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SIR HENRY HAVELOCK.

As long as the horrors of the Indian Mu-
tiny remain in the minds of the English
people, the life of the Christian hero, Sir
Henry Havelock, can never be forgotten.
He gained much distinction in other coun-
tries but he will always be thought of prin
cipally in connection with India, for it was
there that he gave his life for his country-
men, He was born in Sunderland, England,
in April 1795, the second of four
brothers who all became soldiers.

in the life of General Havelock, and arenot
pretty well acquainted with India turn to
your map and to the historic river Ganges,
and fix in your mind the situation of the
places named.

Early in 1857 all the valley of the Ganges
broke out in rebeilion against the British, the
cities of Delhi,Cawnpore, and Lucknow were
the chief centres of the trouble. In the two

Lucknow., Butit was hard work getting
there; between Allahabad and Cawnpore he
had repeated encounters with the rebels,
and when at last he reached the city
flushed with victory, having put Nana
Sahit to flighs it was only to find that
he had come tco late. ' The little com-
pany, after suffering untold hnrrors for
three weeks, had surrendered on being

latter the British residents, a mere handful,

promised by Nana Sahib that he would

the feelings of General Havelock as he
gazed upon the dead bodies of those whom
he had come all that distance to save.

But more work was before him. Luck-
now lay one hundred miles away and he had
to fight his way to therelief of the garrison,
who were entrenched there under the com-
mand of Sir Henry Lawrence. Eight bat-
tles in succession he fought and won, and

then his army was so reduced that he had
to go back to Cawnporeand wait
for reinforcements under Sir

Lt was intended that he should
study law, but through some
misunderstanding with his father
he gave it up and in 1815 entered
the army shortly after the battle
of Waterloo. During the eight
years that followed he gave his
principal attention to the theory
of war, in which he became pro-
ficient, and also to the study of
the Hindustani language, and in
1823 he followed his two brothers
In 1829 he married
Hannah Shepherd, the daughter
of the eminent missionary, Dr,
Marshman.

His rise in the army was at first
not rapid ; at the end of twenty-
three years’ service being still a
lieutenant. But he was almost
constantly in active service. He
spent some time in Burmah and
in 1828 he published a book on
“Campaigns in Ava” Some
+ime after this he went to Afghan-
istan where he greatly distin-
guished himself,and rose from one
position to another until about
1854 he was made adjutant-gen-
eral of the troops in India. Be-
fore this he had published his
““ Memoirs of the Afghan Cam-
paign.” He was also sent by Sir
James Outram in command of
troops to Persia where war was
going on, and peace had only
just concluded there when news
was received of the outbreak of
the ‘Mutiny, and he hastened
back to India. -

James Outram. General Outram
arrived early in September, but
although he was higher in rank
than Havelock he generously re-
fused to take the command from
him, and so let Havelock crown
the glory he had already won by
raising the siege of Lucknow,
Since the first of July this un-
happy city had been besieged.
Arrived at the city Havelock and
Outram had to fight their way
through narrow streets, each
house ‘& Tortress in itself, until
they reached the Residency,which
they did on the 26th of Septem-
ber. And now General Outram
resumed the command of the
forces. But although they had
entered the city and relieved the
garrison they were too few to en-
tirely defeat the enemy, and -they
were in their turn besieged, and
it was not until the  10th of No-
vember that the final relief came
under the command of Sir Colin
Campbell.

But the hardships General
Havelock had gome through
proved too much for his strength
and after a short attack of severe
illness he died, three days after
the Residency was evacuated.
Ag a reward for his services he
was created a baronet but he died
before the news could reach him.,
By royal order his wife was given
a pension and awarded the rank
she would have held had her hus-
band lived, and the baronetey

_was given to his eldest son who

But has it ever occurred to our
young readers that to obtain a
thorough knowledge of the life
of any man they must know fairly the
geography of ~the country where he
made his name ; for how can you read the
story of this dreadful time intelligently if
you cannot. quite remember whether the
river Ganges empties into the Bay of Ben-
gal or the Arabian Sea, and if you think of

Lucknow as a city perhaps somewhere on

the borders of Afghanistan, or down near

Madras? So now, if you aretill interested

were Besieged by therebels under their cruel

leader Nana Sahib. = Too few themselves
to attack the rebels, they could only hold:
the fort in the hopé that soldiers would be

sent to their relief before the enemy foreed |

an entrance. . As soon as the news of the
rising was received in Caleutta  General:
Havelock was sent up the river to Allaha-
bad with orders to raise an army there, and
then march to the relief of Cawnpore and

take them safely to Allahabad. But,instead
of that, as they were getting on board the
boats he had brought for them, and when
qhite defencless, he shot all the men down,
and a few days later when he heard that
Havelock’s army was near the city, the
women and children, whom he had spared
from the first massacre, were butchered in
cold blood and their dead bodies mutilated
and thrown around the streets. Imagine

had been with his father in the

war in Persia and in 'the Sepoy
rebellion which had cost him his life,
- The death of Sir Henry Havelock was a
great blow to his friends and to his country.
He was loved by all. He devoted much of
his time to the spiritual welfare'of the sol-
diers under his command, who received in_
derision from the other men the name
of “ Havelock’s Saints ;" and he regularly
devoted a considerable portion of each day
to private devotions, In his last moments
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he said to Sir James Outram, “ For more
than forty years I have so ruled my life
that when death came I might face it with-

out fear.” .

TWO GIRLS’ INFLUENCE.
BY FAITH ALSTEAD,

“I know you would not think my reason
of any account, Emily, but I never wish to
pursue the acquaintance of any one who is
not a strict temperance man, a total abstain-
er from all that intoxicates.” So spoke
Bessie Sayres, as she stood with her friend
in a deep window from which they had just
responded to the bow of a gentleman who
was passing.

“Q, well, Bessie, of course,” said Emily,
with an uneasy laugh, “I believe in temper-
ance principles, too ; but then, {ou know,
we cannot expect young men to be as strict
as we are ; they have so many more tempta-
tions.”

“1 do,” said Bessie, quietly, “and I think
that all the more reason why they should be
strict, in order to avoid temptation.”

Emily Rutherford looked unconvinced.
She was a pretty girl, prettier than Bessie,
but there was a look of indecision about her
full red mouth, that contrasted forcibly
with the decided lines around her friend’s,

“ Well, Bessie,”” she said at last, after a
few moments’ siience, “you know, as well
as I do, that no one ever saw Mr. Ashland
under the influence. of liquor.”

“No,” said Bessie, “but he makes no
secret of his views on the subject, that one
can take a glass occasionally, or even daily,
and suffer no harm.”

“Do you think he does suffer from it ?”’
asked Emily.

“Possibly not himself,” said Bessie,
“though even that is doubtful to my mind ;
but look at his influence, Emily,” she said,
laying her hand on her friend’s arm.
“Think of Charlie Maynard —is his influ-
ence over him what you would like ¥

Emily . flushed. — “Charlie ought to be
able to take care of himself,” she said ; “I
should be ashamed of him, if be could not.”

“¢Tt ig good neither to eat flesh, mnor to
drink wine, nor anything whereby thy
brother stumbleth, or is offended, oris made
weak,” ” quoted Bessie, softly, ¢ Mr. Ash-
land professes to follow the teachings of the
Book from which those words are taken.”

Emily turned away uneasily. She al-
ways felt dissatisfied with herself, when
with Bessie. She knew the right way, but
‘dread of ridicule kept her from coming out
as & strong temperance worker. In the
circle of society in which she moved, wine
was a common beverage, even in a small
company, and she remembered how, just a
few evenings ago, she had smilingly handed
Charlie Maynard a glass of the sparkling
Eoison—for it was poison to Charlie. His

lood was fevered by a small amount, and
his gay langh and unsteady step were but
the forerunners of a blinding headache, and
bitter remorse and self-upbraiding,

I think, though, Bessie,” she said, as
her friend followed her to the door, “that
you are rather extreme in your views. It
surely would do no harm for you to show
some appreciation of Mr. Ashland’s at-
tentions, and not so studiously avoid meet-
ing him.”

Bessie smiled. “You must allow me to
do as I think best in the matter, Emily,”
she said, gently ; and then the girls separat-
ed with an affectionate good-bye.
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“You look gloomy, Tom!” It was
Clarlie Maynard’s cheery voice that broke
upon Mr, Ashland’s veverie. The latter
sprang to his feet, and welcomed the young
man in a tone the reverse of gloomy ; but
when they were seated by the open grate,
with a stand between, on which stood
a decanter and two gobleta‘x his face grew

ave again. The firelight flashed and

ickered 011 the cut (/glass2 the wine sparkled
and lo'VMd,ksnd ag Charlie, in response to a
word from i friend, raised his glass to his

lips, he paused and said, *“If I were you,
Tom Ashland, I would not touch this
again,”

“ What do you mean, Charlie 7’ asked the
other, surprised.

“Simply this,” said Charlie; “I believe
that Miss Sayres thinks well enough of you
to encourage you if it was not for your in-
dulgence in this. She is almost a fanatic
on the subject of temperance, it seems to
me.”

“Why do you mnot take your own
advice?” said Mr. Ashland, with a half-
laugh.

%0, Emily would not impose any such
condition on me,” said Charlie, flushing.

“If what you say is true, Charlie, I will
let this be the last I will touch,” said Mr.
Ashland, pouring out what remained in his
glass over the ashes. “ Will you join mein
it 9’

“ Not now,” said Charlie. “I have not
so much at stake as you, so I’ll wait awhile
before I join the ¢ temperance army.’”

“Better come now,” said Mr. Ashland ;
but Charlie still shook his head.

Ah, Emily ! if you had only made the
stand you should, when Charlie asked yon
if you objected to the use of wine, what a
different sequel your life might have had.

The months sped by, and found Tom
Ashland keeping his word firmly through
all temptations, and surely winning his way
with Bessie. Charlie and Emily were set-
tled in asnug little home not far from
Bessie’s. Emily seemed happy, but some-
times a shade of care would flit over
her girlish face, and as the months grew to
years this deepened and settled on her brow,

Long before this, Bessie was Mus. Ash.
land, and her husband’s interest in the work
she had always had so at heart, was scarcely
second to her own.

Charlie Maynard was the one always
nearest to their hearts, always first in their
prayers, but it was mnot until years after
Emily had laid down her weight of griefand
sorrow and gone to her rest, that these
efforts were rewarded, and Charlie ransom-
ed from the power of the destroyer.

Bessie would never give him up, never
listen to Tom’s discouraged words, when he
told of some fresh f:ﬁ of Charlie’s, and
said, * I am afraid it is of no use, Bessie.”

It must be of use, Tom,” she would say.
“I’ll never believe that Emily’s bitter re-
pentance was not accepted, as lon% as
Charlie is within reach of our efforts. ~But
0, if she had only used her influence in the
right direction, earlier.” %

. When Charlie was at last enabled to over-
come his fatal weakness, he looked like an
old man, although only in middle life.
What wonder, then, that he often sighed as
he contrasted his blighted powers with the
vigorous maznhood of his friend, and thought
of the wasted years of hislife, which even
the most earnest efforts could not wholly
redeem ? S

Reader, on which side is your influence?
—Church and Home.
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PAUL THOMPSON—A TRUE STOR Y.

