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THE FisHER-
MAN'S SON.

Brave Jobu John-
‘tson was a bold fish-
erman who lived up-
on the rocky coast
of Nova Scotia, He
used to go out, even
in stormy weather,
in his buat to catch
fish to support his
wile aud family.
Sometimes he was
out all nizht, and
when the storm
hewvled above the
: roof his wife used
jto wateh and pray
to God to bring her
husband safe to
' Jand. Little Jonas
Johnson was the
tiskermau's son, and
¢ used to be very Jmd
of going out swith
his father in his
%bcat. Tu the picture
' he is ashing to go
{ again. Bochis father
says, “ No, my son,
not to-day. The
weather looks too
squally. When you
1 get to be a big boy,
~fthen you may go.
1But now you must
£ stay ashore and be
; mother’s little man."
And with a loviug
kiss he bids bislittle
boy goad-bye, and
little Jonas watches
him wistfully as
§ longashisboat keeps
in sight.

[ N
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Tur Fisuxruax’s Sox.

THE BOY AND
THE MASON

Tug stil} form of
a little boy lay
the coflin, sarrouml-
ed by mourmny
friends. A mason
cawe 1uto the rvom
and asked to look a2
the lovely face.

“You wonder that
I care so much,” he
said, ns the tears
rolled down his
cheeks, “but your
boy was a messen-
ger of Gud to me
One time I was
coming down by a
long ladder from a
vury high roof, snd
found your Lttls boy
standing close be
side me when I
reached the gruund
He looked up in my
face with clildish
wonder, and asked,
frankly, { Weren'
you sfrand of falling
when you were up
so high?" And be-
fore T had time to
answer, he said, ‘Ah,
1 know why you
were not afraid—
you had sad your
prayers this mem-
iy before you be-
gan your work' I
hiad not prayed . but
I npever forgut to
pray frum that tune
to this, and by God’s
help [ never will.”
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HAPPY DAYS.
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PER TEAR-—POGTAOR FREX ns drum, an . we playe . 8py an Said Sue Langdon. *“T wish I had a dress
Tuo beat, the chespest, the most cotertalalng, the most poputar. | * Stage  Coach’ and  Puss-in-the-Corner.’ [ 411 itk and velvet, like Amy Johu's, Ivs
Chritian Quandian, Weekl¥oe. couiieeesivvse vererssinee e200 | Then we each took a comb and some tiswue Tovely !"
Hethodist Nn;:aune 06 pjr., n-nthly, |l|untnled 200 d plaved tl loud .
-’11133'3:':1&“.7-“#:'!7&':'::ﬁ'“"m Ciee-eeeneeees 340 | PAPCE, A1A played on them as °“" 88 We |« wish I had a bag full of money,” said °
faoday ol s, SA11 oy ortiy” . <o+ g ¢d| could—had  regular comb concert. her buother Tom, “and I'd buy it for you;
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gy L,?'a'ff.' andy O o1z| “Why, Tommy?” tion was put right to her. Then she
B s et men, st} “Well, T do,” persisted Tommy. “It|answered softly, “T'd rather have a clean
Address: WILLIAM DRIGGS, h
Methodist Iiook & Publishing House, would save you so mu_ch trouble with your | yeart, Mamma says that's worth more
74 8)King Bt East, Toronto- | headaches and my noise, for T know I'm & {hqn silver and gold and diamonds; and we
C. W, Coarzs, 8. F. Heren, . . N . . . X 4
3 Uleury Street, Weaeuy an Book noisy boy. I believe you'd tixe lots more | oop gel it by just asking for it
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CHRIST WELCOMING SINNERS.

WE are told that in stormy weather it is
not unusual for small birds to be blown out
fiom land on to the sea. They are often
scen by voyagers out of their reckoning and
far from the coast, hovering far over the mast
on weary wings, as if thay wanted to alight
and rest themselves, but fearing to do so.
A traveller tells us that on one occasion a
little lark, which iollowed the ship for a
corsiderable distance, was at last compelled
ttrrougdh sheer weariness to alight.  He was
so worn out as to be casily caught. The
warm hand was so agreeable to him that
he sat down on it and buried his little
cold feet in his feathers, and looked about
with his bright eye zot in the least airaid,
and as if feeling assured that he had been
cast amongst good, kind people whom he had
no occasion to be backward in trusting. A
touching picture of the soul who is aronsed

comfort than you do now.”

“Don’t you think I like to hear the
music of my little boy’s voice ?”

