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The Second Time.
JrsUa is coming again to carth,
Not as before in lowly birth ;
Thoe second time hio will come nsa king,
And royal equipage he will bring,
Come with his Futher in glory bright
And hosts of angels armyed ia white.

And shall Isee him? Yes, we are told
Every eye the King shall behold ;

Someo will meet him with joy supreme,
Some sink down and hide in shame,
Love him, my child, and his word obey,
You shall rejoice in that last great day ;

And when the trmnpet of Ged shall sound,
You with his saiuts shall then be found,
Ready to join in the glad array

Of that triwinphant, rapturous day,

To walk with the blest the golden stiect
And cast your crown at Jesus® feet.

——er —

THE TRAVELLER'S TREE.

IN tropical countries, plaits il
trees grow in great luxuriance, aud
often take on quaint forms  Iu

West Indies, a curious fan shagun!
tree is found that bears the nawe
of the Travelier's Tree. Long
stalks grow on either side of the
stemy, and  these stalks store up
water for a considersnble perind.
In the driest weather the predious
liquid - which is said to be pure
and pleasant —ean be had by piere
ing a stalk, about a quart being
yielded by each  Travellers often
resort to this very useful tree for
the means of quenching thirst, and
hence the name it bears,
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WINNING A GOOD NAME.

“Cuantie Lestie,” called out a
fanner to 2 buy who was passing,
“we are short of hands to-lny.
Couldn’t you give us a turn at
theso pears?  They must be off to
market by tomorrow morning. If
you will help me this afternoon,
I't pay you well.” days are above work, if they haven't o

“Not 1,” said Charley ; “I'm off { whole jacket to their backs.” |said the farmer, well pleased. T
on a fishing-excursion. Can't leave! «Could I help vou, Mr. Watson?" } don’t believe there's another boy about
my business to attend to other peo-{said a pleasant voice just then, as, who would ofler his services.”
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Tl TRAVELLER'S TREE.

“Might know it was you, Fred,”

ple's;” and with o laugh he walked { Fred Stacey appeared  around the| The matter was soon arranged, and
on, clump of lilac-hushes which had hid . Fred pulled off his jacket and went to

“That's what boys are good for him from view. He had heard the ' work with a will, picking and assorting
now-a~days,” growled the farmer. pconversation with Charley ; and, as the fruit very carefully, to the great
“These pears inight rot on the trees, ; he was an obliging boy, he was sorry l adinieation of My, Watson.
for allstho help I could get from them. !to see the farmer’s frait waste for] *I1f that boy had to work for a
Time was when neighbours, men and | wvant of hands to gatherit. <1 have [living, T would engage him quick
boys both, were obliging to each other, | nothing particular to do this afterncen, | enough,” he thought.  “But he'll
and would help in » pinch and take j and would as lef work for you awhile } make his way in any Lusiness. One
1o pay but ‘Thank ye.’ Lads nowa-|as not.” so obliging will make a host of friends

who will always bo willing to lend
a helping hang.”

Fred would take no pay from
the farmer, who he well knew was
working hard to pay off his mort-
gage. But he did accept a basket
of pears for his mother, as they
were very excellent ones, and the
farmer insisted so warmly on his
taking them.

Ever after that Fred was sure
of a good friend in farmer Watson,
and one who was always ready to
speak a word for him whenever his
name was mentioned. Oh, if boys
knew what golden capital this * good
mune” was, they would work hard
to get it. Well did the wisest man
say, it ‘is rather to be chosen than
great riches.” It has helped many
« wan to acquire riches. It is of
great impurtance to a boy what the
men of lus place suy of him.  Never
faucy they do not know you—that
they have no interest in what you
do.  Every businessanan sees and
estimates the boys that pass before
hine at pretty nearly their own
worth.  Every man with sons of
lis vwn takes an interest in other
men's suns.  There is nothing like
vhliging ways to make friends of
people and to Jeod them to speak
well of you. That will be a step-
ping-stone to your success in life.

CRUELTY.

