Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original copy
available for scanning. Features of this copy which may be
bibliographically unique, which may alter any of the images
in the reproduction, or which may significantly change the
usual method of scanning are checked below.

Coloured covers /
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /
Couverture endommageée

Covers restored and/or laminated /
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing /
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps /
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black) /
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material /
Relié avec d'autres documents

Only edition available /
Seule édition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin / La reliure serrée peut
causer de ombre ou de la distorsion le long de la
marge intérieure.

Additional comments /
Commentaires supplémentaires:

L'Institut a numérisé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il lui a éte
possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet exemplaire qui
sont peut-étre uniques du point de vue bibliographique, qui
peuvent modifier une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent
exiger une modification dans la méthode normale de
numeérisation sont indiqués ci-dessous.

Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

Pages damaged / Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated /
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/

Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached / Pages détachées

/ Showthrough / Transparence

\/ Quality of print varies /
Qualité inégale de I'impression

Includes supplementary materials /
Comprend du matériel supplémentaire

Blank leaves added during restorations may

appear within the text. Whenever possible, these
have been omitted from scanning / Il se peut que
certaines pages blanches ajoutées lors d'une
restauration apparaissent dans le texte, mais,
lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont pas
été numeérisées.



'MONTREAL 'AND NEW YORK, AUGUST 20, 1897. .

30 Ctn. Per An, Post-Pald.

=

A Chmese Court of J ustlce. “

. In thexr legal affairs, as
" the Chmese are pecuhar. ' Undér the patri-
. drehal ideas ‘which lie.at the basis of the

Chmese system of government much larger
powers are given to the judge of the court

than is common with us. His power is in.

“fact- a]most despotlc, and limited only by the
customary practices of .Chinese courts, Hoe
can ‘show ‘great mercy or he can exercise
- great seventy, he can dispense justice or
‘ho_can take bribes from the most wealthy

- party, and give the -most unjust decls;ons,

" without being called.in question, unless his
conduct should be too flagrant or his contri-
" butions to the support of the higher authori-
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in other matters, -

manded to prison for a month or more, and

another set of interrogatories is framed, in-
geniously bearing upon the  questions and
‘answers at the previous session of the court.
Again the questions are asked; again the

prisoner is remanded to jail, and sometimes .
a third series of questions- is framed and

asked. . It is only the most adroit minds
and most retentive memories which can pass
a series of three sets of questions, purposely
framed to interlace and interlock with each
other, with clearness and success, _This me-

-thod is undoubtedly ingeniously contrived to

elicit the truth, and to enable the judge to
give a just judgment. It is also well cal-
culated to wear cut the spirits and patience
of the contesting parties, and to bring a

Tom-=All=Alones.

Lady Henry Somerset and a Quaker com-
panion from England called one night at a
police station in New -York, and asked if-
they could inspect the lodging rooms.

- An officer led them to two undcrground
rooms

There they sa.w rows oﬁ pme Dboards lit-
tered ‘with bundles of rags. -The’ boards
were beds; the bundles were degraded human
beings who had asked for a night’s sheiter,
and would return to the streets in the morn-
ing. = The walls were black with grime,
The ajr was foul, The ladies turned away
with a shudder. -

‘Can any one out of work sleep thera for
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ties too limited. The cut which we give of
Chinose court of justice: is representative,
" The judge is tte only one who ig seated.
¢hind: hxm and on either side ‘stand the of-
G of the court..: The two kneeling. figurés
ithe criminal and the accuser; both alike
‘how the greatest hum:lity in the pr&ence'
f the judge, and in cases where specially

tra.te themselves 'upon the. floor. Witnesses’
.give their testxmony in the same position.

tories by the Judge. In fra.ming these the:
. Chmese show great ingenuxty In 1mportant
* cases it is customary to have a long string’
- of questwns all written out - These. are ask-
ed the’ culprit a,nd hig’ que.-.tlons are all taken
‘own by the ‘secretaries. . He is then Te-

favorable oonsxdera.tiou is dtmred ‘they pros- .

-pelled to do evil;

A CHINESE COURT OF JUSTICE.-

‘pressure upon them to offer bribes to the
Judge for a speedy termination .of the suit.

With all the resources of family connections

and. personal supervision, which are custo-
mary'in Chinése social matters, the Chinese

_judges undoubtedly have exce]]ent means -of

adminiaterinv aﬂa.xrs with justice and’ equity,

it they are so mclmed ‘but the lack of rigid

responsxbﬂity allows the great corruption,
which,- ‘according to all accounts, is far too

' common in the courts of justice in Chmm—
- The proceedmv's of. a Chinese court are-.
usua.lly in the form- of pcrsonal interroga-

'Baptxst Missions Magazme.

If.'t_hou‘ wouldst * conquer thy weaknesd,
thou must never gratify it. No man is com-
‘his consent only makes
it his. It is no sin to be temnted, but to be
overcome.~— Temperance Truths.’

- That was his home.

one night and ever regain self-respect”'

The officer - replied, ‘Yes, it is possible

" Then he told them the story of a New York
‘ Tom-all-Alones.’

It 'was a bleak corner of .the- water-front

" Poor Jo liked it because it was a quiet’ pla.ce
where he- could; lo0k at the water and drcam
of his English home. o

One stormy night in 1870, when he had
~been in America six months, he was on the

verge of drowning himself there,

He had been out of work for a fortnight.
-<He-had spent his last
penny and was hungry -His only compan-
ion was a small wharf-dog whom - from
sheer loneliness-he ha.d befriended. - The -
rain was falling. He. was cold .and wretohed.

life seemed more than he could bear.

Around his neck thcrc was a ribhon wlth
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2 Mitle gold locket. It had been his mo- fused. Dr. Blodget succeeded in having the

ther’s. He kissed it, and resolved to make
one more effort to live, Then he went to
the police station and begged a night’s lodg-
ing.»* With the dog beside him he slept on
_one of those. pine boards which-the ladies
had seer. When he awoke in the morning
the -locket was 'missing.. A fellow tramp
had-robbed him. - .

: Poor Jo complained at the desk of the lo
of his only.treasure. The sergeant ordered
“him to. be kicked out of the station house,

The boy’s only {riend, the wharf-dog, bark-
 ed furiously. .. An officer struck. the cur with
his club and killed it.on the station steps.
.-That was Jo’s only night as a station
lodger. In the day that followed he found
work and earned aun honest living,  Was
he still alive? Yes, and a police officer
with a good record.. Perhaps he was too
soft-hearted an officer. He never spoke
angrily to street boys. Nothing could in-
duce him to strike a dog. .

One detail the officer did not mention. He
had told his own story. But the visitors
pasily guessed it. What they said was
this :— - .

‘So true is it that there is mno level of
degradation so low that a brave heart can-
not rise above it, if it will only take courage.’
—' Youth’s Companion,’

¢

The First Convert in Peking.
(By the Rev. Wm. S. Ament, of Peking.)

In the cld book, now faded and discolored,

containing the records of the South Church, .

Peking, there is this first entry: ‘Jung Lin,
Embroidered- Yellow Barnerman, age 40
years, baptized second year of the Emperor
Tung Chih, second -moon, fourth day.” That
would be in our calendar, March -6, 1865, and.
is worthy of more than a passing notice. '.
There are not many Christians of thirty
years’ standing in North China, Of the next
twenty-six names baptized after FHelper

Jung, during five years and a half, but one .

man can now be found in active member-
ship. Of those received during the next five
years, to 1875, only threo names can nosw be
found: Thus Helper Jung practically 1e-
mained the only survivor of the first gene-
ration of Christians in Peking.

" In a room now used as a study Dr. Blod-
get preached his first sermons in Pekii;g,

' . ‘By cutting a door through a rear wall this

room was brought into connection with
‘Broad Pcace Lane,’ just in the rear of the
mission premises. Here the Rev.W. C. Burns
was of great assistance in ‘the work of
preaching. -The férvid words and earnest
manner of these consecrated gospel preach-
ers won the attention of Jung Lin, who was
at that time a peddier of needies and thread.
Though Jung was a man of some rank

among the Manchus, like most of them, his_

family had fallen into poverty and neglect,
Unlike other Manchus, however, he did not
consent to loaf about and barely exist on
his small stipend from the government, but
resolutely set to work to inerease his income
by selling foreign needles and thread. While
engaged in this business he passed by the
door of the little preaching room, and went
in along with others, to hear the new doc~
trines. Mr. Burns may have come a littlo
nearer to him, owing to his wearing Chinese
clothes; at any rate, Jung ranged himself on
the side of Christ, and never tocok a back-
ward step.

- His did not seem to be a halfway conver-
sion. Very severe and continued persecu-
tion broke out against him. o was falsely
acctised to his superiors of following ‘forcign
levils,’ and his monthly allowance was re-

THE MESSENGER.

money restored, and .so well contested the
point that to the. present day, I think, no
Manchu Christian has been hampered in that
way. After he scemed established. in. his
Christian experience, Mr. Jung, being a.mau
of some education, was asked to assist in
the regular work of preaching.” 'This he
'cons_é‘nj:ed to do,‘o'nly desiring to receive as
compensation the sim he received in his
small trade. Thus his pay for twenty-five
years has averaged about $4, gold, per
month. Soon after a chapel was opened cn
the great stregt in front of the mission pre-
mises, and there Jung was installed as the
Qaily preacher. Here he oficiated daily ex-
cept that Sundays were reserved for his per- |

| {PREACHER JUNG LiM.

oLt lELLU LT oD Ll more  moral: hérofs
sonal affairs; for-a quarter .of a century; ¢

seldom missing a day, and. usually préach-
.ing from two.to three -hours. He spoke-
pure idiomatic Chinese, and the .peoplé were
Dleased to listen. . He was never fervid in
manner nor deep in matter, but he could
present the simple, elementary truths of the
gospel in an interesting way. ’
It would be difficult to estimate how many
times he has preached on the great names
and ovents of the bible, from Genesis to Re-
velation, He yielded the floor to no one,
and could not listen contentedly to any one
else in the front chapel. He could easily -
hold a full house for several hours, and soon
became the best-known preacher in Peking,
and continued so to the end. Street chapel
work was his specialty, as.he was not ac-
ceptable in his Sabbath ministrations, being
confined in manner and method to preaching
to outside people. He, without doubt,

preaghed to more people than any other man .

who ever lived in Peking, . .Up to 1823 he
had been a drinker of Chinese samshy,
“sometimes so as to be muddled thereby; but
in the spring of that year, during a series
of revival meelings, he was led to break off
this habit, and was never known to touch
it after that. . :
Helper Jung was no flatterer of foreigners.
To his dying day he would not touch forecign.
medicine, and had little admiration f{or for-
eign inventions and devices, Christianity
.never opencd his mind to the value of rail-
ways or steamships., He would not wear as
comfortable clothes as he might have done,
for fear people would accuse him of. enrich-
ing himself with foreigsn money. One for-
eign custom he aliowed himself to adopt, and
that was hand-shaking. ' ‘He'had an irascible
temper, as his picture would seem to indi-
cate, Though he did not have the ability to
sce things from another’s point.of view, no
one was more ready than he to confess an

.in safety.

efror when convinced that he was in the
wrong. - He did not draw friends to him,
and he had a sense of loneliness, especially

towards the last. But his faith in the gos-

pel was never shaken, and he was faithful in
his duties so long as he could walk. His

iwo hours were reduced to twenty minutes,

‘¥et still he persisted in his testimony. I

well recall his leading a pra.yer-meéting with.
the text, I Cor., iv., 2, ‘Moreover, it is res—r—

quired in stewards, that a. man be found
faithful.’
tian life. He was faithful to his trust.  'If
his preaching did not result in ‘drawing
many into the church, it at least kept bad
people out. | o :

He" had made ‘all preparations for his last

days, so that he would be a burden to.no
" one.

