | cannot see ;
If thou art near me, Lord,
I pray thee speak to me,”
A still swall voice she hieard within her son),
““What is it child 7 I hear thee; tell moall.”

¢t pray thee, Lord,” she said,
*“That thou walt condescond
To tarry in my heart,
And ever bo my friend,
Tho path of lifo is dark,
I would not go astray ;
0 lot mo have thy hand
To lead me in thy way!”
¢“Fear not! [ will uot leave thee, child, alone **
She thought sho felt a soft hand press her own.

“Thoy tell me, Tord, that all
The living pass away ;
The aged soon must die,
And even children may.
O, let my parents hve
Till I a woman grow,
For if they die what can
A littlo orphan dot"
“Tear not, my cluld ! whatover ills may come,
I'll not fursake thee, and 1'il bring thee home.’

Her little prayer wag said,
And from her chamber now
Forth she passed with the light
QOf heaven on her brow.
¢ Mothor, I've seon the Lord,
His haud in mine I felt ;
And O | heard him say,
As by my chair I knelt,
“Tear not, iy cluld! whatever ills may come,
I'lIl not forsake thee tall I bring thee 310111(-.'
—Christian Inlelligencer.

.
>

CABLE ROADS,

r?_ "Y HE San Francisco house-
,:;f 0¥ holder, and tho Cresus par-
|'SA: ' ticularly, has a ‘¢gtation
like Mercury new lighted on a heaven-
kissing hill.” How in the world, I
have asked, does he got up there?
Well, then, by the cable roads. I
should consider the cable road one of
the very foremost in the list of curi-
ositics, though I have been able to
refrain till now from bringing it for-
ward, It is a peculiar kind of tram.
way, quite as useful on a level, but
invented expressly for the purposs of
overcoming steep elevations. Two cars,
coupled together, are seen moving, at a
high rate of speed, without jarand in
perfect safety, up and down all the ex-
traordinary undulations of the ground.
They haveno horse, no steam, novestiges
of machinery, no ostensible means of
locomotion. The astonished commeat
of the OChinaman, observing this
marvel for the first time, old as it is,
may be worth repeating once more for
its quaint force. “ Melican’s man’s
waggon, 1o pushes, no pulles; all
same go topside hill like flashee,” The
sojution of the mystery is in an end-
less wire cable hidden in a box in the
rond-bed, and turning over & great
wheel in an engine-house at the top of
the hill. The foremost of the two cars
is provided with a grip or pincers,
running underneath it, through a con-
tinuous crevice in the same box as the
cable, and managed by a conductor.
When he wishes to go on he clutches
the always-moving cable, and goes
with it ; if he wishes to stop, he
simply lets go and puts on a brake.
Fortunately there is no snow and ice
in this climate to clog the central
crevice, which, hy tho necessities of
the case, must be open. The system
has been applied, however, with emen-
dations, in COhicago, and no doubt
conld be in New York.—arper's
Magazine for April. :
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THE LITTLE MOTHER.

& HE sat in the miner’s cabin,
In a little rocking chair,
A mite of a busy woman,
Tender and sweet and fair,
With a laugh like a ripple of silver,
For all her burden of care.

A tiny scrap of a mother,
Just turned of five years old :

Checks that were dancing with dimples,
Halir, a tangle of gold.

And fat arms cradling a bundle,
Large for such arms to hold.

““She loves to take care of the haby,”
Said her mother, with smiling pride.

A woman so worn and faded,
Pallid and weary-eyed,

To whom life had hrought its troubles,
Its comfort and ease denied.

**She loves to take care of the baby
And the bahy loves her best ;

You see that my children are crowded,
Close as hirds in the nest—

Four of them ; she's the biggest,
And she's helped with all the rest,”

You beautiful little darling
Away on the western slope,

Whose life in the early dawning
Scems darkly indeed to ope !

What that is rich and stately
For your childish heart may I hope ?

When others with dolls are playiug,
Undimmed by a thought of care
You are rocking a tiny brother
In your dear little swinging chair,
Aund crooning a sleepy song, dear,
And calling him sweet and fair.

T trust that the baby Ixother,

And the other children, too,
Grown tall and strong and clever,

One day may take thought for you,
And prize at her worth the sister

So gentle and fond and true.

Who began in life’s gray dawning
Her woman's lot to bear,

To sweetcen the sad with singing,
And lighten the load with prayer,

And laugh in merriest cadence
At the menace of grim despair.

