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A PICTURE WANTING WORDS. |3 name that the recipient readily recog- | winter, and boen oxcecdingly deep, but in

Wo wonder whab the real intorpretation | nized, and always answored to, unless|March it wont off suddonly with o heavy
of this interesting picture is. Is it that | called when ho was angry. Poter followed [ rain.  Soon after the ground becamo bare,
the littla follow stqndmg there with hi« | his mastor about the farin, to the woods,|tho master, who was at work in tho
feathered hat in his hand has not been |and to the meighbours. F . sometimes|orchard, saw at o little distance o poor,
able to say his lesson properly and is go- ! made excursions about the neighbourhood | tired, bedraggled crow walking and hob-
ing to bo punished for a bling along towsrds him.
long course of laziness, ¥ e A second glanco showed
when his brother inter- it to be Peter, tho prodi-
poses and offers to bear gal. Instantly ho had the
it for him? or is it that poor creature on his arnn,
the boy has been accused carcssing him as tenderly
of doing something which ss though ho was a re-
in reality he did not do, turning truant boy Peter
but to save his brother, was beside himself with
the real culprit is going joy at the meeting, and
to bear the punishment? tried his best to express
This may bo so. Any- his affcction to hie friend.
how, the little boy is ac- It seemed too bad that
tively trying to save his he was not fully able to
brother. toll his adventures and

No boy who has any the causo of his absence ;
potions at all of courage but these, through other
and manhood in him, sources, were learned
should be afraid to bear afterwards. During that
his own punishroent, and December  snow-storm
we are sure this little Peter was blown to the
fellow would not stand ground, soveral miles
by and see his brother from his home. A toy
whipped for his own caught him, uand not
crime. At the same time kncwing to whom he be-
there is sometbing very longed, clipped short his
noble about the little man wings to prevent his ily-
who was willing to bear ing off. The homesick
the undeserved punish- bird could not walk
ment of his younger through the deep snow,
brother. Does not this neither could he tly ; 8o ho
reraind us of the wonder- waited patiently throngh
ful love and brotherhood the winter, till the gr.und
of Christ, who bore the was bare, and then started
sins and punishment, not afoot on his journey.
of one only, but of the How he found his un-

whole world ? known way 80 many
miles through fielas and

—_———
BLACK PETER. woods and across roads
- will remain & mystery.
The people with whom Although again able to
1 was staying had a tame fly, he will not venturo

crow with ahistory worth off the promises, but
recording. About a year attaches bimself moro
ago the boys got posses- closely than ever to his
sion of the bird soon after old friend.

it had left the nest. It was so cunnine, alone, generally returning beforo dark. !
that they enjoyed playing tricks on it.. Last winter he got caught out in a bigf

Thege were harmless, but the crow resented | snow-storm, and did not as usual, return’ A little boy was asked, * Who made
the indignities, and cut their acquaintunce,  at night.  As days went by and no news | you?” “ God made mo,” he said. Why
gmd betook 1t,_sel£ to tpe boys' father, who | from Peter, the family concluded he was | do you think God made you ?” was asked.
is noted for his kmdlme.ss to oll creatures, | cither dead or gone off with other crows. |“Because,” he said, “ho wunted a little
His new master oalled his black peb Peter, l The snow had lain on the ground all | boy to love him.”

— e
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HAPPY DAYS.

THE CHILIYS CREED.

I beliovo in God the Father,
Who mnnde us every one,

Who made the earth and heaven,
The moon and stars and sun,

All that wo havo each day
To us by him is givon ;

Wo call him when wo pray,
“Our Father who art in heaven.

I beliove in Josus Christ,
The Fathoer's only Son,

Who came to us from heaven,
And loved us overy one.

Ho taught us to bo hol
Till on the cross he died,

And now wo call him Saviour,
And Christ the crucified.

I boliove God's Holy Spirit
Is with us every day,
And if we do not grieve him
He will never go away
From heaven upon Jesus
He descended like a dove,
And he dwelleth ever with us,
To fill our hearts with love.
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EFFECT oOF A HYMNXN,

A Hong Kong correspondent of the Bos-
toa Nows tells an interesting incident. He
hal been intrusted with packages for a
young man from his friends in the United
States, and after inquiry learned that he
wight probably be found in a gambling-
house. He went thither, but not seeing
him, determined to wait, in the expectation
that he might come in.  The place was a
bedlam of noises—men gotting angry over
their cards and frequently coming to blows,
Near him sat two men—unc young, the
other forty years of age. Thoy were
betiting and drinking in a terrible way, the

older one continually giving utterance to
the foulest profanity., Two games had
been finished, the young man loving ench
time. Tho third game, with fresh bottles
of brandy, had just begun, and the younyg
man sat lazily back in his chair, while the
older shutlled the cards. The mun was & long
time dealing the cards, and the young
man looking carolessly .bout tho room,
began to hum a tune.  He began to sing
that beautiful one of Phwbe Cary's:

“One sweetly solemn thought
Comes to ma o'or and o'er,
I'm nearer to my Father's House,
Than I've ever been before.