His coffin was bought years .ago. It
was an unusually good one. Burial expenses
were deposited in an undertaker’s. hands
long a2go, and the ticket kept where his
friends could. easily find it. Nothing was
forgotten. In July of 1895 he was seized
with dysentery and knew that the end was
approaching. He did not care for.any one
to pray with him, as he had done his own
praying long before, and he had heard .the

‘word of forgiveness. ~He had nothing to

leave behind at the last moment but his bible
and a pair of thick winter shoes. These he
bequeathed to Li Pen Yuan, a young stu-
dent from Tung-cho, who was to be Jung’s
successor. He was kind to the o0ld man, and
Jung loved bim as a son. The young man
preserves the book as a treasure, and we
trust he will carry.on the apsstolic succes-
sion.’ R oL
Cnle could wish that the best known'Chris-

tian in Peking had been a man.of-broad pat-

- tern, broad and generous in his-sympathies,
:* capable of ~ leading’’and’ Dbuilding up the
dh{qulfj ‘but perhaps’the .Fathe

been more richly eidowed by natd
sionary ‘Herald.’ . g

Canned Bibles.
‘Where do all the old .tin cans g0.to ? an

exchange asks: The news;i_aper jokers
would have us beliove that the goats eat the

greater part of them, and the rest are used °

to decorate the tails of homeless cats and
dogs. In reality a good many of them go
to Germany and France, to be rolled flat
and cut up into a great variety of toys and
Christmas-tree ornaments. In the far East
the poor people find many odd uses for the
empty tins, from drinking cups to shingles.

A certain sized cracker can, kKnown:in
England as a ‘two-pound biscuit tin,” is
especially prized by the natives of tropical
Africa, where ‘moths and rust,’ or rather,
ants and'mildew, corrupt things very rapid-
ly. ‘The people of Uganda use these tins to
preserve the books given to them by mis-

-sionaries from the attack of inscets. In this

manner many a bible has been carried about
Taking note of this, the British
and Foreign Bible Society has made its
latest version in the Luganda language of a

shape to fit a biscuit tin, and bhas issued two™ -
other books, a prayer-book and a volume ot

‘Helps to the Study of the Bible.’ in the same
menner. No less .than a thousand copies
of the new Luganda bible have been printed,
and will be-in the hands. of the natives
early in the year.—' Wellspring.’

—_————————

Why turn each cool gray shadow
Into a world of fears ?

‘Why say the winds are wailing ?
Why call the dewdrops tears ?
o —Adelaide A. Procter.

.That is the keynote of his Chris- -

e
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A l‘lodem Jack the Grant
Klller

' 'A boy ‘was sitting by a cottage ﬁre gazing :

4~lntent1y into it. Hls name was Jack Sy-

“tales, He had- been reading ‘Jack the

’ Gia.nt-Klller, and was stirred - ‘by it, as
. what boy is not, and girl too, for the matter.
of that. -

‘Oh, mother he said, 'I wish I could ﬁght
a gla.nt ag Jack did. But of cGurse 1t’s only
& story-and never happened.’

‘Ah! my son,’ said Mrs. Symonds, ‘there
have been giants, and they have been fought
and conquered, thank God; but they are not
all dead yet. I fear there is a very great
and powerful giant living in. our village.’

Jack was puzzled ‘What dld his mother
mean?

‘He has several castles; one rears its head

’ proudly in our village street. I fear much
that Mark Somers w111 soon be in the giant’s
clutches.’

‘Oh! mother,’

said Jack, with some disap-

wBOYS AN

" idea came into his head.
-ing, ain’t he?

'Dlmcu!f. fo get out o! the giant's clutches,
Jack said to himself.
. “What can be done? said Mrs. Symonds
Jack wondered. Suddenly a thought
He would see if he could not
_True, it scemed almost a

struck him.
fight this giant.

“hopeless task, but so was that of Jack the

Giant-Killer. He was still thinking about it

.when Mrs.. Somers continued, sobbing, ‘I
- wish my Mark was more like your boy; he

was nice enough before he took to these bad
ways.”

‘Yes,’ sa1d Jack, -‘he 1s real Jolly I used
to like playing with him.” He stopped. An
‘He'’s fond of read-

‘Yes, very,” said Mrs. Somers.

‘T've a nice book here, all about giants and
adventures. Perhaps Marlk would like to ses
it.’.

‘Im most sure he would, if you could
spare it. I'd be glad of anything to keep
him at home a bit.’

‘Oh, yes, he can have it’ sa.ld Jack, and

’handed har the bools.

TEIS IS THE WAY JACK SYMONDS BECAME JACK THE GIANT-KILLER.

his castle, I suppose is the public-house.’

Just so, my son.’

Jack was. silent, he was thmkmv His
mother said noc more, but went ahout her
work. N

‘I don’t see what to do,’ said Jack, after
.some time.

‘Be brave, and keep your eyes open; you
will scon find a chance of fighting him.’

Jack was lost in thought, . He went over
the story of Jack the Giant-Kiiler, and pic-
tured it all in the burning coals—the castles,
the giants, and {heir poor victims, .

Just then a low knock was hea.rd at the.

door. Jack opened- it. A woman stood
there, pale and-trembling,

‘Come in, said Mrs. Symonds in her
cheery way, ‘Why, what’s the matter?" .
* The poor woman, whose name was Mrs.

Somers, dropped on a chair and burst into

. tears.

‘Oh! dear,” she cried, ‘“what shall I do? My
Mark is taking to bad ways and going to

the public-house, and now he has come home

drunk.’ .
“‘Poor thing, I am sorry for you,’ she said
at length; ‘perhaps he will mend, he is
.young yet.! : '

‘You mean the giant drink, and-

© and great,

Jack was very quiet after she had gone
for the rest of the evening. When he said
good-bye. to his mother there was a new
light in his eyes.

A week passed. Jack thought much of his .

new resolve. He saw his mother's words
were true; drink was indeed a giant, terrible
How to fight him was the poeint,
for -Jack was determined that fight him he

‘would. One day he met Mark.

‘Hallo! Thanks for yeur book; I think
it’s prime fun.
low though, to fight the giants as he did?
I've most finished. Are you in a hurry for
it?

‘Oh, no,’ saul Jack, ‘keep it as long as you
like.’

A few evenings after Mark appeared at

Mrs. Symonds’s with the book -in his hand. -

He was kindly welcomed. How bright
everything looked ! Different from their
home, he thought. .

Mrs. Symonds bade him be seated, adding
that \Jack- was, out, but he would soon’ be
back. Presently he came in. Together they
looked at the book, and taliced over the vari-
ous heroes and théir marvellous adventures.

~When they had finished, they were surprised

- 0’clock came round all too soon.

Ain’t that Jack a plucky fel-.

to see how la.te it was. Mrs. Symonds hai
begun to lay the supper.

- Mark said he must: go.

‘Oh, you must stay to supper, with Jack,’
she said; ‘it isn't often he has a friend in.’

Mark hesiiated. . It certainly looked in-
vmng—hot roast potatoes -and sausages did
not -ceme in one's way every day, o when
Jack .added his entreaties, he agreed to Te-
main. They bad a merry time, to be sure,
After supper they had games, - and ten
‘When
Mark went home, his mother looked up as-he
entered, and was glad to see by his face that
he was all right.

‘I have been to Jack Symonds's, mother,
and have had supper, =0 good-night,’ and
Mark went whistling to bed.’

‘Well,’ said Mrs. Somers to herself, ‘I Le
fine and glad; it was good of ’em.’

The next day Jack called to ask him if he
would come in again that evening. "Mark
was in a dilemma, for he had promised to-
meet some of his old companions outside the
‘Blue Boar,’ down the street,

‘Well, I don’t mind if I do come in for a
spel], it was rare fun. - Tell Jim Sykes, mo-
ther, if he comes, that Il meet him later
on.’

So they went oﬁ:‘together. - Jack exer'ted

-all his powers that evening; the spelling

game lasted a long time. Then they had an-
other, and Mrs. Symonds joined in., When
Mark looked up at the clock it was long af-
ter nine—too late to go anywhere; besides a
tempting roast apple lay just beside him.

.~ Bvery evening now found Mark at the Sy-
monds’s. The boys began to chaff him, and
say, ‘they wouldn’t go to be lectured by ‘VIrs i
Symonds, not they.”

‘Why, she doesn’t lecture,’ said ’VIar’c
play games and have awful fun.’

‘I wish I could go, tco,’ said a lean, hun-
gry-lookng boy, who had a miserable hcwe,
His father and mother were v1ctims of the .
giant. :

- A theought struck Mark, ‘Mrs. Symonds,’.
he said that night, ‘I'm going to ask you
something; please don’t think me rude!
There’s Jim Sykes. You know what dread-
ful folks his people be. He would so like to
come here. I've told him what nice times
we have.’ )

‘I should be pleased to see him,’ said Mrs,
Symonds. ‘Bring him by all means.’

Mark ran off and returned with Jim. He
wag shy at first, but soon began to feel at
home. After that he came often with Mark.

‘Well,” Mrs. Symonds said one evening, ‘I
really think we had better form ourseives
into a little club; the only condition must be
that we all have nothing to do with the
drink.’ .

Then Jack explained to them about Jack
the Giant-Killer, and how he wanted to be
one, too

‘I see,” said Mark, ‘T'll join you,

‘And I, chimed in Jim. :

‘God bless you all, my children,’ gaid
Jack’s mother. ‘I think the giant’s castle
will sdon fall now.’

Zo the Boys’ Temperance Club began, It
became so popular that Mrs. Symonds’s
front room-was crowded out, and many ap-
plicants had to be refused.

A gent]qman who heard of Jack and his
mother's noble effort against the giant drink,
came forward and offered a larger room.

The temperance cause, which had bheen
sadly languishing, revived, and the meetings
which were started were well kept up.

The little band worked an bravely, cach

‘We
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" one stnving to do something. Many ot the-

victims of the giant were recovered

The storming of the castle went on vigor-
ously, and it soon began to show signs of
giving way. One morning the ‘Blue Boar’
was left empty, and a notice ‘To Let,’ was up
in the window.  The gentleman who had
given them their room bought the property,
and handed it over to the Boys’ Temperance
Club. }

Now, indeed, was Jack’s dream moré than
realized, as he proudly entered the public-
house—he was actually in the giant’s castle.
Every arrangement was made for a com-
plete boys’ home, and Mrs. Symonds-and’
Jack were to live there and take charge of it.

PAUL JEWITT.

Qur Sweet Péas.

Mamma had becn out calling all the after-
noon. The last visil was paid to a charming
woman, right royally endowed with the gift
-of pocsy, as all who possess a volume of her
lyrics, or read them in. the passing papers,
will gladly afiirm.

Just as mamma was coming away she
caught a glimpse of a vista of pink, and
white, ard purple sweet peas, which bordered
the garden walk. .

‘ By what magic,’ she exclaimed, ‘do you
succeed so wonderfully in the culture of
sweet peas 7

‘ They always grow and blossom for me. I
helieve they know how I love them,” fondly
answered the lady, whom we will call Mrs.
Smith.

Then she went down the walk and picked
a lovely bunch of them for mamma. So it
came_ about that we had a pink and white
bouguet on the tea-table that night, which
filled the room with damty fragrance. Now
for many years we had always pla.nted sweet
peas, and yet scarcely a blossom had ever
rewarded our labor.

We planted them in a different garden-spot
~ every year, putting the seeds just so many
inches below the ground surface. We ‘bushed’
or strung them as soon as they peeped
through the earth, and watercd them Coplouia-
1y or left them to dry.