A tiny serap of a mother,
Just turned of five years old,
With cheeks aglow and dimpled,
And hair, a tangle of gold,
And round arms cradling a bundle
Large for such arms to hold !
—Good Cheer.

r

ETHEL'S IDEA.*
BY D. W, ELL

“ @IRLS, I have an idea!”
s :E exclaimed Ethel Eaton, one
brs5s May morning, as she and
N-J
“What ! have you really
an idea? I never knew
you guilty of one before !” gaid Mabel
Fisher, the sauciest, but most popular,
of the girls.
“ Hush, Mabel ! ” said Helen Whit-
ney. “ Let’s hear your idea Ethel }”
“Well, I'll tell you,” rejoined Ethel,
“for I want you all to help me carry it
out. When we were house-cleaning
last week, I was dusting a lot of books
which had accumulated in our upper
hall closet, because we had no more
room in the library, There was a
dozen or more good story-books among
them, which Hal and I have read till
we're tired of them, but it struck me it
was & pity that they should lie there
so utterly useless, That afterncon I
was thinking, * What can we do with

" We have pleasure in reprinting this
story from the S. 8. T'imes, and hope some of
our readers will send a collection of books to
the cditor; of PrEasANT Houxs, for donation

her nine intimate friends
sauntered under the trees
during the morning recess
of Miss Morton’s school.

NA

those books !’ when mamma came in
from the Home Missionary Sewing
Society, and said, ¢ Ethel, Mrs. White,
our president, says there are several
Sunday-schools, among the home mis-
sionaries out West, which are greatly
in need of libraries, I wish we could
help them.” And then, girls, my idea
suddenly flashed upon me, and the
long and short of it is this: Let us
collect all the second-hand books we
can, which would do for a Sunday-
school library, and send them out
West,”

“It’s a good idea,” said Helen. I
have ever so many books at home
which I would be glad to give.”

“And so have I,” responded Julia
Carew.

“We have a pile of books we are
tired of reading,” said Jessie Blake,
‘“but some have rather shabby covers.”

“I tell you what, girls,” exclaimed
Mabel, “I've an idea too! We'll all
meet at some house, and cover all the
books with pretty shades of paper
cambric, and then they’ll all look neat
and attractive too.”

“ My brother has a papyrograph for
copying,” added Amy Hotchkiss, “and
I will print off enough labels with the
name of the Sunday-school on them,
to paste on the front pages.”

“And I'll put the numbers on the
back and catalogue them,” said Bessy
Gale.

“You are all angelic,” said Ethel ;
“but now, how shall we send them ?”

‘ Mother sends her boxes as freight,”
siid Patty White, whose mother was
president of the Ladies’ Home Mis-
sionary Society. “Ill see to getting
a packing-box ; but the most important
thing is where to send them, and how
to get money for the freight bill.”

“T'll write to the superintendent of
Sunday-schools in some Western state,
if your mother will give me an address,”
said Ethel. “He will tell us who
needs a library most; but how shall
we got the money for the freight "

“Well,” said May Moody, “let’s
first see if we have books emough to
send.”

The school bell rang just then, and
ag the girls hurried in, Ethel called
out, “ Bring all the books you can to
our house, before next week—say,
Friday. We'll have the first meeting
of the Camden Library Association
then,”

That evening Ethel wrote to the Rev.
Mr. Case in Colorado, and the next
week she received from him a long
letter in a big yellow envelope.

In the meantime the girls looked

over their books, and selected all they
could give away.
When they met on Friday at Ethel
Eaton’s, they were astonished at the
great pile of books which covered the
dining-room table,

““Girls,” said Ethel, “it's too good
to be true. We have a hundred and
twenty-one books, and mamma and
Uncle Tom say they are all excellent
for a Sunday-school library.”

“Who would have thought we
could have collected so many with no
trouble at all?” said Jessie ; and the
gitls crowded delightedly around the
table examining the books, until Ethel
displayed her yellow envelope from
Mr. Case, and then read the letter :

“ COLORADO SPRINGS.

“ DEAR Miss EatoN : I recommend
that. you send your library to the
following address: Mr, D. D, Kramer,
Mancos P. O., via Durango, Colorado.

You offer to send it by freight cars,
prepaid. That is the best way, It
will go safely, though slowly, and will
be doubly appreciated if prepaid. Mr.
Kramer is superintendent of a mission
Sunday-school which I organized in bis
district last September. It is the
only religious light for a community of
two hundred souls, nearly one hundred
children, They are thirty-five miles
from the nearest church, and have no
preaching services. The people are
poor, just opening farms or ranches in
one of our fertile Colorado valleys,
They are in the extreme south-west
corner of our state, only twenty miles
from Utah. Several Mormon families
are among them. I found bright,
pleasant children there, and am sure
they will greatly appreciate your gift,
I will suggest that if you choose to
send along a bundle of Youth’s Com-
panions, or St. Nicholas, they will be
very useful in a community where
there is very little reading of any kind,
and almost none that elevates the
mind. Wishing you joy in your labor
of love, I remain

H. P. Case.”

“Yours in the cause,

“Well, won’t it be lovely to send
them all these splendid books?” said
Bessy.

“Just think,” exclaimed Julia,
“thirty-five miles from the nearest
church! What lots of good these may
do!”

“I mean to put in & bundle of tracts
against Mormonism,” said Mabel,
“and I'll write on each, ¢If this little
book converts you from the error of
your ways, you will confer a favour by
informing your converter, Mabel B.
Fisher.””