One afternoon, a few weeks since, while .

passing through one of the principal busi-
ness streets of a large city, we came upon. a
crowd of school-boys standing in front of
a saloon. The boys had come out of a
school-house only a few moments before,
and had their books, slates, etc., in their
hands. They were a company of bright,
intelligent, happy-looking Ia({s, but they
all seemed deeply interested in something
that was going on inside of that saloon. As
they opened their ranks to make way for
us to pass, we stopped and asked what it
zvas that had attracted such a large crowd of

0ys.

i Paul Thomson’s been in a fight in the
saloon there, and a policeman has just
gone in to arrest him,” said one of the

0ys.

{;Vhile he was speaking, a large, blue-
coated, brass-buttoned officer came out
leading a man, or rather jerking him, by the
coat collar. The man in custody was

young,withslight form and delicate features, | p

and as we looked into his face we saw
traces of intelligence and cultivation.

“ He is drunk,” said another boy, “and
when he’s drunk he is always ugly and
wants to fight. This isn’t the first time he
has been taken, either.” ;

The crowd of boys followed the police-

man and the prisoner, and we soon lost|po

sight of them. As we passed on, we noticed

the public-school building was only a short

distance from the saloon ; many of the
scholars had to pass by it every day. The
same proprietor had been in possession of
the building for ten years past. Only six
years before Paul Thompson had graduated
from the High School. ?Ie was a scholar of
high standing, too. But he had been in the
habit of passing this dangerous corner for
years before he graduated. He had been
attracted to it in his boyhood, as the boys
just spoken of had been, by some similar
occurrence. He began by looking in to see
what was going on behind the green screen-
doors. Then he stepped inside to hear
what the men were talking about. The
saloon-keeper noticed him, for he had a
manly bearing, and belonged to a family in
high standing. He encouraged the boy’s
coming in with pleasant, flattering words,
and one day he gave him a glass of beer to
drink. Paul thought it was manly to take
the offered glass, but he could only drink a
part of it; he did not like the taste, it
was bitter ; but the saloon-man patted him
on the shoulder, and told him to drink as
much as he could, and it would make a-man
of him. Paul knew it was wrong, and when
he went home he felt ashamed to stay in the
presence of agood, sweet mother. He could
not look her in the face ; every smile she
ave him, and every kind word, made him
eel more and more guilty. He resolved
never to pass by the saloonagain, but to go
home another way although it was much
farther. But somehow he did not go the
other way but a few times. There seemed
to bea fascination about that saloon, and he
would linger around it, That was the
beginning. Now we see Paul Thompson a
constant frequenter of the same saloon. He
had been going down, down, from bad to
worse for six years or more. The very

ears, too, of his life which were the most
important to him—the time when he ought
to have been acquiring a true, honorable,
manly character. His mother used to love
to hear his step on the walk, and his cheer-
ful, boyish whistle when he came bounding
home from school, so happy and light-
hearted. But now that dear mother listens
and listens night after night- for his step
with an anxious heart. She is weary and
worn with the late watching. She has pleaded
with prayers and tears for his reform ; but
the “ habit begun in cobwebs has ended in
iron chains.” Ha is a slave to liquor. We
trust his good mother’s prayers will be

, |heard, and that, through the mercy and

strength of the Lord Jesus Christ, he may
break those iron chains. But we see whaere
he is to-day. Now boys, this case of Paul
Thompson’s isa great warning to all of you
Don’t stop at saloons, even to look in.
Cross over on the other side, and shun those
terrible places where so many have lost
their manhood and their soul. Remember
that every poor, miserable drunkard began
his downward career when he took his first
glass,— Evangelist.

——————
“QUT OF THE MOUTHS OF BABES.”

Not long since a good sister of the
W..C T, Ug was visiting at a beautiful
‘homein one of our cities, where some brandy
Feaehes were passed at the tea-table. A
ittle boy of the family watched her
closely, and when he saw her decline them,
a bright smile illumined his face, and lean-
ing confidently upon her lap he said, “ Oh,
I know why you didn’t take the peaches!
It’s because there’s brandy in them, and it
will help make us like to drink brandy
and then we might get to be drunkards.”

“T can’t think where the child learned
such nonsense !”” said the lady of the house,
apologetically.

“Oh, I'll tell you,” said the little fellow,
“I learned it at gunday school ; my teacher
told me all about it, and I’'m never, never
going to eat any bran%y peaches. Don’t
you see, mamma, the lady don’t eat them,
and I’'m so glad she’s temperance too.”

And the little fellow crept close to his
friend with a new air of fraternity, while
the embarrassed mother left her own
eaches untasted.

% Ah,” thought the W. C. T. U. worker,
“there’s a temperance missionary in this
house, whose influence can scarcely be
counted.” *

Let us send out these little missionaries
from every Sunday school armed with
definite and clear instruction on these
ints where our insidious enemy is creep-

ing in among the lambs of the flock,—
Union Signal.

THE SNAKE STORE.

“There was once a man who came into a
certain town and opened a store. He sold
a kind of goods different from what his
neighbors sold. One of his neighbors kept
agrocery ; you all know what a grocery
store is, where they sell sugar, coffee, tea,
soap, and many other articles for family
use. You know what dry goods stores are
and hardware stores, and clothing stores
and milliner’s shops, where they sell many
things that are very good and useful.
Some of you have seen bird stores in the
large cities, where they sell canary birds
parrots and other birds whose sweet song o;-
beautiful feathers make them desirable.
Some of you have seen horse-markets or
cattle markets, where people might buy
these animals for food or service. But this
man did not have any such useful thing.

He had a snake store! Nothing but
snakes, every one of them poisonous, was to
be seen there. There were monstrous ser
pents coiled up in hugh barrels ; there were
the rattle-snakes and the cobrasand the ad-
dersand the asps,of all sizes and colors. Many
of them lived in long, narrow glass houses,
with a hole in the top where they might
crawl out. On the front of their glass houge
was printed a gorgeous label bearing the
name of the snake within. There were
beautiful labels, but behind every one of
them were the gleaming eyes of the
poisonousserpent,with the sharp fangs ready
to bite. Bottled snakes stood in long rows
on the shelves, or lay in their barrels and
boxes and casks all about the store.”

“But do you really mean to say, Mr,
Lathrop, that the man really sold these
horrid snakes to the people ?”

“ Yes, that’s just what I mean. Every
snake had its own price, and any one who
chose could come in there and buy one,
or as many as he wanted.”

“But didn’t they take out the poisonous
fangs, before they were sold 7

“No, not a bit of it. People seemed to
like their biting. Men and boys would take
the snakes and play with them, even putting
them into their mouths and let them rtun
down their stomachs, where they would
always bite. So they kept getting poisoned
and seemed to like it. They would get;
red and purple in the face, and their eyes
would get glassy, and their speech thick, and
they would become dizzy, and would
stagger and reel all about, and sometimes
fall down in a fit, Oh, how many were
bitten ! Old men and young boys,and some-
times even women, seemed to enjoy hand.
ling the smooth, slippery serpents, and they
would always put them in their mouths,
Many men died from the poison, and others
would get terribly sick and thought they
saw snakesin their boots, and on their beds
and in the air, writhing and twisting about
them everywhere. Some were so fond of
the snakes that they would sell their
clothes, their Bibles, their food, and every-
thing they had, co they might get bitten
again by these reptiles. The people became
poorer, and more miserable, while the
snake stores flourished and multiplied.
We have nearly one bundred of them in
Macon.”

“QOh, I know what they are !
liquor saloons !”

“That's it, my boy. Keep away fr
those evil places.y All liquor has sgake: 3:
it. Alcohol is a poison. “ At the last it
biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an
adder.”—The Helping Hand,

You mean

SIS .

Frenor “ BRANDY.”—The report
United states Consul at Rochellepon I:‘)fextx}::ﬁ
brandy ought to help in the strengthenin,
of the hands of the Blue Ribbon Socjet 5
Brand{ within the last three years hag cea{:
ed to be brandy, being for the most part
alcohol of grain, potatoes or beets, The
Eroprietors of the vineyards themselyes

ave become 80 clever in its fabrication
that ;: is t:l;no;t impossible even for honest
merchan 0 DUy a pur:
wislhbtgugg = Y _a pure cognac when they
or labelled 1849 or 1856 it only mea
the article has been made to iesem‘:ii t}:ll::
brandy of that year. The alcohol which
has taken the place of the genuine spirit of
the grape is described as a most pernicious
liquor, producing an intoxication which
inclines the patient to rage and hysical
violence, while the prolonged use otp it leads

to insanity.—Brooklyn Eagle,

When the bottle is invoiced -

JE\)

)
(U2




e s

THE SABBATH-SCHOOL.

THOSE DREADFUL BOYS,
BY MARY E. C. WYETH.
(Continued. )
“How did you get on 1” asked the super-

intendent nervously, as the classes Wwere
filing out. The boys were near. They heard
Mrs, Lyste’s reply.

“Oh, we’re skirmishing along the line,
We'll fall in ranks pretty soon. We’re
bound to come out all right. We’ve a lot
of enemies to conquer, but we mean to win
the battle. This class is going to distinguish
itself.”

“Ceesar !” whispered Rob Denslow, “I
should say it had done that, if she did but
know: it,”

And then they all got out upon the street
and were a shade less dreadful than on the
previous Sunday.

The next Sunday and the next found
teacher and scholars coming into closer har-
mony. The class wasinvited to Mrs, Lyste’s
house for a jolly evening at the end of the
first month, * The boys never forgot the de-
lights of that evening. Mrs, yste told
stories, played games with them, sang old-
fashioned songs, and at last, proposed to boil
molasses and make taffy.

“The cook is out, and 'so is the kitchen
fire,” she laughed, “but that’s no matter
where . there are boys around. Come on,
we’ll' find the kindiings and the molasses
Jjug, and the fun will find itself, I’ll engage,”

They trooped beside her to the kitchen,
Will Martin spied the hatchet at once, and
made haste to split kindlings and build a
fire. Rob measured out molasses, and the
other  boys, armed with hammers and hat-
chet und sad-irons made war on g pan of
walnuts that Mrs. Lyste had rovided.
Willie Davis offered to watch and stir the
molasses. Mrs. Lyste drew a chair up to
the kitchen table and plied the nut-pick.

“It makes me think Iam a boy. again,”

S WA Lo

| midst of the merry cirele, ©
f0r§8t thee day I first tried walking on stilts
- wit

I other Willies thought egg-nog just delicious,
| Three of the la

she laughed as she took her place in the
never shall

my brother.. We had such fun, I
wonder if boys nowadays have as good times
as they did when I was Young. How do
you boysamuse yourselves when you are off

| duty 77

Andso she led them to tell of their sports,
their base ball clubs, their excursions of one
sort and another ; and ‘as she did not con-
stitute herself a commentating  critic, she
bad some very enlightening information

iven ber on the habits and manners of her
oys when left entirely to themselves,

It came out that they indulged sometimes

| in cider drinking—every one of tem, ~Rob

Denslow liked beer, and took a glass when.-
ever he ‘could get it. Heacquired the liking

for it ‘when he was' . little fellow visit.
' 1| ing his German cousins in Cincinnati, Even
| the babies drank beer there, - +His folks had

it on the tableat every meal. Willie Davis
thought beer poor stuff, but owned that he
liked wine first-rate, Always had a glass
when he dined with his uncle Joe, wo

8 smoked cigarettes, and

| Rob Denslow generally smoke

one cigar a
day. | :
It all came out inadvertently, without a

| question or comment bK the hostess, and the

boys never suspected t

: €y were furnishing
their teacher with an

opportunity as they

| laughed and joked and pulled the Topes of

flaky taffy, and drank the refreshing lemon.-
ade that their EOO& friend had in readiness
for them as they returned to the parlor,
heated and thirsty after the kitchen fun
Yet when they had gone and the last echo
of their cheery noisy chatter had died away
on the street, Mrs. Lyste turned away from
| the door and, entering the deserted parlor.

sat down with folded iands and thoughtfu
 eyesand pondered upon what she had heard
and seen.