* Nearer the bounds of life,
Whero we lay our burdens down,
Nearer leaving my cross,
Nearer wearing my crown.”

At first, says the writer, these words in
such a vilo place made me shudder. A
Sabbath-school hymn in a gambling-den !
But while the young man sung, the elder
stopp~d dealing the cards, staring at tho
singer a moment, and throwing the cards
on the floor, exclaimed. ‘ Harry, whero
did you learn that tune ?”

“What tune 7"

* Why, the one you have been singing.”

Tho young man said he did not know
what he was singing, whon the elder re-
peated the words, with tears in his eyes,
and the man said, he had learned them in
a Sunday-school in America.

“Come,” said the elder, getting up;
“ Come, Harry ; hore’s what I've won from
you ; go and use it for some good purpose.
As for me, as God sees me, I have played
my last game and drank my last bottle. I
have misused you, Harry, and I'm sorry.
Give me your hand, my boy, and say that
for old America’s sake, if for no other, you
will quite this infernal business.”

The writer says, thoze two men left the
gambling-house together and walked away
arm in arm ; and as he went away himself,
he thought, *“Verily, God moves ir a
mysterious way.” .

NO DIFFERENCE.
BY JULIA A. TIRRELL.

Will came in from school in a half-
ashamed way, hiding his report card under
the corner of his jacket. Mamma held out
her hand, and Will reluctantly gave it up.

‘ What! poor marks again this month?
O Will, wwhy don’t you study ?”

“It makes no difterence about the
marks now, mother. There's plenty of
time. By-and-bye I'll show you what I
can do.”

“No ditference! Suppose a man in-
tending to build o hcuse thought the
foundation of no consequence, What
would you think of him? Don't you
know it's the foundation you are laying,
my boy? Your future success depené’s
largely upon your knowledge of arithmetic
and gramwmar and—"

Will silenced any farther “preaching,”

a« ho called it, by an emphatic hug and
kiss,

“0, yes, ma; I know it all.  You'll bo
proud of your boy yet, just wait and sea.”

.,With a rush and a whoop ho was oft
for tho pantry, from which he soon
emerged with bulging pockets.

+ Mra. Welles watched him fondly 83 he
ran down the strest to join his frionds;
but I think a little more carc on his pard
would have smoothed the wrinkles gather-
ing on her forehead.

At the ond of tho school year Will
found ho was not to be promoted with his
class, Another year as scnior iu the
grammar school enabled him to “squcoze
through,” as he snid, and with glowing
plans for the future he becamo a high-
school student.

“ Woelles, you must give more time to
your Latin,” snid the master one day.
“You haven't had a fair recitation this
week. You have gcod abilities With
study there's no reason why you shouldn't
excol. Haven't you any ambition?"

“ Why, yes, sir, but therc are so many
things to attend to now, and I can't sce
that iy standing here makes much differ-
ence, When I go to college I expect to
lead my class.”

The moster's reply was all unheeded, for
though Will appeared to attend, and said,
“Yes, sir,” now and then, he was reaily
planning for the Lall match of the morrow.

Four years of high-school, and Will was
admitted to college. I cannot say that ha
was prepared for college, but he was
admitted.

“ Now you'll see what I can do,” be told
his mother at parting. “I've been . olizh
long enough. Now I shall begin stus- in
earnest.”

To his surprise he found that his record
was known ab college. The best students
avoided or treated him indifferently. “We
always find out the previous standing of a
new man,” some one told him.

He set to work determined to win for
himself a name; but aside from his poor
record he found his former habits were
like chains to bind him down. In vair he
sighed for neglected opportunities.

Near the close of his second year Mrs,
Welles died, the property took to itself
wings, and Will found himself thrown on
his own resources. Hc looked for employ-
ment in his native town. “We need a
new assistant,” said the high-school master,
shaking his head: “I wish your Greck
and Latin had been more satisfactory.”
Another friend spoke of a position in the
bank, but the old grammar-school teather
would not recommend him as quick or
accurate in accounts. The minister spoke
of him ns honest. “But we nced trained
minds as well as honest purposes in our
oflices,” said the business men of the place.
At last he accepted a position as porter in
s furniture shop. The work was hard,
the pay small, but it was employment.