* Business, girls; come to order!”
called Ethel in the midst of the laugh-
ter and hubbub. “ Will you all come
here to-morrow, at two o'clock, and
cover the books ? Patty, you promised
to get the box,and Amy, can you
print off the labels, with that unpro-
nounceable machine of your brother’s,
before to-morrow afternoon ”

“Oh! easily,” replied Amy; “but
what shall I print1”

After a little discussion the following
was decided upon :

THE
MANCOS SUNDAY-SCHOOL LIBRARY
FROM
THE CAMDEN LIBRARY ASSOCIATION.

| May, 1884.
|

b

“Now,” continued Ethel, ¢ will you,
Bessy, have your numbers ready to
paste on the backs; and if you could
come over in the morning, couldn’t
you finish the catalogue too?”

Bessy assented, and Ethel went on
to tell how her Uncle Tom had agreed
to forward the money for the freight
and cambric, provided the girls pledged
themselves to raise the same within
one month, '

This proposal being gratefully ac-
cepted, and it having been arranged
that Julia Carew and Leila White
should purchase twenty yards of six-
cent cambric, the first meeting of the
Camden Library Association came to
an end.

The next afternoon at three the
girls met again at Ethel’s, and for three
hours scissors flashed and needles flew
as the large pile of motley-coloured and
somewhat dingy books on the dining-
room table was gradually transferred
to the sideboard in neat covers of

fresh cambric. Patty and Helen cu
out the covers from the very pretty
olive-green, strawberry-red, and pes
cock-blue cambric, which Julia and
Leila had tastefully selected.

The other girls, except Amy and
Bessy, sewed the covers neatly in the
ingide, and, when each book WS
covered, passed it over to Amy, who

pasted its label on the first pageé [
Bessy put on the finishing touch t0 ;
each by pasting on to its back t.he
number which corresponded to its

title in her catalogue,

At six o'clock the work was doné
and the girls felt proud indeed 88
Ethel called in Mrs. Eaton, and her
uncle, Dr. West, to see the neat piles
of useful books. They decided thst
Helen and Patty should help Ethel
pack on Monday afternoon, so thst
the box might be started on Tuesday:

Accordingly, on Monday the three
girls packed the books in a strong
wooden box which Patty's skilful
begging had elicited from a benevolent
merchant down town. Besides the
one hundred and twenty-one books;
they put in three large packages of
Youth’s Companions and St. Nicho
lases; and also a beautiful scrap-book
of gay-colored silesia, which May made
and sent, with a note requesting Mr-
Kramer to use it as a prize in the
infant class, “to be carried home and
kept for one week by the child who
has the best lesson to the preceding
Sunday.”

Just as Ethel was about to call Dr-
West, who had promised to nail dows
the cover, Mabel rushed in with #
package of little books in green, reds
and blue paper covers, “ Here 810
twenty Testaments,” said she, “ which
papa let me get from the Bible Society
You know they give each life-member
a dollar’s worth of Bibles every yesr
Papa always forgets to draw them, bub
I happened to think of it, and her?
they are; aren’t they lovely? S0
saying, DMabel all out of breath
deposited the package in one corner ©
the box, and the four girls watched Dr
West with interest, as he nailed dow®
the cover, and painted Mr. Kramer?
address in large black letters on the
top.
};[‘he box went off on Tuesday, ﬁPd
during the next fortnight, —whil®
awaiting expectantly Mr. Kramers8
letter, the girls busied themselv?®
collecting the eleven dollars necessaty
to pay for the freight and the cambric
Some gave their monthly allowance o
spending-money towards the sumj
Amy and Bessy, who painted welb
gold two or three sketches, and gﬁve
the money; Mabel, who dislik
sewing, pledged herself to do the family
mending for a month, for which be*
mother gave her in advance a dolls
and a half. Some of the other girl®
begged ten-cent subscriptions towar
the “ Library Fund ;” but nearly #
of the eleven dollars was fairly earn f
by the ten girls, and promptly hand®
over to Dr. West long before the 8P
pointed time, .

At last the long-anticipated lette
arrived, and the girls met at Ethel®
again to hear it read. Dr. West 9'“]
Mrs. Eaton looked in, from the bal’
on the delighted faces of the girls #
they listened to the warm and hesr
felt words of thanks which Mr Kramé’
expressed on the receipt of the libraf{;
As they heard how eagerly the peop s
had welcomed the big freight-box whe
he told them its contents, and bO p
utterly destitute of good books Manc?

i to poor schools, Kb,
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Y88, anq how is li |
greatly this library
Hlf;uld help his Sunday-school work,