Do any wonder at these contradictory sys-
tems ? Between floral guides and horticul-
tural acquaintances we received so much ad-
vice that we had an opportunity to experi-
ment on the value of a great many, theories,

and the result had, mvana.bly, been scarcely_

a blossom.

(At tea, that night, we discussed .again the
old question, Why would not these dainty
flowers spring into beauty for us ? but, as
usual, it was left unanswered. And Mrs.
Smith’s swcet peas grew paler, and finally
faded away, leaving only sweet memories of
the giver. Fall and winter passed, each day
full of duties and pleasures, and one after-
noon when spring was beginning to wake
from her long lethargy, and the buds were
swelling in the crocus beds, mamma looked
out on the world of mud and water, and ex-

- claimed, decidedly, ‘I shall cultivate sweet
peas once mora.’

‘ Has somchody given you a new theory ¥

. we asked, laughingly.

‘No,” she answered ; ‘I have an idea, and
I believe it will prove to be a good one.’

TFinding it impossible to extract her secret,
we gave up attempting to satisfy our curiosi-
ty, and trusted to the future for revelations.
A few 'days later she came in from a walk
with a gencrous seed package, labelled,
‘Sweet Peas’ ina Chlld S round studied chilo-
graphy.

‘The germ of future blossoms,’ she said,
passing the paper about for inspection. ‘And
then she told us that she had gone to Mrs.

Smith for seed and advice, and found . that
lady’s little da.ughter, A.my, putiing up pack-
ages of seeds, all the proceeds of which were
for her mission jug, because she ° Wn:ﬂted to
earn tho money herself.

This time, the sweet peas wereo planted in
a new spot—a damp rieh corner of the vego-
table garden—a .part of the family posses-
sions we @id not visit, although mamma was
frequently seen strolling in that direction.

‘Have the sweet peas started ?* at first, we
asked ; later, the query changed to ‘ Are they
nudded 7’

To the latter questlou we recelved no reply
but dignified sxlence, and comncluded that, as
usual, ‘her bopes were blighted. What was
our amazement one warm summer evening to

. find a dainty bunch of pink, and white, and

purple on the tea-table,
¢ Amy’s sweet-peas !’ said mamma, trium-
phantly,

Figuratively speaking, the housechold wel-
kin rang lonz with applause, which the suc-
cessful cultivator gracefully acknowledged,
From that day every room had its fragrant
bouguet, and the neighbors received many a
bunch of the lovely blossoms. A sweet-
souled invalid was so fond of her portion,
that as she was moved from ]oung'e to ham-
mock, the vase of pink and white fragrance
followed, perforce. One boy who asked how
he could earn money for his jug, was delight-
cd when we told him he could have five
bunches to sell.

In a most ingenious manner he converted

a large paste-board box into a basket, lining

it with tin-foil ; and soon found regular cus-
tomers in offices and store, who gladly pur-
ciiased his tep-cent bouqiets. At the end of
the season he had eight dolla.rs as the result
of his labor.

Mamma stoutly affirms (and who will gain-
gay it 9) that her. success was due to the
fact ‘that her vines sprang from missionary
sced. Cannot some other ‘ Amy’ sell pack-
ages of flower-seod fcr the missionaries 7
Perhaps even a richer blessing would follow.
—Fannie Bell Pettog, in * Life and Light.’

The Spectacles Peddler.

‘No, I don't wish for anything,’ I said in
roply to the question of an old man who
called at my door on New Year’'s eve. Hav-
ing been imposed on many times; having
bought hottles of cement which was no bet-
ter than so much water, and of furniture pol-
ish which was worse, and .numerous other
articles which were of no earthly use; at last.
I had made up my mind to have nothing to
de with peddlers or agents of any kind, But
a second glance convinced me that my pres-
ent caller was no ordinary person, His long
white beard gave him a venerable aspect.
His eyes were deep-set and luminous. His
expression was that of a man who had tast-

ed life’s joys and sorrows, and had extracted .

sweetness from both. I was 80 impressed
by his appearance that it didn't occur to me
that it was a singular time for a peddier to
call; and notwithstanding the fact that I
was alone in the house, John and the chil-
dren having gone to a New Year’s entertain-
ment for the Sunday-school, I felt no hesi-
tation about admitting this stranger. He
fastened a searching but sympathetic gaze
upon me, as I resumed my easy chair before
the fire.

‘You are somewhat near-sighted, madam,
I perceive,” he said, at last, drawing from a
small bag a pair of siiver-bowed snectacles.

‘You were never more mistaken,” I replied.
‘ My eyesight is perfectly good.
read this fine-print newspaper by lamplight.’

‘ Nevertheless,” responded the old man in
a manner g0 geatle and courteous it was im-

I can casily:

possible to be vexed, ‘most of us have a
somewhat defective vision, and consequently
got on.ly a pa.rtla,l and 1mper£ect view. Now
theso glasses will enable you to see, not only
the side nearest to you, but the other slde
as well. If you will kindly test them, I am
gure you will find their use a great a.dvan-
tage. Please call to mmd some event of
the past year that disturbed or annoyed you, .
Do not select anything of too sericus a’ na-
ture as this is your first trial, and your eyes
not being accustomed. to the use of these, on
indeed, as you say, of any lenses, the effect
might be merely to produce a blur.’

I took the offered glasses, and the old man
tfurned away, as if to give me opportunity to:
reflect,  and "became apparently absorbed.in’
contemplating the fire upon the hearth.

It was not difficult to recall vexations and
trials. Indeed, I had been engaged in that
very common but profitable occupation when
interrupted by the old man’s knock., As I
found myself growing hot over the thought
of the meanness of my neighbor in setting
his dog upon my pet cat; poor Toddles' 1
adjusted the spectacles to my ncse. "Much
to my surprise I now beheld Toddles in the
act of dissecting one of my neighbor’s chick-
ens, ‘He was not without some shadow

of an excuse, then,” I thought, as I looked

upon the irascible old gentlema.n'himself,' at
that moment sitting alone in his great house,
fooking quite feeble and forlorn. IHe was )
evidently failing in mind and body, and yet
ho was without wife or child to care for ‘him
in his declining years. My indlgnatlon soft-

-ened into sympathy.

‘Poor old man,’ I murmured, ‘I ,think .I
will-invite him to dine with us to-moxrow.
He must be o lonely with only hu‘ed help in
the house. - ,

‘Excuse me, madam, did you spea.k to mo'?'
mquncd the spectacles peddler

‘Oh, no, only to someone I saw through the
glasses,” I replied ; and he. a.gam gazed at the
fire in silence.

My mind reverted to the time last spring
when in the midst of house-cleaning I was
laid aside with a sprained ankle. It seemed
a most unfortunate cecurrence ; but now by
the aid of these far-seeing glasses, I saw
what a real blessing my forced inactivity had
been to me and the children. It had made
of Helen, who was naturally rather indolent,
quite a good little housekeeper, and had de-
veloped in Tom, who, it must be confessed,
was in great danger of becoming selfish, a
spirit of helpfulness toward his mother and
sister. .Besldes I had enjoyed several de-
lightful rides with Mrs. Holmes, who would
not have thought of inviting me but for my
accxdent

Theh there came to my mind the thought
of a business opening which seemed to pro-
mise so much advantage to John, and of our
great disappointment that it was lost through
the unfair dealing of a supposed friend. Now
through. the glagses I was able to sce plainly
that the firm in which I so much wished to
seo my husband a partner, was on the verge
of bankruptey.

So I went from che subject to another,
firding to cach a brighter side than I had
discerncd before.  ‘The old man.is right/’
I thought; ‘I am a little near-sighted.’ )

‘Perhaps you are ready for sirongsr glasses,
he said, preducing a pair of goid-bowed spee’
tacles. ‘They have more power than the
others,” and if your eyes are able to bear
them, will enable you to sce farther.

As T adjusted the gold bows my gaze fell
upon a portrait which hung over the mantel.
It was a life-like picture of my precious
Charley. ' 'How many times during these
ten months I had lived over the last sad
days of his bright young life! How many
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times with. brea.king heart T had watched the
dea.thly pallor sprea.d over tha.t noble brow,
and the breath grow fainfer and fainter !
Ah !'T must have been very near sighted;
for now I could plainly see hovering over the
bed a bea.u'aful angel with rad.ia.nt counten-
ance and outstretched arms ; and in the lum-
inous vista beyond, dimly outlined, a figure of.
divine sweetness and majesty. When I
thought of a snow-covered mound in the
. cemetery, I beheld my boy with beaming

eyes and glowing cheeks, the very picture of
health and happiness, in the midst of & com-
pany of the noble and beautiful and blessed
who have crossed that mysterious line which
divides this world from the next,

‘Yes, I will take the glasses,’ I said. ‘It is
so much better to look at the other side !’ -

As I spoke, the outer door shut with a
bang. It was only John and the children
returning from the New Year’s entertain-
moent, ’
- ‘It is too bad we made so much noise,’ said
John. ‘We didn’t know you were asleep.’

‘Was I? I replied, looking around quite
bewildered. The spectacles peddler was no-
where to bo scen.’—Emily Tolman, in the ‘In-
terior.

The Lesson of the Foot=

Tracks.

It was on a misty, wintry morning that
old Jacob Sanders and I crossed the fields
between Hill Top and the  Gravel Pits,
" Snow- had fallen heavily during the night,
and it lay on the ground several inches
deep, The fog made all objects at a distance
very dim, and theblood-red sun tried in vain
to burst through it with its beams. Here
and there a few small birds were seen flying
frofh ‘ond" bush’ to another; and now and
then a flock of sparrows winged their way
above thé elm trees. At the corner of Far-
mer Pierce’s shed stood a mountain ash tree,
. and the shining red bherries upon it looked

_very cheerful. Jacob was. a thoughtful,
pious old man, very fond of musing upon

“God’s glorious creation: so he stopped a mo- -
. paused.

ment to admire the snow on the trees.
Just as we came up to the fence bars, we
saw three persons a little before us, and

soon perccived that one was Ralph. Collins, -

Farmer Pierce’s hired man ; another was
‘Betty Baxter, the wheelwright's wife, and
the third, Tom Sloan, a farm hand. While
we stood at the bars they went on. Ralph
was dressed in his rough drab great coat,
with big buttons; his hat was low in the
crown and broad in the brim, and his shag-
8y, grizzled dog, Turk, trotted beside him.
Betty Baxter had on a long, black cloa,k and
Tom wore a pea-jacket.

In a little time ‘they parted, a.nd all went
different ways. But though the three were
out of sight by the time we reached the five-
barred gate by the old hovel, yet Jacob
‘pointed cut which way each had gone. Tom
had taken the narrow path to-the right; but
Betty had turned off in the opposite direc-
tion; while Ralph, with long strides, had
gone right across the field, with Turk at his
heels.

- You will not ask how it was that Jacob
know 2ll.this, you will guess at once that he
found it out by the tracks they left in the
gnow. There was the mark of the broad
foot of Raiph, while Tom's track was a trifle
smaller. Betty’s overshoes left a mark be-
hind them that could not Le mistaken. No
wongder, ‘then, that Jacob could tell which
way they went. Even Turk might be track-
ed as easily as the rest, for the priat of his
gmall feet told very . plainly that he had
trotted along, first on one side of his master
and then on the other.