“The trouble is you hear it too much
and too loud,” Jaughed Tommy.

A few days after he went to see Phil
again. It was fine sliding, so he and Phil
and a dozen other boys were sliding down
the hill back of Mrs. Potter’s house.

“I'm dreadful thirsty,” said Tommy to
Phil.  “I'll run down to your house for a
drink of water.”

“You won’t need to go in,” said Phil.
“You can get it from the cistere in the
back room.” The cistern was nnder the
floor, the water lew down and Tommy's
arm short. It was icy, too, around the
trap-door, and it was no wonder that Tommy
slipped in.

He caught the edge of the board and
held on with all bis might, screaming for
help. Through the open outside door he
could see Mzrs. Potter sitting by the back
parlour window, sewing, and she could
easily have heard him scream, if she only
hadn't been deaf.

The boys on the hill made too much

The little girl was right in her choice,
and right in her thought as to how it could
be obtained. Of all the blessed things
Jesus swtid we could have, none is more
precious than this: “Blessed are the pure
in heart, for they shall see God.”

A BIRD STORY.

Lasr spring one of the old birds in Dr.
Prime’s collection—a gray sparrow—became
blind. Struightway a little dark brown-
and-white bird, known as a Japanese nun,
and named Dick, became the sparrow's
friend. The sparrow’s home had a round
hole as a dcor-way. Little Dick would sit
down on a perch opposite the hole and chirp.
The blind bird would come out, and guided
by Dick’s chirps wouid leap to the perch
aud sc on to the seed cup and water bottle.
But the most curious part of the perform-
ance was when the blind sparrow would try
to get back into the house. Dick would
place the sparrow exactly opposite the hole
by shoving him along the perch. VWhen
opposite, Dick would chirp, and the blind
bird would leap in, never failing.—Selected.
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THE GOLDEN RULE

LirTLE Alice and May

Are in Sunday-school ;
The lesson to-dny

Is the Golden Rule:
To do unto others—

You know it runs thus—
As we would desire

They should do uuto us.

They have cowe very early,
And no one is in ;

1'm afraid they'll be tired
Befors we begin.

But no: Alice thinks,

} “I'll try to please May

And keep her conteuted,
So she will stay.

“] have some sweet pictures,”
She says with a emile ;
“Will you Jook at them, dear,
For a little while?”
So page alter page
She patiently turned
Explaining each one
As at home she had learned.

When the teacher came in
They were happy as birds,
And she was 80 pleased
With dear Alice’s words,
“I've tried to amuse

w» »® & o . ® o .
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Little May,” said she,
«’Cause I'd liketo be pleased
Were 1 little, you see.”
H K B

THROUGH THE HEMLOCKS.
MANY years ago there was a mission

i among the Chippewa Indians at Sault Ste.

Marie in Michigan. A yearly camp-meet-
ing was held, and the Indians used to come
to it from a considerable distance. Many
of them bad embraced Christianity, but
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there were some who clung obetinately to
their old pagan belief in the happy huating-
grounds as the Indians’ heaven.

There was & little Chippewa girl, about
eight years old, who had been converted,
and who was deeply anxious for the conver-
sion of her father, whom she could not per-

& suade to attend auy of the meetings.

The camp was in the midst of a dense

{§ growth of young hemlocks, The tents were

pitched in & circle ronnd the speaker’s
stand. The wigwam of the little girl's
father was at some distance outside of this
circle, and between it and the camp the
young hemlocks grew so thick that it was
almost impossible to forcea paisage through
them. Bat the little girl found a hatohet

in her father's wigwam. While ho slept,
she worked,

The sun shone Jdown through the hem-
locks and lighted up with wonderful beauty
a long, straight, narrow path that she had
cut very neatly all the way from her
father's wigwam to the camp where the
meetings were held. The pagan father was
astonished.  * Daughter,” said he, * what
does this mean "

“My futher,” said she, “1 have chosen
the strait aud narrow way thut leads to
eternal life. I have wmade this path for
you, Won't you come to the camp-eeting
and hear about Jesus?"”

Then she took him gently by the hand.
The path was too narrow for two to walk
in gide by side. So they went iu Indian
file. The little girl led the way. Slowly
snd reluctantly her father followed. He
listened to the simple story of the Lord
Jesus Christ, sud went back through the
hemlocks to his wigwam. But he came
again and again, aud the path cut with his
own hatchet proved at last a path to the
Saviour, for the pagan Indian became one
of his humble followers.—Selected.

UNWILLING.