“What danger they are in, poor lads,” she
murmured pityingly, And then she knelt
-and besought the Lord for the souls of those
_precious boys. To her they were never

readful,
. To earnest, well-directed effort little is de-
inied, ~ With heart and soul and mind and
‘strength Mrs. Lyste entered upon the work
|of winning these boys from the power of evil
for the service of the Lord she loved. Se.
Veral Sabbaths later she surprised the clags
With an announcement,

| “Boys,” she said, as she took up the les. |

D papers, “there is & work for the Master

.wrings my heart to see i,
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that needs to be done over in the B——
Street neighborhood, and I’ve thought and

prayed over it for weeks, and I’ve come to

the conclusion that it is Jjust our work—
yours and mine. We’ve got to set about
saving some of the boys over there who
play ball about that soda and bottled beer
stand on B—— Street Square every Sunda
afternoon. They are going to ruin. It
We can save
them if we will. We must save them.”

“We?” chorused the class with wide eyes
and questioning tones,

£ %Je. This * class,” said Mrs, Liyste.
“Are’n’t we all on God’s side, the gide of
honor and unselfish good-will to all? Who
of usisagainst this7 And are’nt we cour-
ageous enough to arm ourselves and go out
to conqueran enemy when our Captain calls?
We come here Sunday after Sunday to study
God’s Word because we believe in God and
desire to know his will, don’t we

“Yes'm,” came promptly from every boy.

“We don’t understand all yet, but we're
learning every day, and our Saviour has
said that if any man will do his will he shall
now of the doctrine, Now, we may as
well commit ourselves here and now—we
may never have another chance, We de-
sire to make the most of ourselves and of
our opportunities, don’t we ? We are hon-
estly willing to own that Christian character
is the best thing, and the thing that we de.
sire for.ours, and we are willing to strive
hard to attain it. We are willing to be
known as recruits for the grandest service
the world has ever known, and to enlist
under the banner of the cross with Jesus as
our Captain, to go forth to do battle with
all forces of evil, are’nt we ? Then, when
we’re led right up to a battery of Satan; we
have just one thing to do—take up our wea-
pons, march on, and take it by storm.

“Now these B—— Street boys. We can’t
go to them with clubs and swords and beat
them off their ground, and haul them to the
Sunday-school and put Bibles in their
hands.”  The boys laughed out at the idea.
“But we can go to them with another sort
of weapon, and we can draw them from the
play ground to the Sunday.school. If we
determine to do it, we can do it. Shall we
determine 7

“All right. Let’s try it,” said one. “Buyt
yowll have to ‘tell us how,” said another
“Boys won’t read tracts, and those boys
won’t stand any foolin’,”

“ We sha’n’t fool,” said Mrps,
“neither will we ask them to read
I’ve a plan thought out. I want you to
approve it, however, and so I invite you to
my house to-morrow evening, when we’ll
organize for action. Then I’] tell you of
my plan, and then we'll set about work,
You’'ll see. Some good will come of it, if
we only set our minds to the work and seek
God’s blessing. Now for the lesson, and
to-morrow for the practical application of
it. ‘

The boys were quite at home in Mus,
Lyste’s parlor now. There had heen a
monthly reunion ever since the class had
been hers, They had listened to good
music, had examined curious objects from
all parts of the world, had heard famous
stories, had romped and eaten and drank
and made merry many a time in those
pleasant rooms. ~ They would never miss a
gathering, even though the idea of aperson-
al responsibility hung over it, and promptly
at the hour on Monday evening they were
on hand.

“We are to have oysters and hot waffles
at ten,” Mrs, Lyste said, as she seated the
boys around her library table, * so we want
to get through the business of the evening
in time for a little play-spell before supper,
therefore
serious subject before us, We won’t enter
upon any work for God in our own unaided
strength, we need the divine help. Let us
kneefand seek it.”

“Blessed Lord, our only helper,” she
prayed, “ here we are, a
recruits, ready and willing for thy service ;
where tixou leadest we will follow, We ask
for thy Holy Spirit to animate and in ire
us. We want to be thine own dear children
and faithfulservants. If we are not wholly
consecrated to thee, then come thou now
and consecrate us, We bring our hearts to
thee just as they are, and we ask thee to
take them and cleanse them and make them
fit abodes for the indwelling of thy Spirit.
We desire to do a work for thee, Help us,
Lord, that we may help those about us,
help us to win those bo 8, who play every

Lyste.
tracts.

Sunday on B—— Street lot toa better way.

we will proceed at once to the

little band of raw |

Give each of us good remnse to know how to
act, and a good-will that shall make our
actions honest and true, May we do our
part wisely and kindly, and wilt thou give
us a victory 7 And as we set about the
work for our dear Master, help us to purify
ourselves even as He is pure. Bless our
organization, and bless each one of us, for
thy own name’ssake. And in token of our
earnest purpose, hear us together say—
Amen.”

And the boys’ amen was prompt and
hearty,

As they resumed their seats Ms, Lyste
drew from the table drawer a new blank
book.  On its first fair page. was engrossed
in large seript:

OUR UNION.
Motto—We strive to conquer.

On the opposite page,

Our Bond, and Pledge. -

We the undersigned, do hereby bind our-
selves in a Union that shall have for its aim
any worthy work of love to God and good-
will to man that our hands may find to do.
And that we may prove ourselves worthy
membersofa pure nion,we pledgeourselves
to use no profane language, and to abstain
from the use of aleohol and tobacco in all
their forms, and to maintain the cause of
truth and justice always and everywhere,
gy the help of our Lord and King, Jesus

rist,

As Mrs, Lyste read aloud the written
words, she took from the drawer a jewel
casket which she opened, displaying to the
view seven beautiful scarf pins of exquisite
workmanship, the design being a golden
crossset with a tiny opal.

(To be Continued.)
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HINTS TO TEACHERS ON THE CUR-
: RENT LESSONS.

(From Peloubet’s Seloct_Notes, )
Dec, 7.—Prov. 23 : 29-35.
ILLUSTRATIVE,

L Strong drink a foe. When drink, like
a strong man armed, once gains entrance,
ity first concern is to overpower the watch-
men on their towers s—caution, judgment,
self-respect, natural affection,common sense $
and the reserve force of Jjustice, honesty, and
religion. When these guardians of the fort.
ress are killed or maimed, the powder maga-
zine, as well as the rich spoils of man, ]gies
open to the enemy’s tender mercies which
are cruelty,

“0 God, that men should put an enemy in

Their mouths, to gteal away their braing!”

—M. ‘Briggs.

II. Warnings. A little steamer once shot
the rapids at Niagara, and, though the cap-
tain declared, “The fact of my havihg gone
through safeiy with my boat does not_de-
monstrate to my satisfastion that the river
is navigable,” many men have been ambi-
tious of testing it. = Paul Boyton took the
precaution of sending down some logs, and
when he saw the heavy timbers come
through, splintered and soaked, he left
Niagara the same day. We have not for-
gotten the fate of Matthew Webb, another

amous swimmer, who also looked long and
intently upon the seething waters, and
thought that he could go throughg—77,
Briggs,
III. The enchantress Circe, in Homer’s
dyssey, is a good illustration of the power
of intemperance. She invited the strangers
to her marvellously beantiful palace, tempt-
ed them with her leurious feasts, but thoge
who partook thereof she turned into beasts,
Only Ulysses, protected by a certain flower,
was safe from her enchantments, Tha(
flower for us is Total Abstinence,

IV. The veiled prophet of Khorassan, in
Moore’s “Lalla Rookh,” is an exact and vivid
picture of this modern fiend. Over the fea.
tures of this great chief, Mokanna, was hung
a glittering s?lver veil to hide, as he said, his
dazzling brow, too bright for man to look
upon. His followers, each,

“ Kneeling pale
With pious awe before the silver vel
Believes the form to which he bends the knee,
Some pureredeeming angel sent to free
This fettered world from every bond and stain,
And bring its primal glories back agaln.”
01 his white flag, Mokanna’s host, unfurled
These words of sunshine, Freedom to the world,”
They he gersuaded the beautiful, innocent
Zehcalto e his hride,—the elect ofiPamdlse,
the bride of Heaven,
“Together plcturing to her mind and ear
The glories of that heaven, her destj ned sphere
Where all was ure, and every stain that lay
Upon the spirit’s light should pass away.”

Under such promise, he hurried her to the

charnel house, and while the dead stood
around them, and their blue lips echoed
their vows, she pledged in a goblet of burn-
ing blood that she would be his, body and
soul. Never would she leave him ; and the
wide charnel ' echoed, “N ever, never.”
Then, too late for her, he revealed to her his
soul.

‘““Ha, tha.! and so, fond thing, thou thought'st all
And ntfx‘;t? I love mankind—I do, I do!”

AS vietims 1ove thep ——

* As the Nile bird loves the slime that gives

That l{ank" and venomous food on which she
ves.

Then he drew away the silver veil that hid
his maimed and monstrous features, exclaim-

ing :
“Iﬁerejudge if hell, with all its Fower to damn, I
Can add one curse to the foul th ng I am.” |
That is almost word for word the picture of
the wine cup. It promises all manner of
Joys ; it sings of Paradise ; it seems an angel
of delight,

| D
@i,

“Sent tofree this fettered world from every bond
and stain,

And bring its primal glories back again.”

It unfurls its banner, inseribed with ¢ these
words of sunshine : Freedom to the World,”
It persuades the young, the brilliant, the in-
nocent to partake of its feasts and wed them.
selves to it. And when it has bound them
by the chains of appetite, of habit, and of
disease, irrevocably, then it bears its victims
to the charnel house of the dead—of ths
millions of the dead whom it has slain, and
they echo, “ Never, never, never, shall we
part.” It casts off then its shining veil, and
reveals its loathsome, monstrous features :
it shows them the evil it has done to others
and will do to them ; it piles up its losses,
its miseries, its remorse, its utter ruin before
them, and well may exclaim :

“ Here judge if hell, with all its power to damn,
Oan add one curse to the foul thing I am.”—/’,

PRACTIOAL.

I, Summary of the evils of intemperance,
. 1t injures the body.,
It ruins the soul,
. It disables the mind.
. It unfits for daily life.
. It brings poverty.
It leads into ba company.
It is opposed to religion and morality,
. 1t injures family and friends,
It tempts others.
. It leads to crime,
. It fills poor-houses and prisons,
IL. The Cure,
. Don’t begin,
. Touch not, taste not, handle not,
. Keep away from drinking places.
4. Keep away from the company of those
who drinE. : 104
5. Sign the pledge, .,
6. First and chiefest, give yourself body
and soul to the Lord Jesus Christ.
7. Use all the helps of prayerand religion.
8. Work continually for temperance and
religion.

HOO XD oA oo

[

SO BO

9. Keep yourselves familiar with the ar.
guments for temperance,

10. Prohibitory laws,

11/ A temperance atmosphere.