® 8irls felt more than repaid,
o After all,” gaid Mabel, “did you
mer enjoy anything in your life, girls,
oro than covering those books with
a‘s‘culating cambric ?”
bropy O 8aid Mrs. Eaton to her
thOther, as they gently withdrew from
oue doorway, « Ethel’s idea has turned
libt 80 well, T do not see why a hundred
in "aries might not easily be collected
Weur, 0 82me way, and sent to the
Bueﬂtern missions. I wish I could
8gest it to girls in other towns ! ”
Do it!” said Dr. West, « T'll tell
Z:: bow. Just write it as a story,
p. Send it to the Sunday-School
"""’3-_ Ohange the girls’ names, if
YOU wigh, but, tell it all as it is, and,
8 "Haps, 5 year from now, every
“2ay-gchool in the West will be
POVided with a first-class library.”
hefo' Mrs, Eaton wrote it out, and
is te 18 the story, and nearly every word
an dmei but my name isn’t Mrs. Eaton,
if I nover had a brother Tom ; but
You do not believe that a fow girls
0ut a hundred and twenty-one
to a Colorado Sunday-school this
a8t spring, almost exactly as I
Hp old you, just write to the Rev.
&ll.d - Cage, Colorado Springs, Colorado,
4 he wil] ell you that bis letter is

ilven Yerbatim, and that * Ethel’s idea”
a fact,

Ver
h&Ve t

EVANGELISM.

HREE vast iron tabernacles,
each seating 5,000 people,
and made in sections, that

quay they may be moved from one
miss'ter to another of the great London
Mo 0n-field, have been used by Mr.

¥ and Mr. Sankey in their evan-

%)i-hmc work during the past winter,
tin, 0€ Wonderful success that con-
ovay Y attend the labours of the
Papelists, the London religious
Bizg 0 D€Ver tire of speaking, The
the OF the audiences is only limited by

th: C&Pac.ity of the buildings in which
xnisa.“el‘ﬂces are held. Of late, ad-
Bvg, o0 hag been only by ticket, and
g g 0, every seat would be taken,
hoy, @ doors locked long before the
lng, 2PPointed for opening the meet-
CY, A cloge observer, the Rev. Dr.
Progg GOOdelI, of St. Louis, who was
thyg ¢ 8 many of the services, writes
Ovay, I The Advance, ccncerning the
36%18‘38 and their work : ¢« Mr,
Very 8 bow abides in strength. I
o dtheard him preach with so much
and earnestness and pungency
mellop‘)Wer. There is a pathos and
%he lw U688 about it, very sweet to all
alg, h}?_"e. the Lord. Of Mr. Sankey
twg . 218 true, He sings better than
talq Yearg ago. His singing is an un-
Balvatie P,’ln the service of praise and
&y, (o And concerning the hear-
of 'y There are always present some
wmth%don’s leading Christians in
% 1o d 8nd intelligence, and position,
doy, their influence. The day of
of theand questioning as to the worth
p%ple Work has passed, and God’s
by’ " Beem to have settled down to
8regy Ci:,;}ya’?h all souls possible in thig

lg
by

4 Mig H i
Q“ebee SIONARY in the Province of
f’Om th Wh? receives a grant of papers

® S‘ 8. Aid and Extension Fund,

!

t:'\ ou have no idea how the
f they, T Bppreciated, and after some
0 4o 276 Tead, wo gather them up
Tbute in the leading houses,”

RESCUE OF THE ARCTIC
EXPLORERS.

BOUT three years ago Lieut.
Greely and a strong force of
explorers set sail for the
Arctic regions, and succeeded

in getting four miles nearer to the
North Pole than any other travellers.
But disaster overtook them, and they
had to abandon their shipr, and nine-
teen of the party perished from cold
and sickness., A relief expedition was
organized, to which Great Britain gave
a fine Arctic steamer, the Alert On
the rescue of the survivors the Queen
telegraphed as follows :

THE QUEEN’S CONGRATULATIONS,

“ London, July 21.—To the Presi-
dent of the United States, Wash-
ington :—The Queen heartily con-
gratulates the President and people
of the United States on the rescue of
Lieut. Greely and the gallant survivors
of the Arctic expedition. She trusts
that favourable reports have been
received of the sufferers. (Signed,) Tue
QUEEN, Windsor Castle.”

The President replied as follows :

“To the Queen of Great Britain
and Ireland, Windsor Oastle :—The
President, for himself and for the
people of the United States, sincerely
thanks the Quesn for her most
welcome congratulations upon the
rescue of Lieut. Greely and the survi-
vors of his party, and is happy to say
that favourable reports are received as
to their health. The President takes
this occasion to express anew his high
appreciation and that of the people of
the United States for the timely gift
of the Alert, which generous act added
spirit and encouragement to the
expedition. (Signed) CuesTer A,
ARTHUR, President United States.”