It is a cruel thing to send a boy
out into the world untaught that
aleohol in any form is fire, and will
cevtaiply burn him if he puts it into
his stomach. It is a cruel thing to
educate a boy in such a way that
he has no adequate idea of the
dangers that beset bis path. It is
w mean thing to send a boy out to
take his place in society without
understanding the relation of temper-
ance to his own safety and prospericy
and that of society. The national
wealth goes into the ground. If we
could only manage to bury it without
having it pass thitherward in the form
of a poisonous fluid through the in-
flamed bodies of our neighbours and
friends, happy should we be.  But this
great abominable curse dominates the
world. . . . The more thoroughly
we can instruct the young concerning
this dominnting evil, the better will it

be for them and for the world, o
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PLEASANT HOURS.

=

Six Little Feet on the Fender.

IN my heart there liveth a picture
Of a kitchen rude and old,
Where the firelight tripped o’er the rafter,
And reddened the roof’s brown mold,
Gilding the steam of the kettle,
That hummed on the foot-worn hearth,
Throughout all the livelong evening,
Its measure of drowsy mirth.

Because of the three light shadows -
That frescoed that rude old room—
Because of the voices echoed
Up ’mid the rafters’ gloom —
Because of the feet on the fender,
Six restless, white little feet—
The thoughts of that dear old kitchen
Are to me so fresh and sweet.

When the first dash at the window
Told of the coming rain,

Oh, where are the fair young faces
That crowded against the pane?

While bits of firelight stealing,
Their dimpled cheeks between,

Went struggling out in darkness,
In shreds of silver sheen.

Two of the feet grew weary,
One dreary, dismal day,

And we tied them with snow-white ribbons,
Leaving them by the way ;

There was fresh clay on the fender,
That dreary, wintry night,

.For the four little feet had tracked it
From the grave on the bright hill’s height.

Oh, why, on this darksome cvening,
This evening of rain and sleet,

Rest my feet all alone on the hearthstone ?
Oh, where are those other feet ?

Are they treading the pathway of virtue,
That will Lring us together above;

Or have they made steps that will dampen
A sister’s tireless love?

e

THE ROYAL PRINCESS.

A Goop mother, not long ago, anxious
to train her little daughter in domestic
duties, gave her instructions to sweep
and dust her own chamber, and know-
ing that “the hope of reward sweetens
labour,” said to the child —

“If she will come to me after her
work is done I will show Ler a picture.”

The little bedroom was at length put
to rights, and Emma came to her
mother, reminding her of her promise
about the picture.

“What do you see, my child 1” her
mother asked, as she laid the picture
before her daughter.

«1 see a young girl with her dress
fastened up, an apron on, and a broom
in her hand.”

“Can you tell me what kind of a
place she is in?”

“Y do not know. There are walls
and avches of stone, and a bare stone
floor. I do not think it can be a
pleasant place.”

“No, it is not. It is a prison, and
the young gitl is a king’s daughter.”

“ A king's daughter!” '

“Yes; and her story is a very sad
one.”

«Please tell me about her.”

“More than cighty years ago the
King of France was Louis XVI. and
his wife was Marie Antoinette. They
were not a wicked king and queen,
but they were thoughtless and fond of
pieasure. They forgot that it was
their duty to look after the good of
their people, so they spent money ex-
travagantly in their own pleasures

19}

while the whole nation was suffering.
The people became dissatistied; and
when finally Louis and Marie Antoin-
ette saw the mistake they had been
making, and tried to change their con-
duct, it was too late. The people,
urged on by bad leaders, learned to
hate their king and queen. They were

taken with their two children and the.

sister of the king and shut upin a
prison called the Temple.

“There were dreadful times in
France then, and every one who was
suspected of being friendly to the royal
family was sent to prison and to the
guillotine. The prisoners in the Temple
passed the time as best they could.
The king gave lessons to his son and
daughter every day, or read to them
all, while Marie Antoinette, Madame
Elizabeth, and the young MariaTheresa
sewed. .

« After a time the angry people took
away the king and beheaded him,
and shortly after the little son was
separated from his mother, sister, and
aunt, and shut up by himself in the
charge of a cruel gaoler. Next it was
Marie Antoinette’s turn to ascend the
scaftold, which she did in 1793. Her
daughter Maria Theresa was then left
alone with her aunt, the Madame
LElizabeth.

“But it was not long she was allow-
ed even this companionship. Madame
Elizabeth was taken away and behead-
ed, and then the poor young girl of
fifteen was left alone in a dismal prison,
guarded by brutal soldiers. For a
year and a half she lived thus, leading
the most wretched existence, and not
knowing whether her mother and aunt
were alive or dead.