Dec. 14.—FEecles. 2 : 1-13.
ILLUSTRATIVR.

I “How wasit,” I at length said (to the
poet Robert Ferguson,) * that you were the
ayest in the party last night 7 “T dg pot
Enow that T can better answer you,” he re.
lied, “ than by telling you asingular dream
P had, I dreamed that I ha suddenly
quitted the world, and was journeying, by
a long and dreary Ppassage, to the place of
final “punishment. A blue, dismal light

and of plague-stricken cities, I

glimmered along the lower wall of the vault,
and from the darkness above, where there
flickered a thousand undefined shapes, 1
could hear deeply-drawn sighs, and hollow
groans, and convulsive gobbings, and the
Frolonged moans of an unceasing anguish,
Wwas aware, however, though I knew not
how, that these were but the expressions of
a lesser misery. I went on and on, and the
vault widenerg ; and the light increased, and
the sounds changed: There were lond
laughters, and shouts of triumph gnd exyl.
tation ; and in brief, all the thousand
mingled tones. of a gay and joyous 1evel,
‘Can these,” I exclaimed, ‘be the sounds of
misery when at the deepest I’ ‘ Bethink
thee,’” said a shadowy form beside me—¢ be.
think thee, if it be 80 on earth.” And as I
remembered that it was so, and_bethought
me of the mad revels of shipwrecked seamer .
awoke.”—
 Recollec-

Hugh Miller in Tales and Sketches,
tions of Robert Fergnson,”

N a2




———

4

NOGRTH:ERN MESSENGE -

OHRISTIE'S CHRISTMAS.
: BY PANSY.
CHAPTER II.—Continued,

If the young man had been be-
wildered when the lady spoke to
him, he was too much astonished
now to say a word. He just
stared for a minute at the burning
cheeks, as though he felt like say-
ing :

“What in the world can you
be talking about ?” At last he
spoke. :

“There is no harm done, my
little friend. I had already for-
gotten that you laughed. My
thoughts were too busy about
other things, and too sad to pay
much attention to watches, or to
think of anything but getting
over the ground as fast as pos-
sible.”

“ We go very fast,”” said Chris-
tie earnestly.

She wanted to comfort the
young man, his voice sounded so
sad. He smiled faintly.

“Do you think so? It seems
to me that we almost creep.”

Christie caught her breath to
keep from expressing too great
surprise. It seemed to her that
they almost flew,

e saw the astonishment on

her face, and explained :

“A hundred miles from here I
have a very sick friend. If I
could get to her in time, I think
I might help her. Do you won-
der that the train seems to me to
move very slowly 2"’

“No, Sir;” said Christie, with
great sympathetic eyes. “If
mother were sick, I should want
to ﬂy'n

She sat back after that, and the
young man took a telegram from
his pocket, and seemed to study
it. Then he took a newspaper,
and seemed to others to be read-
ing it; but Christie saw that part
of the time it was upside down.
She felt very sorry for him, and
could not help glancing at him
occasionally with a tender smile
on her face; especially as he
smiled back, and seemed to like
her sympathy.

CuapTER IIL

Christie had other travelling
companions who interested her
very much. At the first stopping-
place a lady with a little fellow
hardly out of babyhood came and
took the seat just behind her.
She had to twist herself around
to get a view of the baby as he
sat in a corner of the seat; but
he was so pretty that she could
hardly keep her eyes away from
him. He had wonderful large
blue eyes, and a laughing face,
and he kept bobbing up and
down, and making pretty little
sounds out of his rosebud mouth,
and once he smiled on her as
though he hadwtthe least objec-
tion in the world to being better
acquainted. But Christie did not
dare to go mear him, for he was
beautifuﬁy dressed, and his mam-
ma looked as though she might

be very parti-
cular about his

. know him, and
have him tell

friends. So the
little girl who
had left a baby
athome, looked
the other way
and tried to for-
get how much
she wanted to
kiss the baby
behind her.

The cars
were quite full,
but Christie
thought that
most of the peo-
ple looked as
though they
had been
obliged to get
up too early,
and had not
had a good
breakfast.

“They feel
cross,” she said
to herself, “or
else they feel afraid. I wonder
iff there is anything to be afraid
Ov‘!’

Thinking which, she looked
over at Wells Burton, the boy
who went on the train every
morning to the city. He surely
ought to know by this time
whether there was any ¢uuse for
fear. He had his hands in his
pockets, and was looking out of
the window and whistling. . He
did not look in the least afraid,
neither did he look cross.

What a thing it would be to

HARDLY OUT OF BABYHOOD.

about all the
wonders that
he saw in the
city every day !
He had been
to the State
House, she had
heard, and
Karl said the
stag e-driver
said that the
Governor was
a great friend
of Mr. Burton,
and had been
out to see
him.

How much
Christie would
like to hear
something
about the Gov-
ernor from one
who had
actually heard
_ him talk. She
knew quite a good deal concern-
ing this Governor. Her father
admired him very much, and said
he was one of the grandest tem-
perance men in the State. And
once when he went to the city to
see about selling his corn, he had
a story to tell about having seen
the Governor standing in the door
of his home, and a fine-looking
man her father said he was.

Christie had a burning desire
to see a real governor ; or, failing
in that—as of course she expect-
ed—to hear things about him:

_ ALL SWUNG THEIR HATS AND CHEERED.

how he acted, and what he said,
and all those nice pleasant ihings
which she believed she could tell
about people if she ever had any
chances.

But she must not grumble on
this morning, of all others in her
life, she told herself, letting the
sober look go out of her face, and
bringing back the happy one.
Here were plenty of chances.
What a long story she could tell
Karl about these people on the
cars. And there was that baby
cooing and jumping, and—why,
yes, the darling was actually
throwing kisses at her.

The train stopped again. It
was a veryaccommodating train; it
seemed tostop every few minutes
to pick up passengers along the
road when there was no station
in sight. Some junction was
yelled out, but the brakesman
talked in Choctaw, and of course
Christie' did not understand him.

A gentleman came in, glanced
up and down the well-filled car,
then dropped into the seat beside
Christie.

“1 suppose you will let me sit
with you ?” he said, and his
voice was very pleasant, and his
face was bright with smiles.
She made haste to say, “ Yes, sir.”
Then he began to talk with her,
or rather to her, for Christie said
very little.
cabin as they flew past it, an
told her the queerest little history
about its being built there by a
boy l_ess than sixteen years old,
for his mother. ~And how he
worked day and night, and earn-
ed money enough to send away
lo Maine for her, and how he
supported her. And how they
lived in a nice pleasant house, and
had cows and horses, and the
mother made butter, and sold it
at the highest price in market,
and how she said « It can’t help
but be good butter, I have such a
dear good boy.”

Christie listened and exclaimed
and enjoyed. What a thing to
tell father and mother and Karl!
She felt that she wag piling up
stories to last all the rest of the
winter evenings,

She was very sorry when her
pleasant friend arose” at the very
next station only a mile away,
and bade her good-morning as
politely as though she had been &
grown-up lady. She wished so0
much that she knew his name.
It would be awkward to be al-
ways calling him ¢ the gentleman
with bright eyes that looked right
through you.” That seemed to
be the only way she could de-
scribe him.

She noticed that he stopped at
Wells Burton’s seat and shook
hands with him. It was quite
likely that Wells knew who he
was.” [

“Now, if I only knew Wells |

Burton,” she told herself, “,I
might ask him ; but then I don't,
and it isn’t likely that I ever
shall.” ; :

- The pretty baby had gone to
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He pointed out a 105.‘
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‘view from the door. )
level stretch of road lay behind
‘them! How queerly the track
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sleep ; she could not amuse her-
self with him, and so she turned
to the window again just as they
were passing a country road
down which was flying a sleigh
filled with a merry party, who,
realizing that the train was beat-
ing them, all swung their hats
and cheered them on. That was
fun for a little time, and then as
they whizzed along, she espied a
comical sight that entertained her
still more.* But as the on-fiying
train left all these interesting
scenes in the rear, Christie at last
thought of her father’s advice, and
she began to see if she could
learn to make a car.

She twisted her head about,and
looked up and down and around
her in so many ways that at last
the sad-faced young man began
to watch her. She was studying
the long rope that ran through
the top of the car, wondering
what 1t was for, when he spoke
to her.

“That rope is to be pulled to
stop the train. If you should
chance to want it stopped for any
reason, all you would have to do
would be to give that a violent
pull; butI earnestly hope you
won’t do it, for it seems to me

| that we stop quite often enough.”

“«] am sure I won’t,”’ Christie

| said laughing a little, though

really she felt somewhat startled

| over the bare idea of her stopping
| a train. :

‘Not ten minutes after that it

| stopped again. What for 2 Nobody

seemed to know. There was no
station, not even so much as a
shed ; there was nobody to get on
or off; yet there that ridiculous
train. stood, as though it had
reached the end of its journey
and' did not care how soon the

| passengers hopped out in the

snow. Then you should have
heard the people grumble. Churis-
tie was astonished ; she did not
know that grown people were
ever 80 cross. It made her laugh
to see the watches bob out, while
the faces which looked at them
seemed to grow crosser every
minute.

“What in the world are we
stopping here for?” asked the
pale-faced young man with such
anxiety in his face that Christie
felt very sorry for him. “ What
is the matter, sir?”’ This ques-
tion he asked of a gentleman who
had been on the platform looking
about him.

“Don’t know sir; can’t find
out. If the officials know they

‘mean_to keep it to themselves.

Still, I guess we are going on

soon ; I saw signs of moving.”

However, they did not move.

‘The next person who thought it

was his duty to attend to matters,
was Wells Burton. How he hap-
pened to sit still so long, I'm sure
I don’t know. He sauntered out

and looked about him. OChristie

turned herself in her seat to get a
What a long

looked ! Two long black snakes
surrounded on every side by
snow. She wished she could get
a nearer view. She had been
charged not to step off the train,
and on no account to put her
head out of the window. But
what was to hinder her stepping
down to thatclosed door, and get-
ting a nearer view of the snakes ?

She slipped quietly from her
seat and went. It looked fully as
queer as she thought it would.
Wells Burton stood on the lower
step of the car, also gazing about
him ; not at the track, but at the
train-men, who seemed to be
trying to decide whether it was
worth while to go on. Suddenly
they concluded that they would.

The engine gave a snort to ex-
press its approval of the plan,
several passengers who had been
standing on the track jumped
back again on the car, and came
in to see about their seats. Then

ground and the train was scud-
ding on. and nobody but she,
Christie Tucker, knew anything
about it. She had just once
thought in her mind—What if it
were Karl 2 She gave one little
squeal, which the engine swal-
lowed, so that nobody heard, and
the next second she did what
made all the people in the car
think that the quiet-faced well-
behaved little girl had suddenly
gone crazy She gave a quick
little hop, very much as she had
done many a time to reach the
lowest bongh of the apple-tree,
and caught that rope whose use
she had just learned, and never
surely was harder pull given to it
than her stout little body man-
aged at that moment. In an in-

stant the car was full of excite-
ment. “ What—what—what does
that mean 2’ asked the fat man
who had been the last to enter the
train.

The handsome old gentle-

A
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the wheels began to turn around.
Still Wells Burton stood on that
lowest step with his hands in his
pockets. Christie looked at him,
and a little shiver ran through
her while she thought if that
were Karl she should surely be
tempted to reach out and pull at
his coat. How could the boy be
so foolish 2 Why did not his
mother make him promise not to
do so ? .