-
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THEY ARE NOT STRANGERS,
MAMMA,

(¥ OT long ago I stood by the

\| deathbed of a little girl,
From her birth she had been
afraid of death. Every fibre
of her body and soul recoiled from the
thought of it. “Don't let me die,”
she said: “don’t let me die! Hold
me fast ! Oh, I can’j go!” ¢ Jenny,”
I said, “you have two little brothers
in the other world, and there are
thousands of tender-hearted people
over there who will take care of you.”
But she cried out again, despairingly,
“ Don’t let me go ; they are strangers
over there!” She was a little country
girl, strong limbed, fleet of fo ot, tanned
in the face; she was raised on the
frontier ; the fields were her home.
In vain we tried to reconcile her to the
death that was inevitable. “ Hold me
fast,” she cried, “don’t let me go!”
But even as she was pleading, her
little hands relaxed their clinging hold
from my waist ari lifted themselves
eagerly aloft ; lifted themselves with
such straining effort that they lifted
the wasted little body from its reclin-
ing position among the pillows. Her
face was turned upward, but it was her
eyes that told the story. They were
filled with the light of Divine recog-
nition. They saw something plainly
that we could not see ; and they grew
brighter and brighter, and her little
hand quivered in eagerness to go
where strange portals had opened upon
her astonished vision. But even in
that supreme moment she did not for-
get to leave a word of comfort for

those who would gladly have died in
her place. )

“ Mamma,” she was saying, “mam-
ma, they are strangers. I'm not
afraid.”  And every instant the light
burned more gloriously in her blue
oyes till at last it seemed as if her soul
leaped forth upon its radiant waves,
and in that moment her trembling
form relapsed among its pillows and
she was gone.

-
>+

A CAT'S GOOD EXAMPLE,

E all know about pussy and
ber playful, prankish little
family ; and many stories

are told of the wisdom of the cat.

We can tell you a story about a very
sensible cat which we are well ac-
quainted with. She had one kitten
left, and she had her home in a small
room, or closet, where her kitten
stayed. It was a snug, cosy place,
but she did not like her quarters very
well,

A stranger came to stop at the
houae who used to go into this little
room every day to smoke. This pussy
did not like, as she was a well-bred
cat. Oneday her kitten seemed stupid,
and puss seemed to think something
must be done at once, So she took
her kitten by the neck, and carried it
upstairs to a nice, large, airy bed-
room,

The people who lived there thought
that was no place for the kitten, and
carried it back, But puss thought
differently, and pretty soon the Kkitten
was in the bedroom again. He was
carried back repeatedly, but the wise
old cat had no thought of having her
kitten learn to smoke; she was a
minister’s cat, and was too well brought
up to have a smoker in her family,
and so she carried that kitten up stairs
by the neck five times in one day, and
she finally conquered, and they let her
put her kitten where she pleased.

So the little chap is growing and
climbing, and frollicking about the
house ; and when the man who smoked
heard about it, and found how offensive
tobacco smoke was to the cat and all
the rest of the family, he stopped
smoking. 8o you see a cat’s good
example may be useful even to a man
who has been to college for years.
—Lsttle Christian.

AN ANGEL'S TOUCH,

C/‘3 OUGH natures and careless
L)‘ lives often show surprises of

redeeming kindness. An in-
stance of this victory of the
better feelings, in the presence of in-
nocent want, i3 related in the San
Francisco News Letter. A little girl
of nine or ten years old entered a
place which is a bakery, grocery and
galoon combined, and asked for five
cents’ worth of tea.

“ How’s your mother?” asked the
boy, who came forward to wait on
her.

“ She’s sick, and aint had anything
to eat to-day.”

The boy was then called to wait
upon some men who entered the
saloon, and the girl sat down. In a
few minutes she was sound asleep and
leaning her head against a barrel,
while she held the nickle in a tight
grip between her thumb and finger.

One of the men saw her as he came
from the bar, and after asking who
she was, gaid—

oY

“Bay, you drunkards, see here !
Here we've been pouring down whiskey
when this child and her mother want
bread. Here's a two dollar bill that
says I've got some feeling left.”

“ And I can add a dollar,” observed
one.

“ And I'll give another.”

They made up & collection amount-
ing to five dollars, and the spokesman
carefully put the bill between two of
the sleeper’s fingers, drew the nickle
away, and whispered to his comrades,—

“Jist look here—the gal’s dreamin’!”

So she was. A tear had rolled from
her closed eyelid, but on her face was
a smile,. The men went out, and the
clerk walked over and touched the
sleeping child. She awoke with a
laugh, and cried out,—

“ What a beautiful dream! Ma
wasn't gick any more, and we had lots
to eat and to wear, and my hand burns
yet where an angel touched it !”

When she discovered that her nickle
had been replaced by a bill, a dollar
of which loaded her down with all she
could carry, she innocently said,—

“ Well, now, but ma won’t hardly
believe me that you sent up to heaven
and got an angel to come down and
clerk in your grocery !”

We would like to believe that those
men, who lot the angel in them speak,
went away resolved mnever to drink
whiskey any more.— Youth's Com-
panton.

-
THE COAST-GUARD.