“Years afterward, when she was
free, she wrote a book about her life
in prison. In that we read: ‘I only
asked for the simple necessities of life,
and these were often harshly refused
me. I was, however, enabled to keep
myself clean. Thad at least soap and
water, and I swept out my room every
day.”

“JTs that a true story, mamma ”

“Yes, Emma, every word of it; and
there is much, much more that I can-
not tell you now.”

“ What became of her at last?”

“She was finally released from prison,
and sent to Austria to her mother’s
friends; but it was a full year after
she reached Vienna before she smiled,
and though she lived to be more than
seventy years old, she never forgot the
terrible sulferings of her prison life.

“But, my child, what I wished to
teach you is, that though it is some-
times very pleasant to be a princess, it
may be most unfortunate at other
times.  Yet there are no circumstances
in life, either high or low, in which a
woman will find the knowledge of
domestic duties to come amiss, and in
which she will not be far happier aiid
more uscful for possessing that know-
ledge.

Little children do not always com-
prehiend everything at once; so T will
not say that from that time forth

Emma took delight in dusting and

sweeping. But, my little readers, bear
in mind that that woman is the most

queenly—not the one who is most |

ignorant and the most burdensome to
dthers, but the one who is wisest in
small things as well as great—who uses
her wisdom and her strength for the
benetit of those around her, shrinking
from no duty that she should perform,
but doing it cheerfully and well.—
E. B. Duffey.

AN EXCITED FOREIGNER.

A parTY of Frenchmen who were
out sailing were caught in a sudden
squall and compelled to stay overnight
at one of the small hotels at Rock-
away Beach. One of them, a late
arrival, was greatly exercised over the
discomforts of the place, and com-
plained bitterly about the lack of
elegance in the fittings and inadequacy
of the supper to satisfy a refined
palate. A member of a fishing club,
who had been out crabbing, court-
eously gave up his room to the for-
eigner, and shared the bed of one of
his companions ; but in vacating the
apartment he left behind his fishing-
tackle and a basketful of the crabs he
had caught.

The Frenchman sought the chamber
rather late, and retired at once. Dur-
ing the night he awoke and fancied
he heard a noise that was not the
murmur of the surf on the beach
beneath his window. He sat up and
listened. Yes, he was sure of it then.
A strange, scratching sound, and in a
moment he was out of his bed, for it
came from the floor underneath his
feet, and from different parts of it,
too. In a fright he groped for his
matches and struck a light. Then
with a yell he made for the door. The
basket in the corner had upset, and
the released crabs were straggling
about all over the floor. In the gloom
the frightened foreigner could hardly
make out the appearance of the odd-
looking creatures, and he never stopped
to investigate.

It was midnight, and a few strag-
glers were going out of the office
down-stairs, when he burst into it in
brief apparel, “Zee proprie-ataire!”
he shouted. ¢ Show to me zee pro-
pric-ataire ¢”

« What's wrong, sir?” asked that
gentleman, coming forward.

“Wrong, sare?’ cried the other.
“ Every sing is wrong!
situation diabolique! I cannot of zee
souper eat. I cannot of zec beer
drink. I asked for my chambre, and
you show him to me. Zee bed so hard
is I cannot upon him sleep. Zce pee-
low so small is I lose heem in one
But I no mind zat. 1 try
to myself compose, zen zere is one

Zees is one

moment.

seretch, seretehy, sereteh, and one clack,

clack, all zee chambre over. Zee
candel T been illumine.  Ciel | What

you tink I'see? Boogs, zare, monstair
Beeg as my head.

1 do not hean no

hoogs. (o zare.

Take zee chambre,

more want. Zeve is ot reom in heem

- for me and three or four boog like

zat.”— Bxechange.

DOMESTIC TRAYNING FOR GIRLS.

Norrrme s more signiticant of the
socidl eonditiom ef a people than the
training of s girls in domestic life.
In Germany the daughters of the
nobleman, of the primce, and of the
small shop-keeper learn alike to cook,
to sweep, and to keep house. After
the training in books is over, Fraulein
Lena and her Royal Highness Princess
Sophie both begin this home education.