As old qacob and I walked forward, ke ob-

‘man’s sensible talk.

served to me that everyone leaves a track
béhind him, not only whw passing through
the snow, but’ when Journeymg through ufe
Full of this thought, he went on talking.
‘Yes,’ said he, ‘these tracks that Ralph
Collins, Betty Baxter, and Tom Sloanc have
left behind them, perhaps, will only last a
few hours, or at most, but a day or so;
whereas the tracks they leave by their ac-
tions will, I doubt not, be plain enough for
many a long year to come. Ralph and
Botty, too, are decent people; and I hear that

Tom is as trusty a lad ds ever walked. If

they have God's grace, they will do well,
and leave a track behind them that none
will bave need to be ashamed of. T

‘True,’ I remarked, interested in the old
‘I suppose you have
marked the footprints of many a one here-
abouts.’ ]

‘Indeed I have,’ he replied, noting my look
of inquiry. ‘When I first came to this vil-
lage—and it is now more than forty winters
ago—old Crowder lived in one of the cot-
tages by the bank of the river. What a
track did he leave behind him! “Everybedy

. knew him to be dishonest, and everyone had

too much reason to believe that he was a

‘thief. The Sabbath and the week-day were

alike to him; for he secemed neither to fear
God nor to regard man. Ugly things have
been said qf him, and among ‘them that his
hand was not guiltless of blood; but He only
knows who can see in the black night as
well as the bright day whether there be any
truth in the report. He was at last sent
away to be imprisoned for a burglary, and
afterward we heard that he had died.

‘And did any 1mpre=sion of old Crowder
remain after he had left the village?

‘Oh, yes! He left a track behind him, and
a black one too; for his children, and his
children’s children are walking in his evil
ways. He brought them up to love idleness,
and folly, and sin; and right up to the pre-
sent, disgrace and punishment and remorse
have clung to them. Such are the ways.of
the wicked, and ‘“so are the paths of all who
forget God.”’ .

‘It is a painful story,” I commented; as he
‘But what of the sure footprints?
Some you must have noted which led aright?

‘Yes, thank God,” replied Jacob. ‘Andrew
Forbos, for instance, was a different man
from old Crowder, and a very different
track did he leave behind, too. To he sure,
he had been brought up better, and that is
a gerat matter. Andrew was a bible-reader
and a Sabbatbh-keeper, a man of prayer, and
of a tender conscience., He might appear
simple, but he was made wise unto salvation
through faith in Jesus Christ. Who was it
who allowed.the Widow Slater a dollar a
week in her old age till she wanted it no
longer, being called from earth to heaven?
Who was it took poor Ben Jonés into his
cottagé when he came back from the sea al-
most as thin as a herring and as ragged as
a beggar? Wbo was it taught his neigh-
bors’ children at the Sunday-school? Every-
body who knows anything about the matter
knows it was Andrew Forbes. He left a
track behind him in his words and in his
deeds, for he lived respected, and he died
lamented, rejoicing in the hope set before
him in the gospel of Christ. Yes! “the path
of the just is as the shining light, that
shineth more. and more unto the perfect

‘day.” ' ;

‘Ard do Andrew’s children tread in the
good man's footsteps? I inquired with. in-
terest.

‘“They do,” replied Jacob, heartily. .
drew’s daughter married, and lives credit-
ably in a neighboring village, while his son
dwells in the white cottage sliil, with an in-
dustricus and pious helpmate, bringing up
tbeir children as godly people ought to do.

‘An-

Let any stranger come into the village on a
Sabbath day and look at the wretchcd grand-
chlldren of "old Crowder, and thon let him
step into the neat cot of William' Forbes,
and he will see whether it is not a truth
that old Crowder and Andrew Forbes have -
l6ft a'track behind them. “The Lord know-
eth the way of the rightcous, but.the way of
the ungodly shall perish.”’”

‘Well, Jacob,” I said, struck with the im-
portance of the q1mx;>1e truth he ‘had been
dwelling on.” ‘I must say that never before
have the snow-tracks been so full of good
and pxoﬁta.ble lessons to me.’

‘Yes, yes: nothing can be plainer, he re-
turned with earncsiness. ‘We are all jeav-
ing a track behind us, whether we are old
or young, whether we are rich or poor; and
well for us will it be if we are saying in our
hearts. “Teach us, O Lord, to walk in' thy
ways, and in the paths of thy command-
ments.”’

As old Jacob Sanders finished the last sea-
tence, he came to the high gate that leads
to the turnpika where we were to part.
Turning to me, as he knocked the snow from
his boots, on the.post of the gate, he said
in an impressive voice:

‘Mind what track you leave behind you,’
and then silently and thoughtfully pursued
his walk.—'Everybody’'s Magazine.’ '

John’s Two Books.

(By Rev. John Frankliﬁ Cowan, D.D.)

My friend John is a good-hearted, sincers
young man, though not always as thoughtful
and logically consistent as he might be. If
he were a better in-seer he would be more
sincere. Fe means well, but sometimes the
meanest thing of which a man can be guilty
is to mean well and not feel bound to try
and do as well—provided he is not oo stu-
pid or blind to discover the inconsistency of

Jit. -That js what I mean by “in-seeing.’

John is not stupid, but he is blind to the

fitness of some things. Just to show you—
- and John—how the thing looks, to a man up

a tree, I came into possession—I won't say
how—of two books of his. They were: hoth
kept in his own handwriting, and perhaps
the entries in them -alternated. I can’t see, .
for the life of me, though, how John could
ever leave off writing in one and begin writ-
ing in the other, without noting in his mind
the incongruity of the two sorts of eatries;
and- yet he kept up this sort of double entry -
day after day and month aftel month Yith-
out ever trying to strike a balance, I have
no doubt some other as good young meén are
doing- the same thing. I present here a
balance-sheet which has been audited by the
court of common sense.

The first of the two books was a diary in
which he writes down every night all he has
done, or tried to do, each day, and what he
fondly dreams of doing the next day—the
latter usually the bulkiest part of the eniry.
For instance read for July 3, 1896.

‘It is Friday night; and I drew my week's
salary, because to-morrow will be a holiday.
Ten dollars isn’t bad for a young man of my
age, and yet I could manage advantageous-
1y to lay out more if I bad it. Think I will
get a rise soon. My employer told me only
the day before yesterday that I stood very
high in the office for my intelligence and in-
tegrity. God knows I want to Le an honest
man, honest in thought and deed. I mean
to be more so in the future. I read a story
to-day of one of the old Romans who lived
in a glass house so that the public might
gaze upon his conduct at any time.” How
1 should like to make my life so transpar-
ently good that I would not fear the seru-
tiny of any eye upon my actions!’ )

‘Gool for our frierd John!” you say, I
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say nothing at this point. But since John iﬁ-; .

vites it, we will turn our eyes upon that
other book. It is John’s little vest-pocket

cash-book. Under the date of July 4, 1896,

* we read as follows:— -
To horse and buggy e e e e $3.60
“ dee-cream .. L5 eed wn en e we e 50
“ lemonade .. .. .. R 11

“ BOAt-TIAE .. ov ve -0 oo oo s v oa 5O
% torpedoes .. .. vy es 4o .o ee oe 25
; “ sky-rockets and Roman candles e .o 100
"% tickets for entertainment .. ve oo 100
CTINCR .. eh e ee ee we ee o s ou 15D
e e e .. 3.00

Present for Sue .. .

You will ‘observe tha.t the total cxpendx-
tures for ‘glorifying’ on the Fourth were
$10.95. The entries were made .in John's

- bold office’ ha_nd as though to mt:mate I

had a good time and I don't care who knows
lt.” Now the following day was Sunday, and

we find this modést, retiring entry, shrinking -

back from observation.
July 5, 1898.

To S. 8..00L o0 o vv ve e vr e e en b 0L
“CR. GOl v ve veee ee ee ee s oo o001

o T .05,
* strest-car fare .. .. coes or om oo oo or 10 “es

"'Who is this ‘S. S. Col who thus hides his
.identity behind two mysterious initials and
an abbreviation? Collins, maybe. Nobody
to be compared with the Fourth of July, to

be sure. And who may be the still more di- .
CIf it is -

minutive and disguised ‘Ch. Col.’? !
Charles Collins he has a fashion different
from -all the Collinses I know. And what

< sort of personages are he and his beggarly

-relative, ‘S. 8. Col.’ that they do business on
so petty a scale as a one-cent transaction,
when the least itém on the Fourth of July

account is.lemonade, 20 cents’? The "Cols.f:_f
_ are something, evidently, that to our John:
' . are utterly insignificant, even compared with

‘two glasses of acid beverage with siraws
stuck in them, Copper is good enough.for
them, no doubt.
To be sure the next cne of this pa.uper
family, ‘Miss. Col, * geales -up to the nickle
- valuation. ‘Miss Col., 5 cents’; that's equal
to half a glass of lemoxia.de, anyway. - But
who is this ‘Miss. Col.’? No one Sue need be
jealous of for a second. Just look at it!
‘Miss Col. 5 cents’; ‘Present for Sue, §3.00.
Pshaw! speak up and tell us who she:is,
John; you don’t say that—John, John!’
Honest John! You-don't mean to tell me
"that those abbreviations stand for the Sun-
day-school, church and ‘missionary collec-
tions on the Sabbath day? You needn’t ans-
wer,
tell the story. No wonder you were so chary
of your letters in spelling them out. Don't
you think, John, that God knows all the ab-
breviations in the spelling-book, and in
yours besides? No; you didn’t think at all
That’s the trouble.
. *Street-car fare’.is plain cnough but you

' _ "aidn’t bring your office familiarity with per-

centage to bear there, did you, John? Let's

figure on it—it took exactly 142 6-7 percent’
" der, and together we wept and prayed.

of that little bit of glorifiying your Maker
with your substance to pay the freight on it,
don't you see? "And though the Saturday’s
glorification rode in a livery rig instead of a

* gtreet-car, and the freight cost thirty times
as much, yet the outlay was over twice the
distributing expense.

Now, the point to which I call attention
ig this. '
‘chime in with John's little effusion in his
diary on Friday night about wanting to be
s0 transparently honest? A man doesn’t
need to be as transparent as a watch-crystal
for God to look into his soul and see that
the world is getting the best end of the bar-
gain with him, when it comes to seven cents

~against ten dollars and ninety-five cents. If
that week is o fair sample aof Iohn's finan-

-

* situated at that point,

Your drooping head and blushing face
- another by the hand,

How did that expenso account"
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cierihg — and I have gone all the way .

through the book, and am prepared to. give -
~further téstimony. if called for,—mstead of a-

tenth, the Lord didn‘t get more than’a pal- -

try bundredih part of his’ weekly income. -

And yet, I want you to turn over another

~page in the first book, and read what took -

place after the last collectlon had been taken
up — e
‘I stood up with the congrega,tlon and
joined m the tenor of “Brmg forth the royal -
diadem - and crown, him Lord of all.”’
I wonder what sort of a ‘royal diadem’ -

John thought could be madc of two copper .
He didn’t ..,
. somebody skulking in the shadow of the

prison wall.

cents and one nickle, .anyway.
think, T tell you, That's John’s trouble.
I wouldn't for the world question John’s

- truthfulness, or his sincerity; but I would

simply like to get the boy to put.these two
books together and try by a critical course
of 'cross-questioning to make them tell a
slory consistent enough not to bring a blush
of mortification to his own cheek. That's

-all. All that is necessary lo correct John’s
habit, and bring him to a calculating, con-

s1stcnt system of honoring. God with his
means, is to .set him to thinking and figur-

‘ing. Tell him that I said there is no true

‘consecration without calculation.—'Golden

Rule

A Gift and What Came From
it.
(W. L. Barth.) -
The following pathetic story was recently

" told by the evangelist, J. P. Kain, in one of

his sermons. It is so tender that it.is
worth 'preserving, he said: :

. ‘Some years ago, while conductmg a serics
of meetings in MicHigan . City; I was invited

16 preach to the convicts at the state prison,

I sat on the platform
with the governor of the prison, and watch-
ed the prisoners march in, 706 men, young
and old.- They marched in lock step, every
man’s hand on the shoulder of the man be-
fore him. At.the word of command they
sat down and fixed their eyes on a dead line,
a white mark painted on the wall above the
platform. Among that large number of con-
victs were seventy-six “lifers,” men who had

" heen committed to- pnzon for life for the

‘crime of murder.