:g-)O you wonder what I am seeing,
In the heart of the fire, aglow
Like cliffs in a golden sunset,
With a summer sea below ?
I see, away to the eastward,
The line of a storm-beat coast,
And I hear the tread of the hurrying waves,
Like the tramp of a mailed host,

And up and down in the darkness,
And over the frozen sand,
I hear the men of the coast-guard
Pacing along the strand.
Beaten by storm and tempest,
And drenched by the pelting rain,
From the shores of Carolina,
To the wind-swept bays of Maine,

No matter what storms are raging,
No matter how wild the night,
The gleam of their swinging lanterns
Shines out with a friendly light.
And many a shipwrecked sailor
Thanks God, with his gasping breath,
For the sturdy arms of the surfmen
That drew him away from death,

And so, when the wind is wailing,
And the air grows dim with sleet,

I think of the fearless watchers
Pacing along their beat.

I think of a wreck, fast breaking
In the surf of a rocky shore,

And the life-boat leaping onward
To the stroke of the bending oar,

1 hear the shouts of the sailors,
The boom of the frozen sail,
And the creak of the icy halyard,
Straining against the gale.
“Courage!l” the captain trumpets,
““They are sending help from land 1
God bless the men of the coast-guard,
And hold their lives in His hand !
—8t. Nicholas,
—————————

A TrAMP rang the bell of an up-town
flat, and the Irish servant responded
through the speaking tube : “ Who is
it, and phwatd’ yees want1” ¢ Will
yer plerze give a poor feller a drink of
coffee?” called back the tramp pathe-
tically.  “ Put your mouth to the
trumphet,” responded Bridget, “an’
Tl pour ye down a drink.” The
tramp did not reply, but departed in
disgust,

=
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THE STREAM OF TIME,
RELUDLISUED BV REQUEST.

H, a wonderful stream is the River of
v Tuue,

As 1t runs through the realin of tears.
Woathia fclidess ehy thinat 8 musical thy e,
And o broader sweep and a smge diviue ;

As at Lends with the ocean of years,

How the winters are drifting, like flakes of
snhow,
Aud the swinters like buds between :
Aind the year s the shieaf—so they come amd
they o,
Ou the tiver's bieast, with its (bb and How,
As 1t glides i the shadow and sheen,

There's a magieal isle up the River of Time,
Vi thesultest of s ate playaug,
Fhere's v londless sky and o tiepreat chine,
Al soug as sweat as a vesper ehun,
And the Junes with the toses o staying.

Anlohoname of the i\ il Lowg Ago,
And we bury onr te asutes there,

There arebrows of b auty, and hoioms of snow;

They aro heaps of wast—=but we love them so!
There ate triindcts amd tresses of har,

There are fragments of songs that nobudy
sings,
Aud a part of ananfant's prayer ;
There's a lute unswept, sud a harp without
stings
There are broken vows an

ces of rings,
Aud the gurments they

4 to wear,

There are hands that are waved when the
fairy shore
By the mirage 13 lifted 1n air;
Aud we sometites hear through the turbulent
roar
Sweot voices we heand in the days gune before,
When the wind down the niver 13 fair,

O, remembered for aye be the blessed 1le,
All the day of our hite till mght ;
When the evening comes with its beautiful
staile,
Aml our eyos are clusing to slumber awhile,
May that Greenwood of sou! be in sight!?
—B. F, Taylor.

SMILES,

Tue ship that everybody likes—
Good fellowship,

Inquisitive Boy : ¢ Been fishin,’ ch ;
did you catch anything 1" Second Boy :
“ Not until I got home.”

WE'RE very proud of our ancestry,
you know.” “Yes; but how would
your ancestry feel about you ! ”

Deanesr friend (admiring the new
portrait):—* How sweet ! How charm-
ing] How pretty! And yet so
like !”

Two hoys quarrelling: “My pa is a
prescher and will go to Heaven.”
“Yes; un' my pa is & doctor, an’ can
kill your pa.”

“ How do yon know when a cyclone
is coming?” usked a stranger of a
Western man. “Oh! we get wind of
it,” was the reply.

“Wiuar was Polly Augers name
when sho wag a little girl1” asked a
wag of a class of children. Thoy gave
it up.  “Why, Polly Gimlet, of
course!” said he.

“ Howdo you pronounco‘s-t-i-n-g-y$'
asked the teacher of the dunce of the
class. The boy replied : “It depends
a good deal on whother the word refers
to a person or a beo,”

Turonort Hoox, after baving been
frightfully crammed at an Aldermanic
feed, being asked to bo belped again,
replied, “ No, thank you, I don’t want
any more, but I will tuke the rest in
money, if you please.”

Tiecuriosity of achild of fivehad boen
sroused by secing a magnifying glass,
“ How many times docs it magnify 1"
agked a gentleman, thinking to puzzle
him. “As many times a8 you look

AsATkyRartipt (to tho carrier); ¢ Did
you sce my picture safoly dolivered at
the Royal Acadomy1” Carrior: # Yes,
gir, and mighty pleased thoy seomed to
bo with it—leastwise, if one may judge,
gir. They didn't say nothin'—but—
how they did laugh {"

A Fuexcu lady, on her arrival to
this country, was careful to x; only
such dishos us she was acyuainted
with ; and being pressed to partake of
a dish now to her, sho politely roplied,
% No, thank you; I can eat only my
acquaintancos.”