There are establishments where they
are taken by the year, as in a bourding-
school. In one menth they wash
dishes and polish glass and silver ; in
another they cook meats; in another
bake ; in the next “lay down” meat
for winter use, or preserve fruit, make
jellies and pickles, sweep and dust
Plain sewing, darning, and the care of
linen are also taught and taught
thoroughly. The German “betrothed”
is thus almost always a thorough
housekeeper, and spends the time be-
fore marriage in laying in enormous
stores of provisions and napery for her
future home.

In France a girl begins at twelve
years of age to take part in the house-
hold interests. Being her mother’s
constant companion, she learns the
system of close, rigid economy which
prevails in all French families. 1f
there be but two sticks of wood burn-
ing on the hearth, they are puiled
apart when the family leave the room,
even for a half-hour, and the brands
are saved.

English girls of the educated classes
seldom equal the German and French
in culinary arts, but they are early
taught to share in the care of the poor
around them. They teach in the-
village school or they have industrial
classes ; they have some hobby—such
as drawing, riding, or animals—to
occupy their spare time with pleasure
or profit. ’

These facts are for the girls. They
can draw the lesson for themselves.—
Selected.

P

MARK THE DIFFERENCE.

Tuxn baker exchanges his bread for.
money ; the bread is the staff of life.
The butcher’s meat invigorates the
body and sustains life.  The grocer
sells his goods thut he may be bene-
fited. The merchant’s goods shield the
body from the wintry blasts. Al
these are necessary. Dut what of the
saloon-keeper's mcrchandise { The
very angels of the bottomless pit stand
aghast at the awfulness of the misery
which the traffic engenders.  His busi-
ness is a curse to the community and
death to every one who touches it.
Discourage it.  Work againsg it in
every possible way.

<

Wiar is sadder in our reflection,
and yet what more frequent, than our
unconscious farcwells? . '
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The Homestead Kitchen,

How bLright awd warm a place it was,
Thit quaing dear Kitchon old,

Where burning logs defied the frost -
The breath of winter colil,

The tall clock from the corner dim
The nightly silence broke,

In tolling off the passing hours
With slow and measured stroke.

The apples quartered and festooned
On strings wore hanging high,
And cars of goldey corn were hung

Around the fire to dry.

"I'was there the busy mother made
Her doughnuts, pies, and cakes;
"Twas there she put her bread to rise,
And watched it brown and bake.

"Twas there tho spinning wheel was heard
From carly morn till night ;

For thero dear grandma spun and recled
The deecy wool so white.

A pretty pictune grandina nuwde,
With suow-white hatr aeld cap,

When, weary with lier wotl at tismgs,
Her hands lay in her Lap,

She dreamed, nodogbt, of bygone days,
When life was new and sweet ;

She doubticss heard the pattor, too,
Of many little fect.

Al now and then the chilidven canme
Lo her with griefs amd joys;

And now and then she kissed and rocked
The baby girls and boys,

The sunbeams played-upon the wall
And danced upon the floor,

And lny in threads of gobilen light
From crar ks around the docr.

No longer swing those hinges now,
No merry chilgren play,

No buzz of spinning-wleel is heard
Throughout the hivelong day.

For restless tino has closed the door—
Has locked and barred it fast—
And only to the metmory come
These visions of the past.

For as the winter snow falls soft,
It briugs to mind at times

The pleasant sceues of long ago,
Like sweet low-whispered rhymes,

Ye feathery flakes that drift around
That dear beloved place,

Tell to that kitchen, changing timne
Can ne'er ats joys effiee,

°
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THE MISSIONARY SKIFF,
“MESSENGER.”

REV. 3. CALVERT.

WE have heard a great deal about
the mission boat Glaed Tidings, and

i the children of our Sunday-schools

have done nobly in helping to build
and insustaining erin herwork, Al
honour to them for their help and
sympathy  J am sure that the mis-
sionarics on the Pucific Const think of
the kindness of the dnldn'n of Ontario,

o and thank God tnut through tlmr
o instrumentality they are enabled to
pursuo far more suceessfully the work

they love so well; and I cannot help
thinking that the Indiwus sometimes

¢ think of the children who have been
. instrumental in sending  them  the
| gospel, and I funey that in the Indian's

prayers  those children nre remen-

i bered,

But I remember onco. being connee-

ted with unother missionary eraft, o
tiny little boat  belonging  to  the
Methodist Church of Part Chalmers,
Otago, New Zealand, employed i
tuking the minister of Port Chatmers
to his appointments at Broad Bay and
Deboralt’s Buy.,  She was uchnow-
ledged to be one of the cleanest,
prettiest, and fastest skifls in the
harbour, and was an imposing sight,
when under full sail, on o Dbright
summer's afternoon scudding before a
“six knot breeze,” r;;ontly pushing
lier way through under the measured
strokes of her sturdy crew, as they
willingly plied oars and paddies, and
brought 2he lessenger to time by
sheer muscular {dree.