“Don't tell me it makes no difference,”
he often says to careless boys who are
neglecting their studies. “I tell you it
does make a vast difference.”
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WHAT HAVE I!

Two oes have I, so bright and clear,

With then to sce both far and near,

The birds, she tlowers, thie bright blue sky,
Tho waters deop, the sun on high;

Tho Lord, my Qod, gave them to me,

To him belongs whate'or I sce.

Two ears have I, hero on my head,

With them to hear whate'er is said;

When mother says, * Come here, my child,
Bo always truthful, gentle, mild ;"

When father takes mo on his knce

And says, “ My darling, I love thee.”

A mouth have I, and well I know
What with that mouth I oft can do;
Can speak, and ask for many a thing,
Can tell my thoughts, and sweetly sing,
Can pray, and praise the Lord above,
And tell him nl? my care and love.

Two hands have I, ? >th left and right,
To work and play with all my might;
Two littls feet te leap and run

O’er hills and fields in merry fun,

To ramble by the brook so cool,

To go to church and Sunday-school.

A heart have I, that beats in love

For father, mother, God above —

The Saviour dear, so good and mild,
Who seeks the heart of every child,
Enow ye who gave this hcart of love ?
"Twas God the Lord, whe reigns ebove.

" LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTERLY REVIEW.
Sept. 26.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Let your light so shine before men, that
they may see your good works, and glorify
your Father which is in heaven.—Matt.
5. 16.

Titles and Golden Texts shoula be thor-
oughly studied.

. G. G. for J. C.
Be not overcome of —
Remember the—

1. F.C.inE. - - The entrance of—
2. P. and the P. G. Believe on tho—
3. P.at T.and B.  They received the—
4. P.P.inA. - - Godisa Spirit—
5. P.M.inC. - - Other foundation—
‘6. W.and W.for C. 1f I go and—
7. A.for S.cf O. For none of us-—
8. The E. of C. L. Aud now abideth—
9. P.O.atE. - - Take heed, and—
10
11.
12

CL - - -
. P.A.tothe k. E.

FOURTH QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE ACTS AND EPISTLES,

LzessoN L
PAUL'S LAST JUURNEFY TO JERCJALEM.

Ye know the grace—

[Oct. 3.

76

GOLDEN TEXT.

I am rendy not to bo bound only, but
also to die at Jerusalem for the nawne of
the Lord Jesus. .\cta 21 13

OUTLINE
1. Fellowship, v. 1.4

Paul not turn back ?
had called him ?

ﬂ_f..—'--- e *
t1o know the Lornd

e —

MY LESRON

To go straight on when God calia
To trust him to take care of we,
To piz¢ his work above overything else,

2. Self-purrender, v. 10.15.
THE LESSON STORY,

Paul went on his journey, sailing now
in one ship, then in another, until he came
to Tyre. Can you not traco his journecys
on the map? At Tyre the ship stopped
to unload, and Paul and his friends went
on shore and stayed seven duys with tho
¢ Christions of Tyre. Some of them, who
| wero taught by tho Spirit of God, told
Paul that he ought not to go to Jerusalem.
When the time came to sail away the men,
women, and children who loved Jesus
went with them down to the seashore.
There they knceled down and prayed, and
then said good-bye and went away
The ship soon came to the end of its
voyege, just at the foot of Mount Carmel.
Now Daul and his friends had to continue
their journey on foot. Thoy walked alon
tho seashore about thirty-five miles an
came to the fino city of Casarea. A good
man lived there who was ono of the seven
deacons when the Christian Church was
young. His nome was Philip. He had
four daughters who were all prophetesses.
While Paul was at his house a prophet
came from Judea named Agobus. He
prophesied that Paul would bo bound and
iven into the hands of his cnemics at
erusalem. Paul's friends begged him not
to go, but Panl felt that the Lord called
him, and so they went on, walking to
Jerusalem.

LA3SON HELPS FOR EVERY DAY,

Read the lesson verses. Acts 21.
1-15.
Read of the woman of Tyre who
came to Jesus. Mark 7, 24-30.
Tind what once took place at Mount
Carmel. 1 Kings 18. 19-39.
Read a story about Philip. Acts

Mon.
Tues.
Wed.
Thur.

8. 27-40,

Fri. Learn the Golden Text.

Sat. Learn what Paul had learned.
Matt. 16. 25.

Sun. Find what gave Paul comfort now.