He was cominginnow;and it was
quite time, for the train was well
under way. How did it happen?
Nobody knew. Wells Burton
least of all; and Christie, who
stood looking on all the while
could never give a clear account
of that part of it. She only knew
that the boy she was watching
with such anxiety, turned care-
lessly on his heel, hands still in
his pockets, and the next instant

was lying a dreadful heap on the

SHE SPIED A COMICAL SIGHT.

man looked at. her gravely
through his gold spectacles, and
the pale-faced man who had
taught her about the rope said
hastily: “ Why, my child, youn
ought not to have done that.
What in the world do you
want ?”’

All this happened, of course, in
a few seconds; and before Chris-
tie could catch her frightened
breath to explain, in came the

conductor, looking like a summer

thunder clond. “What does all
this mean ?” he asked gruffly.
“ Who pulled that rope ?”

Christie took time to be glad
that the train was actually stop-
ping, before she explained in a
quick, frightened voice, “ Oh, sir,
he fell off just as he was stepping
on the train again, and he lies in
the road.” Do you think it killed
him 2’

“Who fell? What are you

talking about ?” said the conduc-
tor, his quick eye roving over the
car in search of missing passen-
gers. “Was it the boy who sat
in thatseat?”” But before Chris-
tie could think of stammering out
a “ Yes, sir,” he had turned from
her and rushed outofthe car, and
the train which had almost stop-
ped, began to move slowly
backward. I'm sure you can
imagine better than I can tell you
how they all acted then. How
they crowded around that end
door, and all tried to see out from
a space that would accommodate
only two; and there was nothing
to see! How they crowded
around Christie, and asked ques-
tions! “How did it happer?”
Christie did not know; she was
still trembling over the thought
that it had happened. “What
was he out there for?” Christie
did not know. In her heart she
believed it was because he was a
very foolish boy ; but that she did
not like to say. “ Was he hurt
much 2’ Christie did not know ;
she wished very much that she
did. “Is he your brother, my
child? Thisthe handsome-faced
old gentleman asked her.

“No sir,”” said Christie; she
knew so much, at least. Then
she told who he was. ¢ Ah, in-
deed !” the gentleman said. “A
son of Warren H. Burton,” he
supposed. He had heard of him.
Then there was a sudden bustle,
and a scurrying to get out of the
way,and a turning over of car seats
to make a bed; for they were bring-
ing the poor fellow in. Christie
was relieved to find, as they passed
her seat, that his eyes were wide
open, and that though he looked
very pale, he gazed about him
like one who was curious to see
what the people thought of all
this, and seemed just a little vex-
ed over their curiosity.

“Oh, no; he isn’t badly hurt,”
the conductor said, as having fix-
ed the boy into a seat, and made
him as comfortable as possible, he
came down the aisle on his way
out. ‘“He has a sprained ankle
that will shut him up for a few
weeks, and  a bruise or two;
nothing seriqus, I think. How
he escaped so easily is more than
I canimagine. I thoughtof course
he was killed. It is a bad habit,
this standing on the car steps; I
wonder his father doesn’t forbid
it

(To be continued.)
iR

ANiMALS show a deal of in-
stinct in caring for themselves and
for each other when ill. A dog
that has lost his appetite eats
grass known as dog’s grass.
Sheep and cows seek out certain
herbs, and cats hunt for catuip.
An animal with rheumatism will
always keep in thesun as much
as possible.—Qongregationalist.

S

Without economy none can be
rich, and with it few can be poor.
~—Dr. Johnson.
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The Family Circle.

THE PRECIOUS TOKENS,

I have something Jesus gave me
For my own !

It is something which he sent me
From his throne,

T'do not seek for hidden gold,
In earth’s ground,

Nor give my wealth to gain the pearl
Which I found.

It is something which T carry
Near my heart :

It is safe till Jesus bids me
From it part.

In itself it has no value
More than tears,
Though I’'m weary as I bear it,
I’ve no fears.

"It is precious as a token
From my Lord,
That His heart thought is as loving
As His word !

Like His presence, it doth bring me
Peace divine ;

"Tis His sweet and tender whisper,
“Thou art mine.”

What is the gift I clasp so closely,
Wonldst thou see?

"Tis & cross, which Christ my Master,
Sent to me,

If my human hand had found it,
I should grieve,

But my Jesus laid it on me,
I believe !

Oh, how sweet it is to bear it
As His gift,
While the burden of my treasure
Christ doth lift |
—Congregationalist,
——— e

A JEWEL LOST.

BY EARNEST GILMORE,

‘“ Lost—somewhbere—a golden hour
O1 this glowing autumn day ;
Since the sunrise, ere the suuset,
1 have lost it on my way.”

Fanny Randolph sat in a darkened room
brooding over her trials, It did seew as if
no one'in the whole world was as burdened
as she was. She wished she could fly away
somewhere and be at rest. “Such an un-
sympathetic set of children as ours I never
heard of,” she wailed, and then following
the wail came a burst of hot tears.

“ What’s the trouble, Fannie dear?’
asked a cheery voice, as the door opened
softly and a suunshiny face peeped in,
“Beems as if I heard the sound of sobbing.
Where are you anyway ?  It’s as dark as a
'gocket here,” and Susie Holloway stum-

led over an inconvenient hassock before
she reached her friend’s side. The sobbing

had ceased. Fannie laughed as she answer-
ed, “I’m here, having just been enjoying
the luxury of a good cry. The fact is, I'm
completely weary of housekeeping and the
_care of children; it is monotonous and
wearisome beyond endurance.”

“Have you been in here enjoying the
luxury ever since you closed the blinds 9’
asked Susie, in a matter-of-fact tone.

“Yes, ever since ; it does not seem long
though., Did you see me close the blinds ¥’

“Yes. I am sorry you lost a jewel,
Fannie.”

“Why, Sue, I have lost nothing, it was
Laura Don ; she lost the ruby out of her

tinger ring, but her father says she can have
another as soon as they go to the city.”

“ But, Fannie, you, too, have lost a jewel,
and your father will never replace it,” Susie
said soberly.

“ What do you mean, Sue }”?

“I mean you have lost this hour brood-
ing. Let me recite you a couple of verses
from the Link of Gold.” ” ;

“ For my hour was a jewel,
And with sixty small ones set:
Round each minute sixty seconds
Made the radiance brighter yet.”
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“ Oh, has anybody seen it?
Seen my precious hour of goldt
I'would go to buy another,
But such treasures are not sold "

Fannie was crying again, but this time
the tears were not angry ones, but those of
repentance.

“I’m go sorry, Sue, that I have been so
wicked ; T who profess to follow our Master,
Let me tell you my troubles, Sue, and you
will help me. I do not want to lose any
more links of gold.”

“Tell on, dear, I’m listening.”

“It is hard to be both sister and mother,”

“So it is, Fannie.”

“ And it is hard to have so poor a servant
as Biddy is ; she almost distracts me.”

“Then get some one to take her place as
soon asyou can. Inthe meantime make the
best of her. What are her principal faults 2

“She is a wretched cook, and is very un-
tidy ; such a looking table as she sets, every-
thing on askew. Father don’t enjoy his
meals much.”

“Can’t you teach her better ¢

“No ; I have tried a good many times,”

“Couldn’t you help for awhile—assist in
the cooking and set the table? I do.”

“Isuppose I could, but I don’t like put-
tering around the kitchen.”

“I would not putter, whatever that may
be, I would work,” Sue answered, smilin ly.

“But Biddy is not the worst of my trouble,
Albert is so trying. I believe he tears his
pants purposely to make me mend them,
and Carl is forever cutting chips and litter-
ing up the house, and as for Janie, I don’t
know as there ever comes a day that her
demands upon one are not ¢ outrageous,’ ”’

“Fannie, my dear, you are blue and no
mistake. Come out of this dark room. I
want you over to my house a little while,
and when you return I will give you a
recipe that was once given to me to use.”
* A recipe for what ?” ~ “ To bring sunshine
out of darkness.” Fannie went with Sue,
remained a half hour, and then returne
with a slip of folded paper in her hand.
She opened and read, “Do unto others as
you would have othersdo unto you.” And
then underneath were the pencilled words :
“ Please use the recipe in your own family
first, dear friend.”

The afternoon had nearly passed awa
when Albert and Carl returned from schooi
They burst into the sitting-room like young
hurricanes, but were struck dumb with
surprise, when instead of the expected, “ Do
stop your everlasting noise !” from Fannie,
she said, “Your coat is all mended nicely
Albert ; it lies on your bed, and you’ll find
something you wanted in the pocket,”
adding to Carl as Albert ran up the stairs,
“I have cleared out the big closet for you,
Carl, so as you can whittle all you want to.
Ishouldn’t wonder if you woulg bea famous
carver some day,”

Carl said nothing but went to explore
“the big c]oset,”comin%hack just as Albert
was kissing Fannie. He heard him say,
“Oh, Fan, how good of you to give me your
red silk handkerchief. T’ve begged for'it so
often that I didn’t deserve it, but I’ll make
it all right though. 1 know where some
royal cat-tails grow, and I’ll bring you some
of the finest you ever saw before I’m an
hour older.”

Albert could not say a.ni‘ more, for Carl
ushed him aside to take Fannie’s smilin
ace between his hands, He kissed it tenderly

saying huskily, “I’ve been a mean fellow,
Fan, chipping all over the house just to be
hateful, but you’ve punished me now,
heaping coals on my head. Oh, what a cute
little workroom that closet makes, so light,
too, with the big, clean window. Oh, Fan,
Pll make you some of the prettiest things
you ever saw—Swiss cottages and a clock
and a double bracket.” And then an hour
later, when Mr. Randolph and his children
gathered at the supper table, a gleam of light
broke over all the faces. And why? Be.
cause the table was laid so neatly, with the
vase of beautiful flowers in the centre, and
the egg-toast was so delicious and the flaky.
brown potatoes done to a turn. “You are
improving wonderfully, Biddy,” Mr. Ran-
dolph said, as the girl i)rought in the tea.
“Shure, sir, it’s Miss Fannie needs all the
praise, fer ’tis her that’s done it all. Bless
her, but I’m afther thryin’ tolarn, an’ I will
larn, too.” Then Biddy went into the
kitchen and Mr, Randolph looked at his
daughter. That look she never forgot ; it
took deep root in her heart, and with it went
the last vestige of darkness. She rejoiced
that she was the _possessor of a wonderful
recipe. The recipe is free too, Are you

using it 1—Christian Intelligencer,
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TWO WAYS.
BY MRS, E. M. NELSON,

There are quite too many among Chris-
tian people who utterly fail to realize how
easy it is to darken the active imagination
of a little child with a nameless horror that
overshadows his soul for years or for life, or
how easily it is to arouse his keen delight
in things beyond his material surroundings
80 as to glorify to him the future here and
hereafter,

Years ago there lived next door a dear
little two-year old child, a shy little dark-
eyed thing, who ran to meet me and followed
me about like an infant double. One even-
ing from apparently perfect health she
passed into a lethargic state, followed speed-
ily by convulsion after convulsion, the frail
body racked in the grasp of that fierce mani-
festation of disease, until, in a few hours,
despite the wisest professional® counsel, and
most assiduous care, all hope of recovery
Was gone, and we stood about the poor ex-
hausted baby watching the labored breath-
ing as the life panted itself away.