Well do we remember same of those
journeys, somnetimes so pleasant and
sometimes so dangerons.  Sometimes
the route lay among hidden, sunken
sometimes among Juge beds
of sand, with scareely enough water to
ot the tiny evatt.  The rocks were
s the worst, and were considered
to be very dangerous when the watcer
ahove them was rough and “choppy.”
Under these  circumstances, scaveely
a word was spohen until the passage
was made, when all hands scemed to
breathe more freely, and to feel
devoutly thankful to Almighty God
for the safe deliverance just granted.

The writer will never fongct his
tirst passage through the “Upper
Channel,” as  this rocky routo was
called, It was night. We had been
over to Broad Bay with Rev. \Wee
K
“sou-wester”  had sprung up, the
waves were getting higher and higher,
the channel was rough and angry, the
might was dark, the wind had inereased
almost to o gale, and nothing svemed
to be in our favour, save the fact that
“houte” lay at the end of the journey.
Two ¢ old salts ™ wero along, and they
resolved to “put off™” and try it.
With » jong pull, and a strong pull,
and a pull both together, they quickly
brought the little boat to tho channel
in question, and by skilful manage-
ment kept her from striking those
fatal, treacherous rocks. Oh how
thankful we were for this deliverance
from what might have been instan-
taneous death.

Other journcys—voyages—have more
pleasant recollections, and a fair wind
and swmooth sea are among the
lingering impressions of the past.

Every Lord’s dny The Messenger
does her part towards taking the
Gospel to all mankind. Nobly she
plows the waters of Otago Harbour,
bearing  precious freight, and wany
who are to-day enjoying the advantages
of a “preached Gospel,” may thank
the kind friends whose subscriptions
placed Zhe Messenger at the disposal
of the Church, and Sabbath after
Sabbath forsake the comforts of home
and push their way across the watery
waste in order that the Word wmay be
made plain among the settlers in other

parts of their fair and lovely land.
Fenella, Ont.

racks ;

, and while over there o stit?

MUCH DISTURBED.

Sonrven is better than company —
when the compuy is too bige A
bowgere master on the Pennsylvania
Ruilrond fully realized this fact.  He
had & travelling companion w little
while the other duy, but found theve
wag too much of him. It was n small
clephant Lelonging to a menagerie,

The clephant rodo a short distance
as quictly as could Le asked of any
well disposed member of his species ;
but soun the conlinement grew  tive-
some, nnd ho looked around for some
means of amuswent. While ho was
preparing for business the car had
heen: geadually growing warmer ; and
with a view of reducing the temper
Harry, the bagmage master,
wu el the stovedoor.  There was a
chanee for investigation of which the
animal was quick to avail himself;
vl before the Laggage-master could
interpose any objections he had reached
tor the burning coals. e held them
for about oue sceond, when with a
howl of agony he threw thewm on the
flor and exceuted such a wur-danee
as Harry hopes never to see again,
Papers and  bundles flew in every
direction through the car, baggage
was tumbled about, and even the bale
of hay which had been given him us
provender was torn apart and seattered
over everything,  The baggage-master
wained the farthest accessible point
from the beast, and, intrenching him-

BIAIYY

self behind some  heavy  bagunge,
shouted lustily for help.  TFortunately

the keeper was near by and answered
Lis eall. The elephant was prodded
back into subjection, aud apparent
peace once more veigned.  But there
was blood in the elephant’s eye; and

as Harry for a moment turned his.

back on & basin of avater which he had
sust filled with a
the traces of tho excitement, the
animal thrust his trunk into the
water and sucked the basin dry.
Then, as Harry turned around, with a
snort he squirted it all over his face
and body. That ended the battle;
and the baggage-master was not left
with _spirit uxough to disputo the
victory. o has seen emough of
elephants.—DPittsburgh Lelegraph,

HOW TOWER-CLOOKS ARE
-~ WOUND.