A wHITE and blue sky reflected in clear,
still waters; a soft breeze, rocks, grasses,
tvees; a hill-side. What more did Mr. Artist
want T But he looked about uneasily until
the spectre of a minute little pink sunbon-
net appeared aud disappeared lixe the noon.
day will-with-tlie-wisp. * Just the thiug!”
said Mr. Artist. “Hello!” The sunbounet
came nearer, and two blue eyes and an
open month revealed themselves from under-
neath.

“ What are you doing, little girl 1"

“ Gettin’ thweet flag,” she answered.

Mr. Artist sketched rapidly.

“ Where do you hve 7"

*“ There,” pointiug to a tiny brown house
close by the bauk.

“What's your name ?”

« Thity.”

“Sissy? Well, Siasy, will you staud on
that stone for me & minute?” still making
quick strokes.

“ No, I muth go home.”

“ But I'll—I’ll give you five cents.”

“Don’t want five thenth.”

“But, let's see"—(if she would only
stand still!) “I'll tell you a story.”

*“'Bout a little girl and a cow and a pig?”
“Once there was a little pig.”

(Lightning strokes of the pencil.)

“ No, a little girl.”

“Qh, yes! Once—staud a little more

“1 don't want to thtand.”

“But wait  Onee there was a Iittle grl
and she had a black prg with red spots, und
-and—the cow Jumped over the men.
and—just one mnnute longer- Ah, I have
you now !”

Which was fortunate, a3 Siasy’s small
patienco had quite disappenred,

A wail brought her mother,

But Sissy attracts many an oye in hor
well-lighted coruer of the city art-museumn,
Some day she will herselt see the little
arief.stricken figure.  Then wistful wmem.
ories of God'a sweet wondetland and her
childhood will follow her through lonyg years
of city cures.

- —— e .

CAT AND PARROT.

GAUTIER, the French writer, had a cat
which slept on his bed nights, on the arm
of his chair daytimes, followed him when
he walked, aud always kept himn company
at meals. One day a fiiend left Lis parrot
in Gautier's charge during his abseuce.
The poor bird sat discousolate on the top
of his stand, while the cat stared at the
straugesight. Gautier followed her thought,
and read there clearly: ‘It must be u green

. chicken.”

Thereupon she jumped from his writing-
table, crouched flat, with head low, back
stretched out at full length, and eyes fixed
immovable on the bird. The parrot followed
all the movements, raiscd his feathers,
sharpened his bill, stretched out his claws,
aud evidently prepaured for war. The cat
lay still, tut Gautier again read in her
eyes : “ No doubt, though green, the chicken
must be good to eat.”

Suddenly her back was arched, and with
one superb bound she was on the perch,
when the parrot screamed out, * Have your
breakfast, Jack ?’

Pussy was almost frightened out of her
wita, She cast an anxious glance at her
master, leaped down and hid under the bed,
from which no threat or caress could bring
ber out for the day.—Our Dumb Animals.

“POOR PAPA:" -

Tue other ovening the little daughtes of
a rich man was paying a visit at a neigh-
bour's and the respective mothers were
talking of physical ailments and their
remedier., After awhile the little girl saw
an opportunity to make a remnark.

“ My peps,” she said, “always drinks
whiskey when he is sick.”

Then she stopped for a minute, her eyes
softensd and ssddened, and she coalinued
slowly :

“ Aud poor paps is sick nearly all the

this way.”

time."—Bannuer.
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ELIJAH.
Eruan at prond Ahab's court
No longer may abide,
But refuge in the desert seeks,
At lonely Cherith's side.

But though we wander far from men,
The mighty God is nigh,

And even there our prayers can hear,
An-l there our wants supply.

And so the faithful prophet found
1n his loue desert home,

For lo, with ample bread and flesh,
The ravens daily come.

“ Give us this day vur daily bread,”
Is no vain fruitless prayer,

And, if we trust, we shall be fed,
However poor we are.

“IS GOD HERE?”

A YoUxG man, Lester M———, a graduate
of a military school, had been extremely
profane, and thought little of the watter.
After his marriage to & high-minded, lovely
wife, the habit appeared to him in a different
light, and he made spasmodic efforts to con-
quer it. But not uuntil a {ew months ago
did he becbme victor, when the growing
evil was set before bim by & little iveident
in its real and shocking sinfulness.