Leaning on his mother’s knee and close
to his little sister’s side stood Frank, five
years old, watching in puzzled wonder the
Scene, now so strangely quiet in contrast
to the wild haste and bustle of applying re-
storatives, and evidently feeling muech re-
lieved that the darling sister was so much
better.

Suddenly out of the complete stupor in
which she had lain the wee thing opened
wide her brilliant eyes, raised herself from
the pillow in haste, looking above and be-
yons us all at something invisible to us.
The little hands reached towards it, a
wonderful light broke over the baby face,
and a rapt expression of marvellous, un-
speakable delight glorified the sweet smile
into something indescribably beantiful.

We waited breathless in' this audience-
chamber of a passing soul. In a moment
the eyelids fell, the limbs relaxed, and the
lovely image of what had been our pet and
darling was all that was left before us. We
felt that angels had been among us though
we knew éxem not, but the smile with
which she went left its charm upon the baby
face even in the dreamless sleep.

The little boy stood in wonder looking
at the happy face, uncomprehending death,
But at that instant the mother, for the first
time realizing that her child was dead, with
one shrick threw her arms aroand the
boy, breaking into a wild confusion of
cries and lamentations ;- “ O Frankie, little
sister is dead, is dead ! She’ll never speak
to us'again, nor ever come back to play with
you! You’ll never see her any more, and
she’s going to be buried in the cold, damp
ground, and the worms will eat my baby
up! Oh! Oh! Oh!” And wringing her
hands and rocking wildly back and forth in
her chair, she was oblivious to the fact that
the boy was white with terror and trembling
in every limb, :

Some one tried to comfort him, but he
rushed from the room in an agony of fright;
and though in the days following his face
Lwas swollen with weeping and he could
neither be forced to eat nor coaxed to play,
he would not once enter the room where
the sweet form of the baby girl lay, a flower
among the flowers, and even when the family
went to take leave of the precious clay he
could not be induced to go with them, but
broke into frantic screams and struggled
with all his puny strength to break away
from the kind hands that gently persisted
in trying to overcome his aversion and pain-
ful fright. ;

This was the impression made upon his
zf’ung mind by the wicked foolishness of

13 mother, when it might so easily have
been that through all his life death would
have been a beautiful mystery into which
even his tiny sister went with shining fa,ct,;,
instead of the horror into which his mother’s
wild unreason had transformed it. That
was one way, this the other.

Not long ago a young wife with a devo-
ted husband ‘and ‘'winsome daughter, four
years old, began to fade in' health, and
soon realized she could never recover. The
husband’s mother, living with them, obser-
ved that she and the child often had long
talks together, and it became more notice-
able towards the last, when, her strength so
rapidly failing that she could not speak
‘above a whisper, the little daughter knelt
| upon a hassock’ at her mother’s side as she
lay in her reclining chair and listened as if
never tired of the faint whispers from her
lips, inaudible to all others,

A sudden change for the worse coming
on, the little girl was sent away, and ina
few hours the suffering mother had ceased
to breathe, The next morning the grief
stricken father said to his mother, “I’ll
take you over to get Mamie, but you must
tell r}’l7er that her mother is dead, forI can-
not!

With great sorrow of heart the good
woman complied with his request, but judge
you what must have been her trial, realizing
so perfectly as she did the distress she must
bring to the tender heart of the little one
always so devoted to that mother,

She could hardly find voice to greet her
when the little girl ran intosher arms, but
feeling her strength giving way she dared
not wait. Drawing the child to her, she
said, ¢ Mamie darling, your mamma has
gone away.” A sudden and astonishing
change in the child’s manner stopped the
words upon herlips. A swifttransition had
come over her ; she stood an instant spell-
bound, as if linking in these tidings with
something in the East, and then burst out,
holding tightly her grandmother’s hand,
 Oh, has she gone to that beautiful place?
Has she really gone? And she won’t be
sick any more, and she can sing again- the
way she used to ging to us ! and she’s all in
white, and the angels are there and Jesus
too, and”’—for the first time the brave little
voice faltered, a sob breaking through the
words, the tears streaming down the flushed
cheeks as the quivering baby voice went on
—“and I can’t see her any more now, not
for a long, long time, and she=she can’t
come back home any more ; but by-and-ly
if ’'m Jesus’ little lamb, Ill go where she is!
And I won’t be afraid, for mamma ’ll be
waiting for her little Mamie all the time !”?

The father caught his child to his heart,
“Out of the mouth of babes’ had come con-
solation.
thought, lost in the first intensity of
grief, that he and she, the desolate hushand
and the orphaned babe, shouldin God’s own
good time go home and find her waiting,

Through those weeks of failing strength
and of suffering the mother-love had con-
quered its own anguish of parting in paint.
ing on that baby soul a picture og immortal
glory and unfading joj}; which' nothin
earthly can ever dim.  Death to her wil
never be aught but “going home,”—Jljys-
trated Christian W eekly.
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WILLING TO BE A CHRISTIAN; °

“But, aunty dear, I cannot see just'what
we have to do.” i :

“ We must attend to our hearts, and see
that they are %uite right with God.”

“It would be a great deal easier to do
something else, aunty ; T cannot quite make
out about getting the heart right,” :

“ We have all sinned against God, and we
all owe him a great debt, Clarice, o

“ Yes, aunty, I know.” :

“Somebody is able and willing to

. debt for us.” 97 o j
“Yes, Jesus is able and willing to do it.”
“Then the next thing is, are we willing

to let him do it 9

“What a strange question ; aunty 17

“No, it is not a strange question : it ig
just the question we need to settle before
we can find out anything about getting the
heart right.”

“But, surely, everybody must be willing,
aunty ¥’ ; R

“ 1?:'0, child ; more than half the people
of the Christian world lare not willing ; a
very great many people want to get the
debt paid, but they ob})ect to the riggs way,
Jesus died for us all—not for a few of us,
He will satisfy our debt‘to God, if we will
let him : all we have to do is to make up
our minds that he can settle, and that we
will let him do it,”
~“8Burely, everybody knows that he can,
because he suffered and died just for that,
and surely it seems as though everybody
must be willing,”

¥ No, dear; many think they can pay the
debt themselves by being very 'good, but
they can never be perfect, .qndlgo Tequires
perfection ; only the blood of Jesus can
cleanse the sins of éur hearts and lives,
Many think they must do some great thing
themselves, and forget that it was Jesus who
did the great thing, and that we have only
to be willing to believe in him, and to take
the benefit. Then there are many who are
not willing, because they like their own
way and pleasure so much’ that they are not

content to give up this heart and have it

made right,”

His child’s words recalled the |

pay that
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“There it is againabout the heart, aunty;
it is a hard part to understand.”

“ A heart has four things to decide before
becoming a Christian heart. It must decide
it owes God a debt, and that it cannot pay
God itself : it must decide that Jesus is able
and willing to gay it : it must decide to let
Jesus pay it. Some people get as far as the
first three steps, but never get any further.
They decide that they cannot pay God them-
selves, and that Jesus is able to make it all
right, but they do not decide to let him do
't.n

“ Tt seems very strange, aunty ; how can
they do so ?” s 3

“To decide to let Jesus doit is to give the
heart to God, to get the heart right. It
does -not only mean that I believe the
truth, that I cannot save myself, and that
Jesus can save me, but that I give myself
up to Him to do as he pleases with me: 1
| ask Him to take away all evil from me, and
to make me all good : to put His Holy
Spirit in my heart that I may know what
is right, and to make me so strong that
when I know what is right I may alwaysdo
it, no matter how much I may want to do
wrong. It is giving up my wishes for
God’s wishes; 1t is giving up everything
for Jesus’ sake—it is called giving God the
heart.”

Clarice sat with her face resting on her
hand, and looking up in aunty’s face ; she
began to see what was meant by “ giving the
heart.”

“God can do ashe pleases with us any way,
aunty ; and we all want him to.”
~ “Some of us want him to, dear, but
God’s doing with us as he pleases and our
doing as God pleases are two different things
cutirely.” :

“ Yes, aunty.”

to wish in a weak, sad way to do right, who
are always doing wrong—very wrong indeed
—and that was the reason. They were not
willing to have Jesus save them in His way,
because they did not care enough about Him,
or about being saved, to give their hearts
to Him ; to give up their lives to Him ; to
make up their minds to do as nearly right
as they could, no matter what stood in the
way.” :

“It seems very easy when we talk about
it, but aunty, it is not easy to be good al-
ways,” said Clarice, sadly. “Do you think

\ || people ever make a mistake, and think they

are Christians when they are not Christians
at all?”’

~o———H «] am afraid they do, dear ; but if they

took the trouble they could easily find out.”

“ How, aunty dear?”

“ By constantly watching themselves, and
discovering if they like God’s way or their
own way best. I know a young girl who
acknowledges herself that she wants to be
honorable ; but that she wants gay vib-
bons and fixings so much more that she
sometimes steals to satisfy her wish. Iknow
‘some one else who would like to be sweet
' tempered, but who likes so much better to
be ill-tempered that she makes herself and
_others grave troubles, There are plenty of
us who admire goodness, but the thing isto
determine through all difficulties to be good,
‘not merely to like to be good. Loving God,
giving God the heart, obeying God as per-
fectly as possible, all mean the same thing—
a defermination to d¢ what is right, to do
“what will please God through everything,
“and over everything, no matter how we feel
“about it , no matter how hard it is, or how
much we want to do the other way, or what
‘difficulty starts before ug, or how it will

make the tears come, or the bones break, or
‘the heart ache; that in all cases, in all
times, in all places we will do, as nearly as
can be, the thing that will be pleasing to
God.” ¢

“ Being willing for Jesus to save us means
a great deal, aunty.”

“ Tt is the part that comes hardest, Clar-
ice, thou%h it sounds very easy, and re-
‘member always, the four steps necessary to
become a Christian,—to feel that we have
sinned and owe God a debt, and that we
cannot pay thedebt ourselves ; 1o decide that
Jesus is able and willing to pay it, and that
we are willing to let him do 1t for us.”—
Geo. Kingle in N. Y. Qbserver,

Maxy oF THE LONDON STREET-CARS,
which run on more than 400 routes and
carry 75,000,000 of people a year, have texts
‘of Scripture neatly posted up In them, at
‘an annual cost of two and a half dollars for
each, This is the work of a London
association formed for the purpose.

[ have known people who really seemed | 8

A LETTER FROM INDIA

Last week we gave an account of a
mission circle which is working in con-
nection with the Ladies’ Society in one of
our churches. This week we are permitted
to copy a letter that was received some
timeago by “The Little Helpers.” Perhaps
some of the young folks who read it will
wish to form mission circles of their own
in order to help in the good work of send-
ing the Gospel to far-off lands,

VELLORE, March 8th, 1884,

My DEar CBILDREN : I am going to try
to tell you something of our boarding-
school in which Mr. Pakiumnadhan is one
of the teachers. Mrs. G. informs me that
you intend to help support him, and perhaps
you will like to shorten his name as we do
and call him Mr. Pakium.