‘After ‘the singing I arcze to .preach, but
could hardly speak for weeping. Disregard-
ing all the rules of the prison, in my ear-
nestness to help my poor, fallen brethren, I
left the platform and walked down the aisls
among the men, taking now one, and now
and praying with
him, Every heart was melted, and we all
wept together. At the end of the row of

men who were committed for murder, sat a -

man Who more than his fcllows seemed

" marked by sin’s blighting hand. His face
* was seamed and ridged with scars and marks
He looked as though he ~

of vice and sin..
might be a demon incarnate if once roused
to anger. I placed my arm about his shoul-

“When the service was over the governor
said to me:—

¢ “Well, Kain, do you know tha.t you have
hroken the rules of the pmson ‘in leaving
the platform?”’’

‘“Yes,” 1 answered; “but, governor, I
never could breok any rule while preadhing,
and I did want to get up ‘close to the poor,
despaarmg fellows, and pray with them.”

“‘Do you remember,” said the governor,
“the man at the end of the seat in the lifers’
row, whom you prayed with?" Would you
like to hear his history?”’

‘“Yes,” I answered, “gladly.”’

- Well,” said the governor, “here it is'in
brief: Tom Galson was sent here about

cight vears agn for the crime of murder. o

was without doubt ome.of the most despers °

ate-and vicious characters we have ever re- . '

cexvcd and as was: expect,ed ga.ve us a grea.t‘
deal of trouble,” ’" )
“ ‘One Christmas eve, about six yea.rs ago,
duty compelled me to spend the night at the
prison instead of at home, as I had antici--
pated. L‘a.rly in.the morning, while it was
‘guite dark, I left the prison for my home,'
my pockets bulglng with -presents for my
little girl., It.was a bitter cold morning,
and I buttoned my overcoat tight up to.pro-
tect myself from. the cuttmg wmd that Bwept
in from the lake, .
“!As.T hurried along I thought I saw .

I stopped and looked a little
more closely, and then -saw a little girl,
wretchedly clothed .in~ a thin dress, her
stockingless feet thrust into a pair of shoes
much the worse for wear. In.her hand she
held, tightly clasped, a small paper bundle.
‘Wondering who she was, and why she was -

out so early in the morning, and yet too. -

woary to be much interested, I hurried on.

By and. by:I felt rather than beard that I

was being followed. I stopped.short and
whirled about, and there before me stood
the same wretched child. .

‘“*What do you want? I asked sharply.

““¢Are you the governor of the prison?”

' Yes, I answered, ‘what do you want?

‘*‘Hove you — does Tom Galson live -
there? Her voice trembled and broke with
repressed tears.

‘“‘Yes. Who are you" Why m'e you not
_at home?".
£ “Please, sir, T haven t any home Mam—
-ma died in the poor-house two weeks ago,
an’ she told me just before she died.that papa,
that’s.Tom Galsnn, ,was..in the prison, an’
ghe thought. that maybe _he.-would like to
see his little girl, now that mamma’s. dead,
Please can’t you-let me ses my papa? - To-
day’s Christmas, an’ I waat to give him a
little present.”

‘“‘No, I repHed, gruffly, ‘yowll have to
wait until v1sxtors day,’ and with that I
started on. ’

*“1 had not gon¢ many steps until I felt
a hand pulling at my coat, while a pleading,
sobbing voice cried, ‘Please don't go!’

cer stopped once more, and looked down
into the pinched, besceching face before me,
-Great tears were brimming in her eyes,
while her little chin-quivered and trembled.

““¢Mistery she said, ‘if your little girl
was me, an’ your girl's mamma had died in
the poor-house, an’ her papa was in the -
prison, an’ she had no place to go an’ no
one to love her, don’t you think she would
like to see her papa? If it was. Christmas,
an’ if your little girl came -to me, if I was
governor of the prison, an’ asked me -to
please let her see her papa an’ give him a
Christmas present, don’t—don’t you thmk 1.
would say “Yes?”’ ™

“« By this time a great lump was in my
throat, and my eyes were swimming in
tears. I answered: ‘Yes, my little girl, I
think you would, and you, too, shall se2 your
papa,’ and taking her by the hand I hurried
baclkk to the prison, thinking of my own
'little fair~-haired girl at home.

* “QOnce in my office I bade her come close
to the warm stove, while I sent a guard to
bring No. 37 from his cell. In a few mo-~

“ments he came, wondering what was want-

ed. As soon as he was ushered into the
office he saw the little girl. His face clouded
with an "angry frown, and in a’gruff, savaga
tone he snapped out:

‘ « ¢+ Nellie, what aré you - doing here ?
Whst do you want. ?  Go back to your
.mother.* *

T4 Pleasy, papa,’ sobbed the httle girl
‘mamma’s deaa, She died two weeks ago in
the paor-house.. ax’, Wfora che died cbo {old



- tell you ghe loved you too, but papa,’
" here her voice broke in tears, ‘Jimmie died,
- 100, last week, an” now I-am all"alone, papa, °
‘ Christmas,” papa, an'—an’ I -°
* - thought maybe as you loved :Jimmie, you
- would like a little Christmas present from -

.an’ to-day’s.

- e to ta.ke care of httle Jimmie ‘cause you

loved Jimmie, sho said, an’ she ‘told me to

him.’
© ‘“Here sh.e unrolled the httle bundle she

-~ 'held in her hand, until she came to a little:
package of tissue paper, from which she
" took ‘out a little yellow curl and put it ia -
her father's hand, saying as &he did so, ‘I -

cut it from. Jimmie's head pa.pa, jess afore
they buried him.’

¢ “No. 37 by this time was sobbmg like
a child, and so was I.- Stooping down 37

. picked up the little girl. and pressed her

“~Your:little girl shall not  suffer.
= her-to my home and s:.c what wife-can do

-and then said,

convulsively to his breast, while his great

frame shook with suppressed emotion.
‘“The scene was too.

look upon, so- I softly opened the door and

left father and daughter alone. At the end

of an ‘hour I returned. No. 37 sat near the
stove, with his little daughter on his knee.
He looked at me sheepishly for a moment,

money,’ then suddenly stripping off his
prison jacket, he said, ‘For God’s sake don’t

‘let ray little girl go out this bitter day with

that thin dress. Let me give her this coat.
T'll work early and late, I’ll do anything, I'll
be 4 man; please, governor, let 'me cover
her. with this coat’ Tears were streaming
down the face of the hardened man.
“«No, Galson,’ I said, ‘kesp your coat.
I'll take

. for her..

< “Ttook- the little girl to iy home. St
* ‘rémaided with usfor ‘a  number of years, 7’

© with the utmost cordiality.

« “%“God bless you, sir,” sobbed Gaison.

growing into a beautiful Christian character.

" Tom Galson also became a Christian, and

rever gave us a moment’s trouble.””

" ‘A year ago,’ concluded Dr. Kain, ‘I visited
he prison again. The governor said to me:
¢ “Kain, would you like to sec Tom Gal-

=on Whose story I told you a few years

'ago 99

““Yes, I would,” answered the do'*tor

‘The governor tcok me through the city,
down a quiet street, and stopping before a
modest, neat home, rapped at the door. The
knock was answered by a bright, chesrful
young woman who greeted the governor
We stepped in
and then the 'go‘ve-rnor introduced me to Nel-
lic and her father, who because of hiz tho-
rough reformation, had received pardon, and
was now living an upright Christian life

“with his daughter, whose little Christmas

gift had broken his heart.’—‘Michigan Chris-

tian Advq_-::a.te.’

Who Can Ileasure it?

. In the northern part of this State in a
neighborhood of Quakers, lived a little crip-
ple girl. Her family were poor and ‘illiteratc.
She herself, shut into a life of suffering could
not even read.  But she came to know our
Jesus, to know him intimately, and a life
can never be poor wluch knows him. -

Somchow the missionary thought crept in-
to that child’s mind. She had an unntter-
able desire that ail might know ker Christ,
and co she declared herself a missionary; a
volunieer missionary she was, before the
days of this great movement. Think of it !
.. -A crippled, ignorant child, unable to walk
declaring tbat God had called her to mission-
ary service, and declaring that she knew he
wanted her, because when she talked with
him about it he made her so happy. Por-
haps you smile at the absurdity of this child's

and "

sacred for me to °

‘Governor, I haven’t any

St -

- THE MESSENGER.
The Deaf and Dumb Alphabet

plan. 'l‘hére were many who did. But sue-
cecding -history showed that to our Master

this little, pitiful oifering of a peor little life

was a precious gilt, a supremely 'I;recious
gift.

There came to this neighborhood a family
of bright young women, who, visiting this
afflicted child, at first as an act of merey,

came under the influence ot the mlssxonaly'

insmratlon

They bezan reading missionary literature
that they might amuse their cripple girl, and
one day, when the tired eyes of the little suf-

ferer closed - to earth’s surroundings and

plans, and opened ih the presence of the King

"to see him in his beauty, and to know that

her offering had been accepted and blest, then
it was that these young wcmen, bright, beau-
tiful, and gifted, pledged ecternal allegiance
to the Master's great commission.

thing,.

The years have come and gone smco that
day, and wherever these women have been
placed, missionary. inspiration has been at
flood tide,
lives, gifts of money and talents have been
offered, in one case a gift of an entire for-
tune consecrated to the master, whose evan-
gel the cripple had been, and from whose of-~
fering this train of priceless blessing had
flowed. )

. Who can measure it ? Is there, can thers
be, such a ibing as small service for the
Lord ? No, no, not if he accepts and blesges
it—‘Ceniral Christian Advocate.’

— e

If-you cannot pray over a thing and can-
not ask God to bless you in it, don’t do that
A secret that you would keep from
God Is a secrot that you should keep from
your own heart—My Paper.’

. Young women have given their,

.o
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The Runaway

¢ Speak, speah, speak 1T tell you,
said James Anton to his dog Fido ;
but Tido would not speak. ‘Speal\ !
speak, or I'll have to whip you,’
James continued.

Fido looked knowingly up into
. James’s face, cocked his head a lit-

‘tle to one side, half-opening his
mouth as if to bark ; then shut his
teeth close together again.

‘ Please do speak, IMido ; I can’t
tell a lie, and Il have to-whip you,
if you don’t’ James’s voice trem-
bled, for he dearly loved his dog.

_Fido shook his head, and James

things I don’t like to do.

been but running away like Fido ¥

¢ But that was dﬂferent Imamma;
I had to speak before my teacher
and the whole school, and the piece
had four verses I wanted Fido
to give three short barks, and those
only before me.

¢Yes, dear; but you are a boy,
and he is a dog, ‘replied Mrs. An-
ton. ¢You know we expect more
from boys than dogs.) -
- ‘That’s so, mamma ; I’ll try after
this not to want to run away from
I could-
n’t really run away from speaking
the piece, because you would not

‘SPEAK, FIDO," COMMANDED JAMES.

raised his whip, but before he could
touch the dog, Fido was running as
fast as his legs could carry him to
the barn, where he hid, so James
could not find him. :

James went to his mother, and
told her the story, and she said,
¢ Well, dear, I don’t think dogs are
so very different from boys. Do
you remember last week your
- teacher wanted you fo speak a
piece in school, and you came home
and told me that you would rather
~ stay away from school than speak

it? And what would that have

let me. Ifit had not been for that,
I might have done the same tluntr
as Iido.

‘Andif you are patient with Fido,

learn his lesson
¢ Patience tells

I think he will
also,” said mamma.

“with dogs, as well as with boys, my

son.” —Alice H.Rich, in ‘Sunbeam.’