One Sunday morniug stauding before the
mirror shaviug, the razor slipped, iuflicting
a shght wound. True to his fixed hatit, hs
ejaculated the single word “ God ™ aud was
not a httle amazed and chagrined to see re-
flected in the mirror the pretty picture of
Ius little three-year-old daughier, as laying
her doll hastily down, she sprung frow
her seat to the floor, exclainng, as she
looked eagerly aud expectautly about the
room, “ Is Dod here 2"

Pale and ashamed, and at a los<fora bet
tor answer, he stmply sad © Why ¢ to the
eager hittle questioner.

“’Cause 1 thought ha was when 1 heard
you speak to lum™ Then, noticing the
sober look on s fuce and the tear< of
shamo 1 his eyes as ho puzed down mto
the mnocent, radiant face, she patted lim
lovingly on the haud, exclsiming, assuningly |
* Call hrw agam, papa, aud 1 dess he'il surely
come.

Oh, how every sylluble of the child's trust-
ing words cut to hus heart!  The still small
voice was heard at lust, thoush it svunded
now in lus ears hike a voice of thunder,
His mund was tempest-tussed, waves of
bumthation and contrition swept through
his soul,  Catebing the wondertal child wp
in lus anms, he koelt down, aad for the st
time 10 lus hite implored of Gold furgiveness
for the past offences and guidance for all
future life, thavking him in fervent spivit
that he had not surely come before in answer
to some of his awful blasphemies. Sarely,
*a little child shall lead thew.”—Christian

Advocale.

————— PO e

IS THERE ANY MOTHER THERE?

A LITTLE girl once followed the workwmen
from her father’s grounds where they went
home to their dinuer, because she was fond
of a kind old man who was one of them,
When he looked from his door he saw her
sitting on & log waiting for him, and invited
her to go into the cottage. She looked in,
saw the strange faces around the table, and
hesitated. When he urged her, she raised
her sweet little fuce and inquired—

“Is there any mother in there?”

“VYes, my dear, there is a mother in here,”
he unswered,

“QOb, then, I'll go in; for I'm not afraid
if there's a mother there.”

Her child experience had told her she
could place coufidence in a mother's sym-
pathies. A home may be small and mean,
but if it is the shrine of 2 mothet’s love, it
is & bappier place than a palace would be
without this blessed presence.

TEMPERANCE TALK.

Do you kuow why Jeunie Ray does not
come to Sunday-school, ‘and why her
muming does not go' to church? It is be-
cause Mrs. Ray cannot clothe herself and
Jeunie suitably for Sunday-school or church.
Once Mrs. Ray had all the money aud food

and cluthing she needed. Now she often:

has not encugh for lier table, aud in winter
her house is cold. Once she lived iu plenty;
aow, though she works herd, she is poor.
And why is all this? It is hecause Mrs,

Ruy's husband hns become o drunkard.
He does not work now as he once did.
When he does work, he spends o3t of hiy
money for diiuk, and brings howme but little
for Mrs. Ry und Jennie.

“ How gaad it would be,” Mrs. Ray often
says, *if there were no saloong” T quite
agree with her. If there were no drinking-
places, the young mea would not leara to
drink, and then there would be no drunk-
ards. Then mothers and children would
not live in poverty, and there would be
plenty and comfurt in every home. Thsre
are always sad bearts in the drunkard’s
hume. If there were no salocns and no
drunkards, there would be glsdness aud joy
in every home. I want all the boys and }
girls to becowme strong temperance friends.
They must never touch or taste any kind
of Liquurs, aod help all they can to put
down the salvons and all places where
drink is sold.

——— et

TAKE CARE.

Li17TLE children, you must seek
Rather to be good than wise;

For the thoughts you do not speak
Shine out in your cheeks and eyes,

If you think that you can be
Cross or cruel, and look fair,
Let me tell you how to see
You are quite mistaken there.

Go and stand before the glass,
And some ugly thought contrive,
And my word will come to pass
Just ag sure a3 you're alive !

What you have and what you lack,
All the same as what you wear,
You will see reflected back;
So, my little folks, take care.

Aund not only in the glass

Will your secrets cuine to view;
All beholders, as they pass,

Will perceive and kuow themw, too.

Out of sight, my boys and girls,
Every root of beauty starts ;

So think less about your curls,
More about your minds and hearts.

Cherish what is good, and drive
Ewil thoughts and feelings far,
For as sure as you're alive,

You will show for what you are,
~—ALICE CARY.

THE mother had cut her litlle daughter's
hair to make “ bangs.” Surveving her owan
work, she said, * Bessie, yesterday you
looked 2s if yo1 had no sepse; to-day you |
look as if your mother had none.” _