Litre NeoL—% Mamma, what is
color-blind 1"  Mamma—¢ Inability
to toll ono color from another, dear.”
Little Nell—*“Then I doss that man
that made my g'ography is color-blind.”
Mamma—And why, pet?” Little
Nell—¢ Tause hegot (ireonland painted
yellbw,”

“My dear,” said an affectionate
husband, *I'm surprised that you
will consent to the degradation of
wearing anothor woman’s hair on your
head.” ¢ Is that any worso than your
woaring another sheep's wool on your
back " retortcd the equally affectionate
wifo,

A L17TLE Sootch boy, sbout four or
five years old, was ill of fever and the
doctor ordered his head to be shaved.
The little fellow was unconscious at
tho time, and knew nothing of it A
fow days after, when he was convales-
cent, he happened to put his hand to
his head, and after an amazed silence,
shricked out, ‘ Mither! mither! my
head's barefoot 1"

A MAN went into a drug store and
asked for something to cure a heed-
ache, The druggist held a bottle of
hartshorn to his nose, and he was
nearly overpowered by ita pugency.
As suon a8 he recovered he to
rail at the druggist and threatened to
knock him down. “But didn't it
help your headache?” <+I havn't any
headuche,” gasped the man, ¢It's my
wife has the headache.”

LESSON NOTES,

THIRD QUARTER.
B.C, —.) LESSON IX.
0OUD'S WOBKS AND WORD,
Psu, 19, 1-14,

(Aug. 31,

Comm{t to memoryve, 7-11,

GoLpxx Txxr.

Thou hast magnified thy word above all
thy name. D’sa, 138. 2,

OvTLINE,

1. God in Nature, v. 1.6,
2. God in Grace, v. 7-14,

Expraxations.—This psalm Ewcs praise
to Gud for his glory as shown by his works in
tho hcavens, and for his greater glory as
revealed in his written word, the law. Firma.
ment—The arch of the sky, Handywork—
The work of God's hand. Day unio Day—
Oue day tells God's glory to another. No
In cvery land the sun, moon, and
stars tell the glory of God, Line is gonte out
—Tho rays of the hoavenly bodies, T'aber-
nacle for the sun—The sun’s tent in the
heavens. 4 Uridegroom—One nowly married
and 1u tho strength of youth., Nothing kid
from the heat—All places feel the sun’s heat,
The law of the Lord—From the works the
psalmist turns to the law of God.  Testimony
—Tho words or truths given in God's word.
The simple—The ignoraut who desire to lcarn
knowledge. Statules—Laws. Rejoicing the

nght, Clean—Pure, without evil m 1,
Judyments—'hu acts of the Lord with regard
to men. By them—By God's laws, re.
sumptions sins—Thoso that are done openly
in dehanco of Gold's law. My redesmer—God

through it ! wus tho quick reply.

who redeemns us by his Son.

keart—Tho night heart is always glad to do §

TrAacHINGS OF THR LEssON,

Where in tlus lesson are wo shown—

1. Kuowledgo of God's power through his
works!

2, Knowledge of God's love through his
word ?

3. Knowlodge of oursolves through his
word ! L.
4. Need of divine grace to aid us in living?

Tux LxssoN OATROMISM,

1. What declaros the glory of God?_ His
works. 2, What is the law of the Lonl.
“Perfect, converting tho soul,”” 8. What
aro the judgments of the Lord t *¢Truo and
righteous altogoether.” 4. What does David
ask of the Lord? ‘' Cleanso thou me from
secrot faults.” 5. What does David say the
Lordist ** My strongth, aud my redeemor.”

DuctinAL SuuuestioN, —God the Creator.

CaTkCHIsM QUESTIONS,

89, Why did the Son of God becotns man?

‘That He might teach us His heavenly
ductring, set us a pattern of {wrfccg holinoss,
and lay down His life as the pricoof our
redemption.  Johm xv, 16; 1 John ii. 6;
1 Peter if. 21 ; 1 Peter iii. 18 ; 1 Corinthians
vi. 20.

[John iv. 84, vi. 38; Hobrews i, 1, 2, ix,
28; 1John iv. 9, v, 11,]

90. What do you call this wonderful
mysteryt

‘I'ho Incaruation of the Son of God. .

91. Where is the Redecner called a Medi-
ator ¥ 1 Timothy ii. 5.

LESSON X.
CONFIDENCE IN GOD,
Dsa, 87, 1-14. Commit to memory vs. 4, 5.
GouveN TeXT.

Tho lord is my light and my salvation;
whow shall I fear? Psa. 27, 1.

OUTLIKE.