Our school is in many respects very
different from any that you have attended.
It is composed entirely of black or colored
girls, but they do not resemble negroes, as
they have nice, straight, long black hair.
Negro girls have flat noses and thick

lips but our girls have often pretty
noses and mouths, and beautiful
teeth. The last they . get by clean-

ing them with charcoal. They never need
to be reminded to clean them, as so many
children in America do, because these lit-
tle people are brought up from infancy to
look upon keeping the mouth clean as a
very important thing, which must never be
forgotten. Tooth-brushes are mnot the
fashion here, but the end of the forefinger
or a bit of soft stick is a very good substi-
tute. They do not use a bairbrush either,
but a wooden comb. They put cocoanut-
oil on the hair, and that makes it very
lossy.

Their dress is also quite different from
yours. They wear a very small colored
Jacket with short sleeves, a colored petticoat,
and over that a long strip of calico or mus-
lin laid over one shoulder, one end falling
in front like an apron, The other end is
brought from the back around the waist
and back again, where it falls like a_broad
sash behind. It can be made to look very
pretty.

They have no shoes or stockings, no hats
or bonnets, but when they go to church they
loose this strip of cloth and put.it over the
head. The big girls have a large cloth
which is made to form the whole dress, and
is very graceful when well put on. It can
be very eostly.I-saw-a-rich native lady
with one on that cost seventy-five dollars,
but those that our girls wear cost from two
to four dollars, or even less.

In this seminary we have at present fifty-
four girls, divided into four classes, and
varying in age from nine to sixteen. They
have good memories and can repeat many
verses in the Bible, the Heidelberg Cate-
chism, and other books. They like to sing
and know man{1 of their own native songs
or hymns, which are not at all like yours.

They, however, play some games very
like those that children play in America, es-
pecially the running games, and they count
out the girls with a funny sounding verse,
just as I remember to have done when a lit-
tle girl.  You will be surprised to hear what
these children have to eat. About seven
o’clock in the morning, after they haveswept
the building and taken a bath themselves,
they each have a rice cake and some gruel.
At twelve they each have alarge soup-plate
full of boiled rice, meat and vegetables made
into a curry. Curry is made of spices, red
peppers, onions, tamarinds, and some kinds
of seed. All these ingredients are rolled ou
a large stone until very fine, and then by the
addition of water made into a paste. The
meat and vegetables are chopped and stewed
with this paste,and then each child hassome
poured over her dish of xice. In the even-
ing at seven o’clock they have another dish
of rice and curry without meat, and a differ-
ent kind of vegetable. On Sunday night
they have salt fish to eat with their curry,
and occasionally they have pickles and ban-
anas.

These children all give something to the
Lord, but this they do in a different way
from most children at home. They are en-
titled to two rice cakes apiece every morn-
ing, but they give up one in order that
they may have something to putinto the
glate at* church, and to help in giving the

criptures to other heathen children. This
giving up a part of their early breakfast is
quite an act of self denial, for, as you may
imagine, they must get very hungry before
twelve o’clock.

They are taught to do very pretty crochet
work, and they like it better than sewing.
However, they are all obliged to learn a
little plain work, and also to cook their own
food, but as they have not much variety in
their meals, this last is not very difficult.

When you pray to God ask Him to bless
Mus. Scudder and her schools at Vellore.

Yours affectionately,
Mgs. J. W. SCUDDER
—Christian Intelligencer.
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TELEPHONING TO GOD.

A little girl who bhad never heard of a
telephone was filled with wonder when she
first saw one being used. She understood
there was a conversation being carried on,
but with whom, and where the person was,
were both mysteries to her. Seeing her
deep interest, the matter was explained.

Some time afterwards she was visiting
her grandpapa, and family worship was a
new thing to her. She asked many
questions about it. Her grandpapa told
her of God, who made all things, and who
gives us all the blessingls we enjoy. :

“But, grandpapa, never saw him,
Where is he !’

She was told that he was everywhere, and
could sece and hear us, though we saw him
not. For some timeshe sat lost in thought.
Then suddenly her eyes sparkled, and she
exclaimed ;

“Isee; I know now.
we telephone to God !”

When we pray, dear readers, do we al-
ways realize, as we do when we speak
through the telepkone, that our words will
be heard and answered, ““if we ask aright””?
As a tender parent stoops down to listen to
the request of the little one, so our Heav-
enly Father “inclines his ear”” to hearken to
us. He is the “hearer and answerer of
prayer.” Whatever gives us anxiety or
trouble, even though it may be too small to
tell our fellow-creatures, we may pour into
his ear ; with the assurance that if he does
not see fit to remove it, he will give us
strength to bear it. Let us in our prayers
“become as little children.”—Illus, Chris.
Wedily.

When we pray
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“IN GREAT DANGER.”

As a Christian man was passing out of
church a few Sabbaths ago he met an old
acquaintance whom he had not seen for
several years. In the brief interview he
seriously said to him. “I understand that
you are in great danger.”

The remark was heard with surprise.
The friend addressed wasnot aware of any
danger, and eagerly inquired what was
meant. The answer was, “I have been in-
formed that you are getting rich.”

Men of this class are not accustomed to
suspect danger from such a cause. They
see momne, -and they see mo reason why
others should. And yet they are in peril ;
they are in great peril of losing their souls.
They are in danger of making a god of
mammon, instead of the living God. They
are in danger of seeking to lay up their
treasures on the earth, instead of in
heaven, as the Saviour exhorts them to do.
To his disciples he said, “Verily, I say
unto you that a rich man shall hardly enter
into the kingdom of God.” AndPaul thus
wrote: They that will be rich fall into
temptation and a snare, and into many
foolish and burtful lusts, which drown men
in destruction and perdition.” And
Solomon says, “The prosperity of fools
shall destroy them.’””  Alas, prosperous
worldly men stand in slippery places, and
there is great danger that their feet will
slide in due time, and that they will be
destroyed both body and soul in hell.—
American Messenger.

—_———

AN INFIDEL’S PRAYER.

The following incident has just been
related by a minister, whose veracity will
not be questioned by any one who knows
him. It occurred under his personal
observation, and hence it is not a story
manufactured to illustrate a point. He
has no objection to the use of his name,
nor would he hesitate to give the name of
the person who was most concerned. He
is ready also to furnish the precise date
and locality of an event in the history of a
young man, that speaks in thunder ‘tones

to those who deliberately make light of
God and of his Word.

This young man, just entering upon the
practice of medicine, had become a scoffing
infidel through the reading of Ingersoll’s
wretched books, and other vile preductions
of hell. He seized every opportunity to
pour forth a tide of shocking blasphemy
against Christ, and held up the Bible among
his companions to coarse and obscene
ridicule. At length he went so far in his
desperate wickedness that he uttered a wil-
ful lie, and perpetrated a monstrous fraud,
in order to express his contempt for
Christianity. He pretended to be convert-
ed, and asked permission in a meeting of
the Young Men’s Christian Association to
confess the Lord Jesus publicly by leading
in prayer,

Of course his request was gladly granted,
but, meanwhile, he had prepared a prayer
addressed to the Unknown God. It was filled
with horrible irreverence and thoughtfully-
planned insult of the Saviour. Spreading
the manuseript before him on a seat, he
kneeled down, and commenced to read
his ribaldry, when his voice was suddenly
hushed, and his body was heard to fall
upon the floor. The young men who
were present hastened to him, but found
that he was dead, and in unspeakable awe
they carried forth the corpse, the ghastly
pallor of the face und stony stare of the eyes
haunting them, as they bore all that was
left of the scoffer to his home.—The Truth.

Question Corner.—No. 23.

BIBLE QUESTIONS.

1. Which name, beginning with A, is that
of a good housekeeper who averted a great
peril from her cross husband, and made a
friend of an enemy ?

2. How many loaves of bread, clusters of
raisins, and cakes of figs did this matron
prepare as a giftatv a very short notice ?

3. Which name, beginning with H, is that
of a wise woman who was a prophetess?
Where was her home ?

4. Which king was only seven years old
when he began to reign? His mother’s
name began with Z, What is it?

5. Give the name of a royal lady begin-
ning with V. She was shamefully insulted
by her husband, a king. ~Give the name of
the beautiful maiden who succeeded her as
queen. It begins with E.

SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.

An exhortation we all should heed.

1. The place where Jesus wrought His
first miraclie.

2. The pric
child ministered.

3. The place where Paul came and abode
with the disciples.

4. The first king of Israel,

5. The iirst of the seven churches to which
Join wrote. '

6. Where Jonah sought to ilee from the
presence of the Loxrd.

7. He who hid a hundred prophets in a
cave.

8. He who was worshipped by a king.

9. Hein whose house the ark of God
rested.

10. Joseph’s youngest son.

11. The queen who refused to appear be-
fore the king at his command.

12. A symbolical name given to Christ by
the prophet Isaiah.

13. The place where the people attempted
to offer sacrifices to Paul, calling him Mer-
curius.

ANSWERS TO BIBLEQUESTIONSIN No 21.

st unto whom Samuel as a

1.. Jael, the wife of Heber the Kenite; and
Sisera, captain of the host of the king of Ca-
naan. Judges4. 1, 21.

2. Deborah. Judges4. 4. :

3. The ten tribes revolted because Rehoboam
refused to lighten their burdens. 2 Chron, 10.

1, 19.
4, Elishafesdiagthe hundred men with twenty
loaves and some ears of corn. 2 Kings 4. 42, 41.

SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.

. EAR-EYE.
1 E-ve v e e oe w00 G-
2. A-rm-y RSB  4 . Judgesix. 2,
8. R-om-e W e e e AOUS EVIH, 2.

CORRECT ANSWERS RECEIVED

Correct answers nave been sent by Qora May
Suow.
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_authority, but also with that of Giod himself, by

‘such sorrow—who hath it CONTENTIONS—

8

NOHTHERN MESSENGER,

(From Westminster Question Book.)
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LESSON X.
[Prov. 23 : 29-35.
DRUNKENNESS,

CoMMIT TO MEMORY V8. 20-32,

29. Who hath woe!? who hath sorrow? who
hath contentions? who hath babbling? who
hath wounds without cause? who hath redness
ofeyest

80. They that tarry long at the wine; they
that go to seek mixed wine.

3L Look not thou upon the wine when it is
red, when it giveth its color in the cup, when
it moveth itself aright.

32, At the last it biteth like a serpent, and
stingeth like an adder.

33, Thine eyes shall behold strange women,
and thine heart shall utter perverse things.

34, Yea, thou shalt be as he that lieth down
in the midst of the sea, or as he that lieth upon
the top of a mast.

85 They have stricken me, shalt thou say,
aud 1 was not sick: they have heaten me, and
[ felt it not: when shall 1 awake § 1 will seek
it yet again.

GOLDEN TEXT.
“ Be not among winebibbers.”"—Prov. 23:20,
HOME READINGS.

M. Prov. 23:29-35 .Drunkenness,
T, Prov. 23:12-23. .Be not among Wine-
bibbers
W. Dan. 1: 1-2i. VA ’11'30 t a l-Abstinence
0.
Th. Jer, 85:1-10... ...A T ot a l-Abstinence
Family.
F. Isa. 28:1.16..........The l)irunkards of Eph-
raim.
Sa. Isa:5:11-25...... ...Judgments Denounced.
8. Heb. 2% 12-20........ Waoe to the Drunkard-
Maker |
LESSON PLAN.
1. The Deceitfulness of the Cup. 2. The Curse
of the Cup.

Time.—About B.c. 1000. Place.—Written by
Solomon at Jerusalem.

INTRODUCTORY.