Tne oldest tower-clock in New York
is in St. Paul’s steeple. It was made
in 1778, by John Thwait, of London,
Tho cluck in St. John’s Church was
put in the tower in 1812, The
Trinity clock was put in its loity
station, two hundred feet from the
pavement, in 1846, by Jiumes Rogers.
In dry weather this clock runs well;
but in dwwp, chilly weather it sowme-

times stops, owing to the precipitation

of moisture on tho wheels.  Originally

two men were required to wind i,

cach of the three fifteen-hundred-
pound weights having to be lifted
over fifty feet. Somo thne ago the
winding-genr was changed, so that one
man can now wind it,

view of washing oft’

Deseribing the operations of winding
the clock-keeper said, *The crank is
abiont twenty inches long : and when 1
turn it avonnd I nutke a sweep of thicty
inches,
turning a grindstone ; but the machine
has o yatehet, so that T ean stop and
rest when T want to. The erank has
to be turned seven hundred and fifty
timies to turn  the barrel tw (‘nt_)-
one times.  Arvound the
wound the wire rope that holds the
tifteen-hundred-pound  weight.
weight is simply 2 box with picees of
iron in it.  That is very old-fashioned.
Now we have iron weights so moulded
that they can be added to or subtracted
from, and the weight can he graded
to a mnicety. A new wire rope was
put to the chimes weight the other
day.  The rope is what is called
tiller-rope, and is two hundred and
eighty feet long and three quarters of
an inch thick, Tt takes we wn hour
and a halt to wind up the clock.”

St. Paul'sclock has asingle back-gear,
and two  weights of one thousand
pounds each, It takes three-quarters
of an hour to wind it. S
wound in less than an hour, while the

1Us o good deal harvder than

bareel is |

The !

St Johin's is

modern clock of St. George’s, in charge

of the same keeper, is wound in fifteen
minutes,

o - -
-

JACK’S OPINION.

Ax earnest Juck Tar was once
called upon to address an audience
composed of sailors and soldiers, when
he used the following illustration :

“My friends, the dvinker is, as it
were, on the Ningara River.  The
river is bright and attractive. Down

the stream he glides, all in fyll teim,
But hark! a voice is heard from the
shore. What is it? “Young man,
ahoy! Beware, the rapids are below
you!’ ¢What care I for the rapids?
Time enough yet to steer ashore!’
‘Young man, shoy! ahoy! nhoy:
You are nearing the rapids)® ¢1'm
not such a.fool as to get there—tinme
enough yet. I'll stecr out of danger
when -danger comes. I caungt give
up my plcasurc See now, he persists
in his so-called pleasure; h(, has passed
the point—Uhis burk is now on the
current of danger—he cannot escape.
See how fast he goes now ! Up with
tho helm! Now turn! Pull hard!
Quick! quick! Sct the mast in the
socket! Moist snils! Ah!t ah! it is
too late ! He would have it so !
“Now, my friends, thousands of
drunkuavds go over the rapids., Hotst,
your sail in time, boys! Catch the
brecze while it is high.  Steer for
Temperance Port.  Give your hearts
to Christ. Out of danger, out of
trouble. Soldiers and brother sailors,
prevention s better than cure /"

.

“You did not pay very~close.4‘\ttcn-
tion.to the scrmon, 1 fear, this worh-
ing” “Oh! yes, I did, mamma.”
“ Wcll what did the winisfer say!”

“Ho said the picnic wauld start_ at
ten o'clock Thursday morning;. a.nd
oh ! maunwma, can 1 got”

R | PEMEN S o
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llonly Me."
A L1 figure glided through the Il
“Is that you, Pet?” -the words cameo
tenderly
A sob—gsuppressed to let the answer fall—
S1tisn't Pet, mamma s 1it's only me,”

The quivering baby lips® ~they lial not
meant
To utter any wond could plant a sting 3
But to that mother-heart o stiange pang
swent
She heand, and stod like a convicted
thing !

One instant, and a happy little face
Thrilled ‘neath unwonted kisses rained
aboves
And from that moment *Only Mo” had
place
Aud part with * et * in tender mother.
love,

OUR PERIODICALS.