Five Littie Indians.
By Margaret M. Given.

Ralli is a little Hindu girl. = The
first time T saw her, I said to the
teacher, “‘Why is that boy here?

~ equal.

~ have?

B FOLKSw«

‘Don’t you know that this school is
_only for girls? '

“Yes, Miss Sahib, I know it; but
that isw't a boy, it’s a girl,’ was the
reply.”

So little Ralli of course was al-
lowed to keep her place. We won-*
dered very mueh at her boyish
dress, and at last one day I asked.
the teacher about it. She told me
that Ralli’s father and mother, nn-
like most Hindu parents, are very
fond of their little daughter, and
for this reason dress her like a boy.
They have a son, too; but both he
and Ralli are dressed exactly alike.
Maybe you think that a very funny
way to show affection; but they do-
it so that everybody may under-
stand that they love their little girl
as much as if she were a boy.

Ralli is to be found in her place
among the other little Hindu girls
in that school every day, and we find
her a very nice, obedient little child.
She is a person of some distinction

.among the other girls, I suppose be-

cause she is the only one of them all
who is treateq as her - brother’s
Theé teacher, helself who is
an old Hindu woman, seems to look
upon Ralli as rather a superior be-
ing; and the little girl, although

' amiable and obedient, is, I think,

quite aware of her own importance.
Not long ago, just after this little
Hindu school was begun the Chris-

tian teacher who visits it said to me

one day, ‘Miss Sahib, have you no-
ticed what flat noses those girls
I had not thought about
their noses, I confessed ; but the
next day I looked carefully at the
little dark faces, and, sure enough,
nearly every nose was short and.
fiat. I saw that they were very
ugly little noses, indeed. The
Christian teacher told me that she
thought that when they were babies
their mothers let them lie flat on
their faces so much that their noses
were spoiled. She said, ‘You know.
they don’t'tﬂke much care of the
girl babies. '

I don’t know whether she is 11oht
or not about the noses, but I do
know that poor little girl babies
generally get very little care aud
very little love. .

I know another Ralli abouL whom
I would like to tell you. She is a
little Hindu girl, too; but she goes

to one of our schools for Moham-

medan children. When we first
came to Lodiana we used to teach



this little Ralli’s motlier in her own
house, which is just across the
" street from the school. " Ralli was
only about four years old then; but
- gshe was an extremely naughty,
~ child, and no wonder, for she spent
nearly the whole day outin the
street, playing with other naughty
children, and hearing wicked words
and seeing wicked things every day
_of her life. Such a dirty little girl

-she was then, too!

‘We persuaded Ralli’s mother at
last to let the child go to our school.
fhe was very unwilling to do so at

!T
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RALL-!.
first; for she was afraid, she said,
that she might Dbecome a Moham-
medan there. We. convinced her
- that there was no danger of that,
and so Ralli was sent, and there she
‘has stayed ever since. I dom’t
think that in those days the mother

" cared much about the child, but she

has become very proud of her bright
‘little girl since. :
The school is only kept open for

half the day, and Ralli used to be in

sich a hurry to become learned .that
she would go every afternoon and
pound on the teacher’s door ith
her little fist, calling out, ‘Let me
in, teacher; I want 1o learn some
more. I want another lesson?
Now she can read quite well, and

can recite a number of bible verses

quite prettily. She is usunally a
neat, clean, little girl, too.

Her mother goes to school now
for her own less sons, thus saving us
a. good deal of time and trouble.

Ralli Lag a little brother, of whom

them.

"are only little fellows yet.

THE MESS TNGER.

we went to the clty, we were very

ghe is very fond, and of whom she
takes as much care as if she were
an-old woman instead of a tlny bit
of a girl, :

Her father is a very wicked man,

‘who does not stay in Lodiana much

of the time; hut when he is here he
makes his wife and Ralli very un-
happy by his bad treatment.of
He has been trying hard to
get both the children away from
their mother. - We hope that he
will not succeed in doing it.

Nasiban, the teacher of the
school, says, ‘It would be like los-
ing one of my eyes - to - lose Ralli.
What should I do without her ?
The glory of my school would be
gone.’

There are two nice little boys in.
this.school. We do not usually let
boys come to our schools, but these
When
they get bigger we will send them
to the big mission school where only
boys go. These boys are brothers.
Their names are Hima and Mano.

‘Hima is a studious little fellow, and

so fond of reading that we find it
hard to keep him.in books. You

would  wonder how. lhe could en]oy .

reading if you only saw Lis books,
for the Persian character in which
they are printed is very different to
<he nice plain Roman (hamcters to
which you are used.

Mano is a chubby little lisping
fellow, who would quite win your
heart if he were to smile at you.
He can’t read much yet, but he likes
to pretend that le iy a very fluent
reader.
school, we usually saw him sitting
between Ralli and Chike, as you
may see him in the picture.

Chiko was a very lovable little

girl, though not very bright. It

was only the other day, tho‘ugh,‘_ :
that Miss Downes said to me, ‘You

would be surprised to hear Chiko
say her bible verses now, she has be-
gun to learn them so nicely)

She was a little orphan who had
been adopted by an aunt, who loved
her very much they say. Her name
was not really Chiko, but Sakina,
Chiko was the pet name by which
every oue knew her. Her parents
were from Kabul, and were Moham-
medans. You can see in the picture
that her dress is quite different from
Ralli’s. The Hindus do not dress
like Mohammedans, and the Mo-
hammedans from Xabul do not
dress like the Mohammedans who
are natives of this country.

When we used to go to the-

" o©

much- shocked to hear that little
Chiko was dead. She had been in
school on Thursday and died on
Friday night.
one day. We miss. her very much,
for she was a dear little girl. She
was about seven years old, and I

MANO.
think that Ralli must be geven too.

CHIKO.

Mano is only five years old.—‘Chil-

dren’s Work for Children.’

Making Up Her Face.

- A pretty, happy, little maid
. Was dressing for her part,—
That of a stern old dowager
With cruel, selfish hezut

She donned a gown of quaintest
make, -
’ And o’er her bosom crossed
A kerchief, in such stiffened folds
All gracefulness was lost.

But still the merry, pleasant face
Gazed, smiling, from the glass,
And only saeemcd to gain i»
charm,—
So thought this puzzled lass.

T do not look the part at all?
She cried perplexedly.

‘What must I do to seem so ba
A, yes, it comes to mel

She screwed Lher face to sternest

With llps drawn primly down;

A scornful curve about her nose,
Her blOWS bent in a frown;

Then qu1ék1y seized the peneil
fine,
Each new-made line to trace,
Till it was fixed
curves:
Upon her charmmf’r face

But when she saw the dreadful
change
She cried,
stare,
‘Oh, oh, how hateful I do look?
But every line was there.

with frightened"

Ah, maiden of the merry healt
And pretty, happy face,

Jo you see the lesson taurrht

" By that fine pencil’s trace?

Bo Time, sly artist! paints the
thoughts
Your lips would never tell, -
Until he mars the faivest face
‘With lines indelible.

A week ago last Monday, when — Mary, E. Newberry, ‘Wellspring.’

She was ill for only -

in shado“ ed



in oneday.

: The-ﬂ Prixﬁa?ryu Catechism on

. - Beer.

(By Julia Colman, National Temperancs .-

Society, New York.)
 LESSON L—MALTING:
Q—What is beer?
A..—'A fetmented liquor made from malted
rains. : ) :
Q—What grain is commonly used?
A.—Barley? :
Q—How is tho barley malted?
A~~It is sprouted, and then dried.
Q.—Whal is the object of malting?
A.—To turn the starch of the grain into
.ugar. '
Q—Why dces the maltster wish- to turn
the gtarch into sugar?. t
~ A.—To make alcohol by the decay or fer-
mentation of the sugar.
Q—How much weight does the grain lose
by malting? :
A.—About twenty pounds in every hun-
dred. .
Q.—How is the food value of grain affected
by sprouting? - ' ‘
A.—It is greatly injured, so that it cannot
make good bread. : -

) — .

‘Tobacco and lts Effects.

(Bdward Witty, -in ‘ Onward.")

The moral resulis of tobacco are also
gerious,
use it think only of their own so-called com-
fort and do not think how offensive this habit
may be to others, That it is filthy the user
of tobacco will not deny. Statistics of tem-
perance societies show that those who use
tobacco break away from their pledge in
greater numbers than those not addicted to
its use. The use of tobacco often leads to
the use of strong drink. Dr. B. W. Richard-
son, of England, who has done. more for
scientific temperance than any other man,
says: ‘I gave up wine, beer, and every other
alcoholic drink with infinitely less trouble
than smoking. We generally find that when
a man smokes he has a desire for alcohol
to relieve him of the sinking sensation which
the tobacco produces. I speak from personal
experience, for I would have been léd into
the field of total abstinence ¥ive years before
I was, had it nct beewn for- the smoking
habit.’ . :

In a recent circular the College of Physi-

cians in France informs us that twenty
thousand .persons die annually in that coun-
try from tobacco poison.. As far as natural

. physique was a guide, the Emperor Frederic

Willlam of Germany bade fair io reach the

ripe old age attained by his father, but a .

cancer in the throat caused by excessive
smoking brought to an untimely grave one
of the noblest. monarchs that ever held a
sceptre in the Fatherland. General Grant
could advise the students of Girard College

never to use tobacco in any form, but in.

spite of the repeated warnings of medical
men he could not break himself loose from
its shackles, until it caused his death.

The tobacco product of the United States
from ‘the census of 1880, is 472,661,159
pounds, taking 638,841 acres to raise it, The
amount spent for tobacco in the same coun-
try annually is $600,000,000. . In the city: of
Chicago $24,500 are spent for cigars alone
At seven percent, compound
interest, if you use one cent’s worth of to-
bacco a day for thirly years, it will cost you

.. $344; at five cenils a day it will cost you $1,-

It is a selfish habit. 'Those who .
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.HE LATE HON. MR. JUSTICE GROVE,

A Scientific Judge Gives His Opinion on Drink. =

'(Late Mr. Justice Grove, author of ‘The Correlation of Physical Forces,” and well known
as a scientific -expert) S

- The offence of the prisoner is a very grave
one (drunken assault on his father) commit-.

ted under the influence of what is a very.
great evil, and which, unless it be checked,

will destroy the welfare of this country.
There was probably no intention on the part
of tho prisoner to injure his father, but the
law does not recognize intemperance as any.
excuse for crime. p .
The prisoner appears to bave listened, as
many others have done, to what is said
about the poor man’s glass of beer and other

‘rubbish of that kind.

It has been clearly shown that drinlk is en-
tirely.unnecessary fcr long voyages, and every
kind of hardship has been endured upcn
cold water, and yet, notwithstanding, the
country is still burdened with the incubus of
intemperance. . L

‘When he comes cut of prison he had bet-
ter become a teetotaller and drink nothing
but water, for the first glass will probably
lead to others, and he may ultimately have
another attack of delirium tremens, and be
charged even with murder—Gloucester As-
sizes, 1876. :

723; at fifty cents a day it will .cost you
$17,239. :

In this fair Canada of ours $50,000,000 is
paid annually for the use of this luxury.

‘We' Canadians complain of hard times, and -

of the enormity of our natjonal debt, dbut
ecnough money 'is spent for tobacco alone
to pay all our national debt in less than ten
years.
suffering alieviated,  what charitable in-
stitutions endowed, what churches erected,

“what public improvements made, with the
money that is squandered far the gratifica- -

tion of this appetite?

Fred’s Temptation.