The part of the book of Proverbs from which
this lesson is taken begins with chapter 22: 17,
It is there entitled “The Words of the Wise,” as
if econtaining the utterances of many wise men.,
It was probably compiled from various sources
by Solomon, Itecomes Lo us notownly with bis

whom it was inspired. Our lesson passage is
just as important now as it was in the days of
Solomon. It shows us the deadly effects of
drunkennesg, and points out the only way to
avoid them.

LESSON NOTES.

1.—V. 20, WHO HATH WOE—a very vivid ple-
ture of the effects of drunkenness, but no pic-
ture can be as vivid as the reality ; such woe—

brawls and disputes, BABBLING—‘‘ anxious
care.” WOUNDS WITHOUT CAUSE—such ascome
from drunken brawls—often to brutal murder,
REDNESS OF EYES—the disgusting evidence of
excessive drinking. V. 80. MIXED WINE—
mixed with drugs and spices to make it
stronger. V. 8l, LOOK NoT—avoid the allure-
mentsof sin; ‘“touch not, taste not, handle not,”
do not even look at it. WHEN IT IS RED—its
very color, its sparkling transparenecy in tbe
cup, the relish with which it moveth itself
aright, or * goes down smoothly,” all tend to
excite the debasing appetite. For, whatever be
its present zest, at the last it biteth like a ser-
pent and stingeth like an adder. Did it bite
tirsi, who would touch it# If poison were seen
in the cup, who would taste it? Is the poison
less deadly because it is unseen? Is the cup less
dangerous because it is deceitful? The adder’s
sting is concealed, yet fatal. There is death in
the cup. If the strong language of Solomon
was true of the wines.of his time, how much
more applicable is it to the vile and poisonous
liquids that are measured out in the drinking-
saloons that abound in ourdays!

11.—V. 83. Drunkenness leads to impurity.
PERVERSE THINGs—fllthy, foolish utterances
that seem wit to the man turned into a brute.
V. 34, IN THE MIDST OF THE SEA—giddy and
reeling like a rolling vessel. UPON THE TOP OF
THE MAST—unconscious of danger. This infat.
uation is the most awful part of the curse.
V. 85, Even the senses seem 10 be stupefied.
Stricken and beaten he may be, but he thanks
his drunkenness that he feels it not, Therefore
the fool returns 1o his folly. 1 WILL SEEK IT
YET AGAIN—lost to shame and more seuseless
than the brute, he gives himself up to his de-
basing, destroying sin. Woe to the drunkard !
Drinking is like sliding down hill on a sled—
the farther you go the faster you go, and the
more difficult it is to stop. It burts the body,
the mind, the character, the reputation, the
comfort of life, the peace of society and the good
order of the world. It hardens men in wicked-
ness, and issues in misery both bere and here-
after. No drunkard shall inherit eternal life.
We lose nothing by total abstinence ; we avoid
danger for ourselves, and our example may be
the salvation of others. Let every oune who
studies this lesson solemnly pledge himselt
never to taste the intoxicating cup.

WHAT HAVE I LEARNED ?

'11. That drunkenness is a most fearful evil and
sin.

2. That there is danger in the use of intoxicat-
ing drinks. .

3. That we should abstain entirely from their
nse. 3 *

4. That we should do all we can to discourage
their use by others.

5. That we shouid discountenance their sale
as a beverage,

VANITY OF WORLDLY PLEASURE.
COMMIT To MEMORY V8. 10, 11.

1. I said in mine heart, Go tonow, I will prove
thee with mirth ; therefore enjoy pleasure: and
behold, this also is vanity.

2. I said of laughter, It is mad; and of mirth,
What doeth it

3. T sought in mine heart to give myself unto
wine, yet acquainting mine heart with wisdom ;
and to lay hold on folly, till T might see what
was that good for the sons of men, which they
sl;ould do under the heaven all the days of their
life.

4.1 made me great works: I builded me
houses; 1 planted me vineyards;

5 1 made me gardens zud orchards, and I
planted trees in them of all kinds of fruits:

6. 1 made me pools of water, to water there-
with tue wood that bringeth forth trees;

7. 1 got me servants and maidens, and had
servants born in my house; also I had great
possessions of great and small cattle above
all that were in Jerusalem before me;

8. 1 gathered me also silver and gold, and the
peculiar treasure of kings, and of the provinces;
I gat me men-singers and women-singers, and
the delights of the sons of men, as musical in-
struments, and that of all sorts.

9. So I was great and increased more than all
that were before me in Jerusalem; also my
wisdom remained with me.

10. And whatsoever mine eyes desired 1 kept
not fiom them, I withheld not my heart from
any joy: for my heart rejoiced in all my labor:
and this was my portion of all my labor.

11. Then I looked on all the works that my
hands had wrought, and on the labor that I had
labored to do; and bebold, all was vanity and
vexation of spirit, and there was no profit
under the sun.

12. And [ turned myself to behold wisdom,
and madness, and folly : for what ean the man
do that cometh after the king? even that which
hath been already done.

13. Then I saw that wisdom excelleth folly, as
far as light excelleth dackness.

GOLDEN TEXT.

“ Wisdom excelleth folly, as far as light ex-
celleth darkness.”—Eccles. 2:13,

HOME READINGS.
M. Eccles. 1: l-ls.......WO’rI‘ldlyd Wisdom

'ested.
T. Eccles.2:1-1..... ..Worldly Pleasures

Tested.

W. Eccles. 2:12-26..... Human Wisdom aund
Labor Vain.

Th, Eccles, 8: 112, 0000 Wha;, ’ls Man the Bet-
ter?

F. Luke12: 18-2l......The Rich Fool.
Sa. Luke 16:19-31 .....Worldly and Heavenly
Portions Contrast-

ed.
Eccles. 12: 1-14.....The Conclusion of the
Whole Matter.

LESSON PLAN.

1. The World’s Pleasures Tested. 2. The Re-
sult of the Test.

Time.—About B.o. 977." Place. — Written &t
Jerusalem by Solomon, after his repentance
and restoration from idolatry.

INTRODUCTORY.

Thwe book of Eeclesiastes was probably writ.
ten by Solomon near the close of his life, when
he had repented of his sin and folly, and was
convinced of the vanity of everything except
piety toward God. The word * Koclesiastes”
means preacher, and by this name the author
is designated throughout the book. Our lesson
passage gives us the confession of one who had
tried worldly pleasures and found them want-
ing. :

8.

LESSON NOTES.

L—V. 1. I WILL PROVE THEE — will test
whether thou canst find solid good in pleasure.
MIRTH—the self-induigence that excites mirth;
gay, merry society. V. % MAD—puis men be-
side themselves, out of theirown control. V. 3.
UNTO WINE—the pleasures of the table, rich
feasting and abundant drinking. ACQUAINT-
ING—not abandoning himself to indulgence,
but carefully observing its effects upon him—a
dangerous experiment to which he became 2
vietim. V. 4. GREAT WORKS—{rom the lusts
of the flesh he now passes to the lust of the eye
and that pride of 1 {e woich seeks and delights
in outward splendor. HORsSES—see 1 ings
7:1-12. (GARDENS AND ORCHARDS—parks of
beautiful trees, with fruit trees. V. 6. POOLS
OF WATER—the remains of these pools or reser-
voirs are still seen a few miles south-west from
Jerusalem. V. 7. Gor—brought or procured.
BORN IN MY HOUSE—these from their natural

faith fulness wer{a,, on this account, esteemed Of

special value. . 8. SILVER AND GOLD—S€e
the account of Solomon’s riches in 1 Kings
10: 14-29. PECULIAR TREASURE—rare and curi-
ous things highly esteemed. V. 10. WHATSO-
EVER MINE EYES DESIRED—he had no wish un-
gratified,

1I.—V. 11. THEN I TO0K—he took a careful
survey of the whole, and found vhat all be had
gained was not worth the lapor, NoO PROFIT—
ho permanent, satisfying portion. Life with
its
end—without another life,
THE MAN Do—or other man could
have the power to
as he had. V. 13, WISDOM EXCELLETH FOLLY
—worldly wisdom,
is here meant. i
light exceeds darkuness.
the solid, permanent good that man craves.
All worldly things are unsatisfying.
dom that is from above, the hope of
life beyond the grave, is the only satisfylng

good.
WHAT HAVE I LEARNED?

V. 12. WHAT CAN
possibly

t exceeds folly as much as

1. That sensual pleasures are unsatisfying

and debasing.

9, That wealth and luxury cannot afford real

enjoyment,

8, That worldly honors can give no enduring

Joy.

ighest joys is profitless without a higher

make the trial of these things
not heavenly or true piety,
But it does not yield

The Wis-
a blessed

3 4. That worldly wisdom and learning yield CLUB RATES.
SCHOLARS’ NOT ES e ., | but temporary satisfaction. . 1 2 : “M ”
Dec. 14, 1884.1 [Eccles. 2: 1-13. 5. That we should set our affection on things Tae Crus RaTes for the ESSENGER,

above, not on things on the earth. Col, 3: 2
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THE TEACHER IN HIS CLASS.

In every lesson, as far as possible, stick to
one point. Do not attempt to cram the
mind of your pupil with too much. Say to
yourself, “Such and such is the point in my
lesson, let all the rest of my teaching revolve
around that.” One point fixed on the
mind is better than twenty “in at one ear
and out at the other.”

Be simple. »*Do not shoot over the head
off your scholar. Little Johnunie was very
anxious to go to Aunt Susan’s. When his
mother inquired why he was so very anx-
ious to go there, he replied, “ Because aunt
Susan always puts the ginger-snaps o the
lowest shelf.”  If the teacher in a Sunday-
school class talks of “protoplasm,” “antipo-
des,” “the sun culminating at noon,” and like
things, there will be little or no interest, but
if he puts * the ginger-snaps on the lowest
shelf,” he will not fail to hold the attention
of the little ones. iE

Do not preach. Here iz a t'em.pta,tlon,
especially if the love of God is in your
heart. But there is a time for eve?ythmg,
and in teaching children, bear in mind that
they will remember long what they tell you
but will soon forget what you tell them. This
is the difference between a good teacher and
a poor one. A good teacher will draw out
the observationsand reflections of the schol-
ar, and so make him remember ; a poor
teacher gives him a lot of information,
which is no sooner heard than forgotten, be-
cause the child has not been worked, and
takes no partin the lesson. :

Don’t neglect the dull children, There is
such a temptation to push forward the
clever ones and neglect the rest, but it is the
second half of a class which is the test of a
good teacher. It is easy enongh to teach a
child who is anxious to” learn, but. the dull
and stupid ones surely want most care.

For their benefit be graphic. You are
teaching the parable of “ the sower.” Pic-
ture out the crowds, the lake, the hills
around, the boat, throw life and reality into
the scene. An able writer, describing this,
makeslittle boys trying to spell Peter’s name
backwards an the stern of the boat. Or
your lesson ig on Simeon detained by J oseﬁh
as a prisoner. Picture the feelings of the
wives watching the return of their husbands
from a distance, and seeing one short—their
agony of suspemse to know which it was. A
young teacher once described Peter praying
on the house top—the flat roof, the sea-
beach below him, the sun shining on the
waves, etc.,—to a class of big manufacturing
“Brummagem” boys, and the next Sunday
the lesson had hardly begun, before one be-
gan, and the whole number chimed in : o3l )
teacher, please tell us again about Peter,
and the waves, and the roof—it was so
nice !1”’—Selected.
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