2 Tim. 4. 7, 8.
QUESTIONS ON THE LESSON STORY.

To what city did Paul come in his jour-
necy ? Whom did he find there? What
woman had probably preached the Gospel
there? [Sce Helps for Tuaesday.] How
long did Paul and his friends stay?
Whe. did the ship stop at last? How
did Paul und his company travel then’
To what city did they come ? What good
man lived there? What do you know
about Philip? What did his four daugh-
ters do? Who gave them power to
prophesy, or teach? The Holy Spirit.
Whut prophet came there from Judea *

—

iously.

appointed.

TINY'S ALARM.CLOUK.
Tiny luoked up from her slute aa her

big brother Kent camo in one day with an
odd-shaped paper bundle in his hands.
Tiny ran to meot himn.

“0 Kent, what is it 2" sho asked cur-
* Anything for mo "

“ No,” said Kent. *Such a wide-awake

puss as you are doosn’t need aids to carly
rising,” and he untied the strings and
opened the package.

“Why, it's a clock!" said Tiny, dis.
“Wo've got threo clocks now,
Kent, What made you bring sncther 1"
Kent began winding the little clock
“You just listen,” he said.

Whir-r-r: rattle, ratile, rattle* whir r-r*
What a way for a clock tp striko'

“It's an alarm-clock,” explained Kent,
smiling at Tiny's wonder. * Weo can sct it
so that the slarm will striko at any tine
of night and wako us. You know that I
have to leave home before daylight some.
times,” for Kent was o railroad engineer.
“How very, very funny'” said Tin
with sparkling eyes. “Goes off all itsclf,
without any one touching it. O, how I
wish that I had one!”

“There's another funny thing about it
went on Kent, “If people don’t mind tho
alarm when it strikes, but think that thoy
will sleep o little longer, they grow less
and less rinblo to be waked by it, and soon
it doean't make any imnpression at all.”

Tiny considered. *1 wish that I could
have one all my own'” she said again.
“ It must be such fun to hear it go off!"

“You have one,” said Kent gravely.

“I? Analarm-clock?”

Kent nodded.

“Whero 7"

“Right in thero,” said Kent, with his
hand over Tiny’s hear.

“Well, I don't believe that it ever went
oft)” laughed Tiny.

“Yes, I'm sure that it has, Wait till
you feel like doing somcthing wrong.
That little clock will say: ‘ Whir! Tiny,
don’t’ You sce if it doosn't.”

Tiny laughed, and went back to her
examples. Soon a call came from the
kitcken: “ Tiny, dear, I want you.”

Tiny’s mouth began to pout, but she
suddenly called out cheertly, * Yes, mawm-
ma ;" and danced out of the room, lookin
back to say: “ It went off then, Kent, g
and loud.”

Kent nodded and swmiled.
it would,” he said.

And all you little folks with alarmn-
clocks want to bo sure that you answer
the first call, or they will ring and ring in
vain, aud turn you out good-for-nothing

“ 1 thought

What did he tell Pault Why wonld

Acts 21, 1-135.

Memory verses, 12-14,

men and women,
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THE JOURNEY'S END.

Littlo travellers Zionward,
Euach ono entering into rest
In the kingdom of tho Lord,
In tho mansion of the blest,
Thero to welcomno Josus waits !
(Jives the crown his followers win.
Lift your heads, yo golden gates;
Lot the littlo travellers in !

All our carthly journoy past,
Every tear and pain gone by,
Wo'll togother meot at last,
At the portai of the sky.
Each the welcome “ come "’ awaits,
Conquerers over death and sin;
Lift your heads, yo golden gates,
Lot the little travellers in.

. o

“1 WAS GOING TO."

Children are vorK
o

) fond of saying “I
was going to” T

boy lots the rats

catch his chickens. He was going to il !

the holo with

, each side of tho cabin,

DAYS.

HAPPY

A LITTLE HERO.

Thore are many sdult Christians who
; have not tho courage displayed by little
{ Charlie. Hore is what he did.
,  Charlic was going home with his uncle.
i They wero on the steawboat all night. A
, steatnboat is furnished with littlo beds on
Theso Jittlo beds
aro called borths. When it was timo to go
to bed Charlio undressed bimself.

“ Make hasto and jump into your berth,
boy,” eried his uncle.

“ Mayn't I first kneel down and ask God
to take care of us?"” asked Charlie.

" Wo sb="" be taken caro of fast enough,”
said his unue.

“Yes, sir,” said Charlie, “but mother
always tells us not to tako anything with-
out first asking.”