- A number of students once met togethqr
in one of their rooms for an evening, and
among them was one who had been very

successful in his examination. He was at
the head of his class.. But that day, for the
first time, he had fallen behind. This made

him gloomy and sad. All the others were
bhappy and merry. In course of the even-
ing one of his class-mates said to him:
¢ Coms, Fred, drink some of this wine : it ‘Il
make you fzel better.” Just then the tempter

What misery might be reduced, what’

whispered : ‘ Take it, and- throw off tho
thought of failure.’” Another Yoice, as from
above, said : ‘ Don’t, be brave and face your
failure like a man’ He stretched ocut his -

hand. He paused. = A great struggle was
going on-in his soul. The question was

whether he should obey the voice of God,
or whether he should turn a deaf ear to that
loving appeal and listen to the voice of the
tempter. Then in a moment he withdrew
his hand and left the room. It was tho
turning-point of his life. He followed God's
call and became a great and good man,
wbereas had h2 rejected he would have gono
downward from bad to worse and ended in
darkness.—' Everybody’s Paper.’

A Brain. Poison.

Professor E.'L. Youmans says that alco-
bol is specifically and to all intents and pur- -
poses a cerebral poison. It seizes with its
disorganizing energy upon the brain, that
mysterious part whose steady and undis-
turbed action holds a man in true and respon-

sible relations with his family, with society,
and wilh God; and it is this fearful fact
that gives to government and society their
tremendous interest in the - question.
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I‘in--
ally, the towm-clerk came ocut and pacified.

LESSON ].X-—August 29."
Paul Opposed at Ephesus

Acts xix., 21-34

Read Acts xviii, 18 to. xx,, 3.
verses 24-26. T

GOLDEN TDXT

" ‘Take héed and beware of covetOusness —
Luke xﬁ., 15. .

Home Readmgs.
M. Acts xix., 1-20. Paul prea.ching at Ephe-

' BUs.

T. Acts xix., 21-20, Paul oppoced at Dphe—
sus,

W. I Cor. xvi., 1-24. Paul’s many adversa.r-~
ies at Ephesus

Th. II. Cor. i., 1-24. ‘Trouble which came to.
us in Asfa.’

F. L Tim, vi., 1-21. Love of money ‘the roct
of all ev11 .

. 8. Isa. xhv 9-20. Thke makers of idols are

vanity.
S. Luke xii., 13-36. - ‘T'ake heed, and beware
of covetousness

Lesson Story.
Paul had been about three years in Ephe-

‘sus, teaching and preaching daily, and prob- -

nbly making journeys out to the surround-

ing districts, for we are told that ‘all they

that dwelt in Asia heard the word of the
Lord Jesus, both Jews and Greeks. And
God wrought special miracles by the hand of
Paul’ —w

Seeing these -miracles, ‘certain vagaBond
Jews, exorcxsts’—probably sorcerers like Ely-

mas,  thought that they. would do some. of .
these wonderful works. By using the namo.: -

of Jesus they expected to obtain the same re-
sults ag Paul did. There were seven sons of
Sceva, one of the chiief priests, who attempt-
ed to cast out an evil spirit in-this way, but
the evil spirit cried out—‘Jesus I know, and
Paul I know, but who are ye? And the de-
mon-possessed man, leaping upon them,
drove them naked a.nd wounded from the
house. |

This event caused no small stir amongst all
those who dwelt in Ephesus, and they »egan
to realize the power of the very name -of
Jesus Christ. Many belioved, and confessing
their evil deeds, gave up tlrelr wicked pra'-
tices, and those who had used ‘curious’ or
bla.ck arts, brought their books of mnecrc-
mancy, or magic, and burned-them publicly.
This was a sacrifice of thousands and thou-
sands of dollars’ worth: of property. - 'That
they might be clean and unfettered {o serve

- the Lord.

After these things, Paul made up his mind
-to go to Jerusalem, by way of Macedonia
and Achaia,, So'he sent Timothy and Iiras-
tus, before him, but he stayed on-in IIphe-
sus for a while..

Just about this time there arose a great
commotion in the city abou_t the Christian
religion. Demetrius, a silversmith, whose
business was to make shrines for the god-
dess Diana, feared that if the people Lecame
Christians and gave up their idols, his oc-
cupation would be gone. So, calling to-
gether those of his trade he harangued them
on this subject, saying that they would loge

—e———=-their -own wealth as well as having their

.

great goddess set at naught, if thls Paul
were allowed to preach.

This speech touched the Ephesians as no-
thing else could, and for hours the whole
city was in a tumult, cerying out loudly
‘Great is Diana of the Ephesians.’ They
caught Gaius and Aristarchus, Paul's com-
panions in travel, and rushed into the thea-
tre. Paul tried to go into the theatre to

speak to the people, but his friends and dis-.

clples would not allow him {o endauger his
life in that way.

The mob was confused, and most of them
knew not why they were there; soms3 prob-
ably thought that the Jews were at the bat-
tom of all the trouble. The Jews put for-
ward Alexander to speak for them, but when

* the heathen saw that he was a Jf2w, they

Commtt;

. ential- town of all Asia Minor.

" ity and rightecusness.
-ing - our business’—cry the rumsellers, ‘do

crled out again for thelr own goddnfss

the mob. After these things Paul bade fare-
well to the disciples and departed for Mace-
doma N

Lesson Hymn.,

- .Te:us calls us from the worship

Of this'vain world’s golden store;
From. each idol that would keep us—
-Saying, .Christia.n, -‘love Me more..

Jesus calls us—-by Thy mercy,
‘Saviour, may we hear Thy call,
Give our hearts to Thy obedlencu
Serve apd love Thee best of all,

Lesson Hints.

Ephesus was the greatest and mo;t influ-
Its chief
glory was the immense Temple of Diana,
one of the seven wonders of the world.
This magnificent temple contained a rudely
carved wooden image of the goddess Diana,
supposed by the Ephosians ‘to have fallen
from the sky. Small shrines containing the
jmage were made and sold as charms.and
iousehold gods

‘Demetrius,” an influential citizen of £phe-
sus, derived his wealth from this trade, by
making silver images and shrines. Doubt-
less many shrines also were made of copper
or wood. and most of the city was concerned
directly or indirectly.-in the tiraffic. The
mob, therefore, ias particularly inflam-
mable on this point.

The same cry is constantly being raised
to-day agsinst those who preach truth, pur-
‘These men are ruin-

we not get our wealth from this trade? and
yet, these men who preach Christ:are con-
stantly drawing away our customers!’
‘Alexander,” supposed to be ‘the copper-
smith’ mentioned in Paul's letter to Tim-
cthy. The Jews put him forward as .having
some influence with the olher metal-
workers, supposing that they could show the
difference’ between Christians and Jews.
But the speech was lost in the uproar, which
immediately followed the sight of a Jew.

Search Questions. -

Give six verses wa,rning against covetous-
ness. )

Prnmary Lesson.

The lesson to-day is about the Ephesians
who worshipped an idol called Diana, They

" used to have little silver images of this idol,

Diana, in their houses and many carried the
little images around with them, as charms
to protect them from evil.

“When Paul preached to the Dphesxans he
told them about the true God, and how they
should not worship idols made by hands,.be-
cause they could not help them. )

This made some people very angry. The
men who got a great deal of money by sell-
ing these images were furious becausc the
people were being taught to love and serve
Jesus. Their religion allowed them to.be
selfish and mean; they would rather get
money for themselves than have the. people
learn how to be happy and gocod. The re-
ligion of Jesus Christ does not allow. us to
be selfish. God gave his most precious trea-
sure for us, and nothing could be too preci-
ous for us to give him. Jesus came and
spent his life for others, and we must follow
his example, living for others, not for. our-
selves. We must ask Jesus to teach us by
his Holy Spirit how to be unselfish.

As the Ephesians carried around with
them the image of Diana, so we should car-
ry the image of Jesus Christ with us. - Not
a silver or wooden image, as some people do,
but the image, the likeness, the character of
the Lord Jesus Christ in our hearts and
lives, ves, and even in our faces.

A great many of these Tphesians had
given their hearts to Jesus and set out to
lead a’ Christian life, but they found that
there was somethmg that kept them from
following Jesus, it was the bad books that
they had.. These books were worth thou-
sands of dolliars, but when-they found that
thie books 1éd them away from Jesus they
brought them and Durned them publicly.
They made a big bonfire of the things that
kept them from Jesus. Now, there are still
a great many bad books in the world and a
great many bad papers that lead us away

.from Jesus if we read them.

‘and said,

" his

- ing in Jesus!

Wha.t should
we do with them? e

‘We should shuii them.
or any.kind of .poison. - N

_A good rulo -about: reading 1s to ’nevet
read anythirg. tha.t .your: mother does not
know about and’ approve,; T am sure none ot
you dear little péople'would bé §0 mean as
to hide the things you do from your mother.
Just show her everything you want to read,
because some - kinds of * reading® turn: “our
hearts away from Jesus, and put wrong
thoughts in our minds which hurt Jesus.
You know it hurts Jesus whenever you do
anything naughty or even think a naughty
thought. i

Take the name of Jesus,\ever R

As a shield from every, snarc— BT
‘When temptations rouud you ga.then o
Breathe that holy name in prayer.

SUGGESTED HYMNS. .

‘All Hail the Power of Jesus’' - Name}
‘Take the Name of Jesus With You,’ ‘Jesus
Calls us,’ ‘Ob, God, our Help in Ages,’ ‘Con-
secration.’

Practical Points.
(ByIA. H. Caineron.)
(Acts xvix,, 21-34.)

Paul had his work planned beforchand.
He displayed wisdom in the choice of his
helpers, and sent the right man to the right
place. Verses 21, 22, also Acts xv., 38, 40.

Nothing causes so much stir as aggre;ave
Christianity. Verse 23.

Verses 24 to 27 contain the creed of those
who control or operate Sunday street cars,

v;. u]d a snake

‘Sunday ~ theatres or Sunday newspapers.

Compare Col. iii,, 5, last clause.

The shortest W.J.Y to many a man’s heart
is through his purse. Verse 28.

Paul may now consider the advice he gave
to .the Philippian jailer before he pointed
him to Christ. Verses 30, 31; Acts xvi,, 28.

It is unreasonable to dislike any man
merely on account of his nationality., But
covetousness, like fortune, is blind.

Twerton Ont. :

Christian Endeavor Toplc.

Aug. 29.—The idols wo are likeiy to Wor-
ship. ——E\ xx., 1-6; Luke xii,, 13-21. .

Junior Prayer-Meeting Topic:

Aug. 23.—What are some idols we are like-
ly to worship? I. John v, 13-21,

Led by a Little Child.

The Rev. BE. Payson Hammond relates the
following touching incident of a child’s ¢on-
version and how it was made the means of
Lringing a mother to Christ:

¢ At a recent children’s meeting in Wash-

ington a young mother was present with
her little boy. - .Dr. Rankin, the minister
of the church, approached the two, and ad-
dressed himself first to the mother. He

‘then turned to-the little lad, and soon found

that his heart had been touched with a view
of Jesus on the cross “lifted up for him,”
and very soon. the little fellow’ was weeping
for his sins.  'He prayed with him ; the boy,
too, prayed for himself, and ﬁna.l]y looked
to Jesus, and believed on him as the Saviour
of little children. It has. since been evident
that he was truly converted by the Spirit of
God. The unconverted mother. sat looking
upon this with much displeasure. Finally
sho expressed her belief that the boy was too
young to understand such a difficult prob-
lem. But said Dr. Rankin to her, ‘“You
need not shak2 your head ; this boy knows
more than you do on this subject.”

‘On the way home the boy seemed very
much interested in his mother’'s salvation,
‘“ Mamma, what did- Dr. Rankin
say to you ?” Sheavoided giving him an
answer ; and he added: “Didn’t you give
yourself to Jesus who died for us ? I did;
and oh, it’s co easy, mamma! Won't you
come to him, too ?
you, and we shall be so happy!” The mo-
ther’s heart was deeply moved. That night
after he had retired, he called his mother to
Dedside. He arose, knelt .down, and:
prayed to God to forgive him and her. . Thc
boy would not rest until his mother promis-
ed to go back to the meeting with him the
next evening, She went and was glad to
have Dr. Rankin talk with her; and now
she and ancther .of her children are.rejoic-
‘Chnstja.n Herald.