1. Resting in the Lond, v. 1.8,
2. Waitiog upon the Lord, v. 4-7.
3. Walkiug with tho Lord, v. 8-14.
EXrLANATIONS, —T0 eat up my flesh—This
is, to destroy or kill.  They stumbled—Failed
in their plans. My leart shall not fear—
Becauso of its trust in God, Duwell in the
house of the Lord—To be so ncar the taber.
nacle as to worship therv often. Beauty of
the Lord—God's beauty is in his gooducss, as
ours should b&ﬂ_ Pavi ion—i{is tu}xt.l t.;>'acri-
of joy—Offorings in token of gladness.
';i;:;r./()’ oLyord—The psalm now changes its
tone from praise to prayer. My heart said—
Truo obedicnce is of the heart.  Hide not thy
face—The servant of God longs to be ever at
ce and in love with God, ~Anger—David
nows that his sins deserve God's frown.
When my father—Not that David's father
and mother had forsaken him, but he names
this as the strongest possible case.  Take me
up—Care for me. Plain path—Where the
way of duty is easy Lo know. Fulse witnesses
-—'g"hou who tell fals¢hoods. I kad fainted
—David could 1ot soe any hope oxcept in
God's gooducss. Wait on the Zond—Dy
T2ACHINGS OF THE LENSON,

caruest prayer.

Where in this lesson are we shown—

1. The source of spiritual coursgo !

2. The joy of spiritual communion ?

3. The nced of apiritual strength and
guidanco?

Tax LxssoN CATRCHISX.

1. What does David say is the strength of
his lifet The Lord. 2. What one thing
did David desitet To dwell forever in the
Lord's house. 8. What does David cutreat
ofthe Lord? **Leave me not, neithor forsake
me.” 4. Who will take us up when our
father and mother forsake us?t The Lord,
5. What areweurged todo? *“Wait on the

Lord.” .
DocraiNaL SuuagsrioN,—The providencs

of God.

B.C. —.] [Sept. 7.

CATzOHISM QUESTIONS.

62. Did the Redeemer give His lifo for all

ment 1 Timothy ii. 6. )

93, \What was the course of our Saviour's
i Moediator?

hmg&a%o humbled Himselt, aud then Ho

was exaltod to glory., Lukoxxiv. 2635 1 Peter

i. 11,

' (Philippians ii. 8-11 ; Hebrews v. 7-10.1
94, What was the humiliation of Clrist!
Heo was made man and lived a lifo of
verty, suffering and neglect, Iasiah liii, 3;

ilinsians it 7. )
blhl:ln{:ﬁgv.v,;x. 28; 2 Corinthians viii. 9;
JoL.l

xvi. 32; Hebrews il 18, v. 7. xii, 3.]

It should be widely circulated.”—Rev. T, @,
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BOOKS FOR BOYS AND GIRLS

TWO NEW BOOKS.

BY J. JACKSON WRAY,
Author of Nestleton Magna, ele.

QGarton Rowley ; or, Lieaves from the
Log of a Master Mariner. [lustrated,
12wo0, cloth, Price $1.

Honest John Stallibrass,

Illustrated,
12mo, cloth, Price 31.

10,000 Miles by Land and 8ea. By
Rev. W. W. Ross, 12mo, clotk, pp. 284
Price 81.

Toward the 8unrise; being sketches ot
travel in Europe and the East, to which is
added a memorial sketch of Rev. Wm,
Morley Punshon, LL.D. By Rev. Hugh
Johnston, M.A, B.D. Illustrated, 12mo,
cloth, pp. 458, Price $1.25.

Legends and Tales of the Hars Moun.
tains, By Toofie Lauder. Cloth, pp,
258, [DPrice §1.

Tact, Push, and Principle, A boock
tor Loys. By Wm. M. Thayer. 12mo,
cloth,  Prico 81.

Capital for Working Boys. ByJ. R
McConaugby. lllustrated, 12mo, cloth,
Price $1,

The Temperance Battle-field, and
How to Gain the Day. A book for
the young of all ages. Full of humorous
and pathetic stories. By Rev. James Q.
Seymour, 12mo, cloth, illustrated, 6§
conts,
1ev. Loonard Gaetz, writes :—* Running

all through its quaint, humorous, oftea

touching, ?ei! al;nys x(n!cy mustm:ion:i m

iss t of sound argument aa

philo%y. The book has the power of
roducing laughter and tears, and is sure to

read through by any one who begins to
read it at all. I wish it may find a in
every home in Canada where thers is & boy
old enough to read.”

Father Lambert's Notes on Ingersoll,.
Price, paper, 30 cents; cloth, 60 centa,
“1t is » masterly refutation of Ingersoll

Williama, President Montreal Conference,

4 Pather Lambert's book is as acceptable
to any good Methodist or Baptist as it is to
any good Catholic. Suocessful beyond any
of tge efforts in that direction heretofors
made.""— Rochester Union.

Aggressive Christianity. Practical ser-
mons by Mra. Booth. With an introdue
tion by Daniel 8teels, D.D, Pp, 174, cloth,
60 cents, paper, 35 cents. .

Godliness. Being reports of & series of
addressos delivered at St. James' Hall,
London. By Mrs. Booth. Introduction
by Daniel Steele, D.D. Pp, 158, cloth, 68
cents, paper, 35 conts.
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