Unclo Tom had nothing to say to that;
and Charlic knelt down just as he did b,
his own little bed at home. God’s bounty
and goodness and grace you livo on day
by day, my children, but never tako it
without first asking.

gﬁm, and to act traps

or the rats huthe 7 = 1 %
did not do it in timo, ,/ S
and the chickens | o
wore caten, Ho con- :

goles himself for the
loss, and excuses his
carolessnoss by say-
ing, "1 was gung to
attend to that” A
horse falls through
o bruken plank in
the stablo and breaks
his leg, and is killed
to put him out of his
suffering. Theowner
was going to fix that
weak plank, and so
oxcuses himself A
Loy wets his foot and
sits for hours with.

out changing his
shoes, catches a
gsovere cold, and is
obliged to have the doctor for a week. !
His mother told him to change his wet
shoes when he came in, and he was going |
to do it, but did not. A girl tears her
new dross s0 badly that all her mending
cannot tnake it luok well again  There
was o little rent before, and she was going
to mend it, but she forgot. And so we
might gv on giving instance after instance,
such as huppens in every home with almost
every man and woman, boy and girl
“* Prucrastinativn is,” not only “the t ief‘
of time,” Lut it is the worker of vast mis.
chiefs. If a Mr. “I.was-going-to” lives in '
your house, just give him warning to leave.
Ho is a lounger and a nuisance. He
never did any good. He has wrought un-
numbered mischiefs. The girl or boy who
boglz]ins to live with him will have a very
unhappy time of it, and life will not be
succossful.  Put Mr. “I-was-going-to”
out of your house, and keep him out.
Always do shings that you are going 4o

A 8AD MISFORTUNE.

A SAD MISFORTUNE.

These boys have been flying their kite
out in the fields and there was not enocugh
wind for it to rise. So they took the
end of the long string in their hands and
set off to run across the field as fast as
over they could. By this means they
would probably have got the kite to rise,
had not an unexpeccted calamity pre-
vented it. As they were running without
looking behind them they suddenly folt
a jerk on the string, and looking round
were astonished to see that the tail of
the kite had caught on the neck of a
horse that was feeding in the field, and
become entangled in his mane; this was
bad enough, but it was not all. Before
they could get it loose the animal had
taken the string between its teeth and
cantered off' to the other end of the field.
There will be a long chase before it is
caught and the boys will be more careful

do.

in fubure.

e e —

THE ROSE, THE BIRD AND
THE BROOK.

“T will not give away my perfume,” suid
o rosebud, holding its pini potals tightly
wrapped in their tiny green caso, The
othar rosos bloomed in splendour, and
thoso who cnjoyed their fragranco ex.
claimed ot their beauty and swoetnecss;
but the selfish bud shrivellod and withered
away unnoticed.

“No, no," said a little bird; “I do not
want to sing.” But whon his brothers
soarod aloft on joyous wings, pouring a
flood of melody, making weary hearors
forget sorrow and bless the singers, then
the forlorn little bird was lonesome and
ashamed. He tried to sing, but the power
was gono; he could only make a harsh,
shrill chirp,

“If I givo away my wave'sts, I shall
not have enough for myself,” said the

Y | brook. And it hoarded all its water in a

hollow place, where it formed a stagpant,
slimy pool.

A boy who loved a fresh, wide-awake
rose, a buoyant, singing bird, and a leap-
ing, refreshing brooklet, thought on thess
things, and said. “If I would have, and
would be, I must share all my goods with
others, for

To give is to live ;
To gony is to die,

oot
CHILD-LIKE FOLLOWING GOD.

Very suggestively doesan inspired writer
say . " Be ye followers of God as dear chil-
dren.” A good model is thus commended,
Children naturally imitate or follow the
oxample of their parents. Whatever they
see them do they attempt to do. They
conform as closely as possible to the copy
set before them in parental doings and
sayings. This tendency is developed at
quite an early period in life. The young
child is found in various ways resembling
the parent. To this imitative principle in
human nature allusion is evidently made
irs the apostolic injunction just quoted.

Thus, to follow God is to fully confide in
him, No feeling of a child toward a parent
is more spontaneous and distinguishing
than sconfidence. Hardly anything is more
unnatural than a child's disirusb of a
parent. Ordinarily, a child’s highest idea
of excellence is embodied in the parent,
who is deemed a paragon uf perfection.
Many a child trusts a parent even without
a question. It is taken for granted that
all is right in what a father or mother
does. Of the class of children who believe
that their parents can do nothing wrong
was the little girl, seven years old, who
said of a counterfeit coin whick some one
had refused to take of her, “I am sure it
is & good one, for my father hes just made
it.” Such a confiding child certainly
deserved a better father, that she might
never come to know that her confidence
was misplaced.

My son, keep sound wisdom and dis.
cretion.