~

I know- he'll receive



 HOUSEHOLD-

- A'Recipe For Cheerfulness.
"By Annie A. Preston, in ‘Christian at- Work.

.. “That was'a March day, indeed. The wind
" ‘was blowing with a force that. it only ex-
erts'in New England when it has the brown’
. -dead’ leaves of autumn to sweep away and
. ~the chill moisture of melted snow to dry out
of ‘the brown . earth so that the sun’s rays
- may penetrate-and warm the hearts of all
the waiting summeryverdure. . . -
"+ ‘Ugh?' shivered -Mrs. Blanchard. ‘I don't
know how anyone can help being blue. This
weather- is almost cnough to drive one dis-
tracted. John says I remind him of the old
woman' who used to say that-if she lived
through March she knew " she shouldn’t
frecze to death that winter. = . I
- *Well, happily, the winter is nearly over.
.“Yes, but it is still, cold, and the fire gets
‘the better of me, and-it takes so long to
kindle it, and John comes in and jexclaims,
becavse the rooms are so chilly, and he says
that is the way I go to work lo have 0
many colds, and I don’t know but it is so;
but I'can’t always be thinking to get up and
fix the fire. I presume I am naturally of a
melancholy disposition, I don’t kmow, I
never used to think much about it.”.

““You are not quite well, I fancy, and are
nervous.’ : o :

‘No .doubt I am somewhat nervous, but I
am so constantly depressed.  John says that
my crying so much is one thing that keeps
me- sick. ]

‘Do you have many callers?

‘No, not very many, and when any one
comes in, as you have come now, it morti-
fies me, becaunse the house looks so badly.
But I am so bluc all the whole time 1 don’t .
;:a,re how things look—unless some one drops
A . TR - .

‘Don’t you care for John’s sake? .asked
the caller, who was an elderly woman, with
a kind, pleasant face and manner. )

I don’t know whether he really cares much
., or not. He never says anything, no matter

**" "yhow:hadly the house looks, or how irregular
“tlie .meals are—for the fire always goes out
at meal time. It makes him down in- the
mouth, though, to have me so out of sorts
“and low spirited.)’
~] don’t believe much in low spirits,’ said
the caller. ' ‘But if one is so afflicted, I think
there is a cure. I have a recipe at home
which T will send you. . The children shall
_ bring it to you on their way to-school to-
morrow morning, and if you follow it out
carefully, you will, I am sure, find it 2 com-
plete remedy. I .don't think - that the dear
Tord wants any of his children to be un-
happy.’
‘How can they
goes wrong?
““Things ought not to go wrong. God ex-
pects. his children to trust in him and to do
their simple duty lhour 'by -hour -without
looking backward with' regret or forward
with foreboding. There is in the_ bible
abundant comfort for you<if you will only
look for it.’ . . o
“Well, the fact is, I cry so much and my
eyes are so weak, I can’t read, and there I
am, 1éft to my thoughts, which ‘one can't
help, you know. I dare say, now, il the
truth could be known, you are as sorry for
John as you can be this minute, and oh,
dear me! I can’t blame you! - And the
young and pretty wife of a year -burst out’
crying., - s °
The older woman, being at a loss for
. words in the way of comfort, glanced out
‘of the window, and seeing a team, exclaim-
ed, ‘There is my brother Jacob, I shall be
glad to get a ride home, the wind has in-
creased to such a gale. . You must excuse
me for taking such a hurried departure. I
shall send the recipe over in the morning.
Good-bye.” - ‘
. If you send it I presume I shall have no-
- thing in the house to carry it out with.’
. ‘Well, you can do your best, and when
- you. feel able, come over and tell me how
the remedy affected you. o .
When good Mrs. Niles arrived home she
took 'from her writing-desk a duinty little
blank book: that had been lying there for a -

RN Pt

help it when' everything

a fancy cover and leaves of thick, firm ruled
paper. - They had happened to be giving
them away at one of the large stores one
day. when she was in New York. :
She smiled -at her conceit, as she looked
~over her pencils, black, red, blue, yellow.

T—— ™

" weeks, although I profess to be a Christian,

Jong time. It was a thin little leaflet with
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and green. When she was young she had
quite a-local fame: as a teacher of penman-
ship,- and ‘mow shé proceeded .to fulfil" her.

promise to her young neighbor. . On the first, -
page of the little book she wrote, ‘A recipe -

for the cure of low spirits, by F. W. Faber,’
‘Then ghe penciled in different colors and. -
styles.on every leaf in turn this seniiment:
‘Exactness’ in -little- duties is a wonderful ©
source of cheerfulness.’ . - EEEE
" “When the book~was full she .tied a fresh
rose-colored ribbon through.the centre with
loops to hang it .up by, put it in & little box,
tied it up neatly, and the next morning sent
_it by her grandchildren to her. neighbor,
Mrs. John Blanchard, as she had promised. -
She heard nothing .in particular from the .
_young.woman, and made no immediate in-
quiries, but two or three times not.long af-
{)erwa.rd she heard by the way of the neigh-
. ors: . . . . . L o N . N
" ‘John'’s wife is: getting’ better, they say.’
‘John's wife has actually sewed in the sleeve
of that grey coat, and put.-on the. missing

" buttons, too.’.

~, Then, again, she heard, ‘John’s wife has
got-the window curtains all rolled up
straight and even; it.makes the outside of
the house look quite respectable again, they
have been askew so long. . -
Next Mrs. Nile's- daughter-in-law told her
that John and his wife were at church; that
she looked as bright as a rose; and that he:
seemed prouder of her than he did the first
Sunday after they were married. S
‘Her health must be improved,’ said ‘the
older woman, quietly. . o
__‘Ohb, that is the mysterious part of it. She
told every one that she was ‘quite well, that
Mrs. Niles had sent her a remedy that. had

cured her. Now what was it, please? The’

children said they carried over a little pack-
age for you.! )
‘T will tell you,
-are in need of it.
immediate, effect.
see her.’ ‘ R
‘Oh, she sent her love, and said that the
‘very first call she made would be upon you,
Decause she felt so grateful to you’ .~
‘The very next afternoon young Mrs. Blan-
chard’ came .in bright and fresh from her
walk, daintily - and jauntily . dressed, an
with a cheerful smile on her face. A
‘T've got to tell you all about it said she,
‘so I am going to take off my things, for I
couldn’t go through the whole story during
a mere. formal call. When T received your
package and read the little book a.ll_through
I was very angry for a few minutes. Then
when I thought what you said, that I could
do my best with what I had, T was still
more vexed; for I really have everything to
make my work easy. . The house is well
furnished, and John-is a gcod provider. BY
that time I was cold, as usual, and when I
got up to mend the fire and found it all
gone, and started to light it again,

dém‘,,whenevér I think you
T am glad it took such
I am quite anxious to

I felt

grateful for the first time for my gosad sup-
ply of dry wood and kindlings.

¢ «That is what-I have to use first in car-
rying out my recipe,” I thought, and the
jdea amused me, I smiled, and just then,
catching a glimpse of my face in the glass,
I actually looked again, to make sure it was
I. Did you ever hear of anything so ridicul-
ous? Then I wondered if my poor John
would know me, if he saw me with a smile.
on my face, and I resolved to try it and see.

‘By this time I was quite interested in this
wonderful cure, and determined to do faith-
fully every little thing 1 thought of, when.
I thought of it. The stove was in an untidy
condition, and I was glad to have wing and
brush right at hand and plenty of polish
ready. for use. " “The floor needs sweeping
and I have a nice broom,” was the next.
While I was putting the room to rights,
dusting, and looking after the fire ag'it neegl-
ed replenishing, I thought of what you said
about the bible, and I took down.from the
shelf the one my mother gave me for every-
day use, and opened it for the first time for

“as you know. :As the leaves fell apart my.
eyes rested on these words: “In :,everythlgg
give thanks: for, this is the will of God in
Christ Jesus ccm_ce‘ming you.”.

< put a paper weight across to keep the
bible open, and went about getting dipner.
At first T combed my hair and put on a col-
lar and fresh apron, and I found everything
ready at hand.
grew lighter and lighter. I set the table

. with a fresh cloth, browned the steak just
right, mashed the mealy pofatoes and ‘fried
onlons -because John is fond of them, and
actually, when the dear fellow came in ex-
pecting to find things ‘just as he left them

after breakfast, and me huddled up.in an .

‘Mrs. Niles.

_seemingly unpleasant duty

T thanked God and my heart .

‘armchair crying; with -2 shawl wrapped -
around me'to keep warm, and found instead . .- -

everything in order, a_good fire, a steaming
dinner, and . a smiling .  wife, he couldn’t -
speak- for.a. minute or’ two, and ‘T. didn't
wonder; I nearly broke down myself, .The’
teakettle boiled = over just then and that

.-saved me; for that was the next duty to.at-
-tend to John noticed the open bible and I

pointed out the text. “I'have not b ery -
thankful lately,” I sald,. “but ? ha?él ;eg .y
very thankful all ‘this. morning for my pleas-
ant home and for you, John,” “I fear I am
not-much of a subject to be thankful for,”

-said the dear. patient fellow, but: I" would

not listen to that kind of talk. I asked him
to-say grace at table; for wé had:been ne-
gl‘ecj;lng_ it, and he was glad to do so. .

Since that wé have had devotions regular-.
1y, and I have kept busy-about my work, "
and -although I have really’accomplished a .
good deal, I have not been much’ tired, for
I have looked. to the Lord Jesus for strength
hour by hour. We began again on Sunday
to go to church and Sunday-gchool, and we’
are going. to the Endeavor hereafter, and,
de‘ar Mrs. Niles, I am as happy as I can be.

Now,’ she went on presently, ‘I want to
ask how you knew just what I needed, and.
how ‘you had the courage to prescribe for: .
me. Someone elsé might have thought of
t_hg remedy without preseribing it to me.’

I was moved by the blessed Spirit, §aid
1 ‘I firmly believe in his prompt-
ings, and I try to obey, even if at first a .
is presented.
Surely I ought to be willing to accept any
suggestion affecting my duty to God or my
fellows. I think Christians are often remiss
in speaking in love of personal matters to
each other. - Our lives, especially those Of
women, are made up of little things, and not

“wholly devoid of irials in each individual

case, and we should- help. one anothers
There is in the holy ‘seriptures something to
suit every need of life.” If we followed their
teachings. closer, we should live fuller lives
and move- joyously aleng on the plane tho
loving Father has marked out.” = " -. - - .

"~

) Baby’sS!eep

‘Never permit baby to be wakened for any :
purpose whatever; -jt gives the little one's -.
nerves a shoek which is .most injurious. .-

its crib and if it-is well and comfortable it *
will soon fall asleep. It should never sleep
in the bed with an older person. A brass’

or white enamelled crib should be selected
when possible.

) Place the crib so ‘'that the
light .will not fall on the baby's face. A
screen or light canopy should be provided
to prevent the danger of contracting a
cold from draughts; curtains cut off the sup--
ply of fresh air and, except a mosquito net-

ting-in summer, should not be used. A
child, until two years old,  should take a
jong mnap in the morning and afternoor

—N. Y. Observer.
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“Keep thy heart with all diligence, for out
of it are the issues of life,. God has ap-
pointed us guardians -of a fountain the
gtreams of which flow to the ends of eternity.
—W. T. Ellis. ‘ .
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“After it is nursed at night, put it back into . . .
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