The Uest, the cheapest, tho most entertatning, the
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Christian Guantian, weckly .
Methodist Magrazine, Wipp , monthly, fllustrated £
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Tue Weslevan, Halhifas, weekly 1
Suidas Sehool Bauner, 32 pp, Sva, tmonthly
Berean leaf Quarterls, 16 pp., 8vo .0
Quarterly Reviow Seevice 15y the year, 24¢. 2
dozen ; ¥2 pee 100 ; per quarter, 6o adoz;

S0, per U,

Hoteand school, Spp., 4to., firtnightiv, single
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8 Bleury ~treet, Wesleyan Book Room,
Montreal. Halifax,. N. 8.

Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W. H. WITHROW, 0.0., Editor.

TORONTOQ, MARCH 4, 1887.

B250,000

FOR MISSIONS
FOR THE YEAR 1887.

REMEMBER

8. § AID COLLECTION

REVIEW SUNDAY,
MARCH 27.

Tms collection, it will be remem-
bered, is ordered Ly the General
Conference to be taken up in each and
every Sunday-schoul in the Methodist
Church; and the Review Sunday on
September is recommended as the best
time for taking it up. If any of the
schools have uot taken it up last:
September they are especially re-
quested not to fail to do so on March
27th. This fund is increasing in
usefulness, and does a very large

*Y) amount of good. Almost all achools

comply with tho Discipline in
taking it up.  In n few cases,
howerer, it is neglected. Tt is
very desirable that every school
should fall into line.  Even
schools so poor ns to need help
themselves ave required to com-
ply with the Discipline in this
vespeet to be entitled to veceive
aid from the fund.  Superiv-
tendents of circnits and Super
intendents of schools will kindly
see that in every case the collee-
tion is taken up. It should,
when taken up, be given in
charge of the Superintendent
of the cireuit, to be forwarded
to the District Financeial Secre-
taries, who shall traunsmnit the
samo to the Conference Sunday-
school Secretary, who shall in
turn remit to Warring Kennedy,
Esq., Torouto, the lay-treasurcrof
the fund. (See Discipline, §§ 354-356.)
‘WHAT RELIGION DID.

Revigron helps children to study
better and do more fuithful work. A
little girl of twelve was telling in a
simple way the evidence that she was
a Christian.  “ I did not like to study,
but to play. T was idle ut school, and
often missed my Jessons ; now I try to
learn every lesson well to plenso God.
I was mischievous at school when the
teachers were not looking at me, mak-
ing fun for the children to look at;
now I wish to please God by behaving
well and keeping the school laws, I
was seltish at home, didn't like to run
errands, and was sulky when mother
called me from play to help her in
work; now it is n real joy to me to
help mother and to show that I love
her.—Exchange.

B o

HOW HE FOUND GOD.

Morg than a hundred years have
passed since a young lad in England,
who belonged to n pious family, but
was himself far from God, was to find
God by a strange means.” He had
been the child of muny prayers, but
to nll the entreaties of his pious mother
and others, he answered by inwardly
resolving not to become a Christian,

In the good providencoe of God,
however, it happened to his mother
and himself to be on u visit to Ireland,
and on the Lord’s Day they went to a
place where a good man was going to
preach,  This good man was that day
very carnest in his sermon; he put
the question to the unsaved present,
whether they would give themselves
to Christ or remain rcbeis! Every
time the preacher repeated the ques-
tion, the young man said in his own
heart, “I will not yield, I will not
yield” His heart was hardened
against God's grace. And at the close
of the sermon it seemed to be harder
than ever it had been. But when the
sermon was finished, the minister gave
out a hymn. It begins:

Come ye sinners, poor and wretched,

Weak and wounded, sick and sore.

LN
RNY /‘§'\1 \)
LB\

HUNTING TIGERS IN INDIA.

The congregation, stirred by the
carnest sermon, sung the hymn with
their whole heart.  And what the
sermon could not do, the singing of
the hymn did. It broke the hard,
unyielding heart. It forced a way
into the very centre of the heart. 1t
was the voice of God calling him
through the hundreds of voices that
day praising God.  His pride, his
hardness of heart, everything that
stood in his way to God, gave way.
And that very day the son who was
in the far land found God, and gave
himself to be a loyal soldier for Godt
forevermore.  And e lived to be
himself an honoured preacher of the
Gospel, and the writer of a hymn that
has opened the way to God in a thou-
sand hearts.  He was Augustus Top-
lady, the author of the great hymm,

Rock of ages, cleft for me,
Let mo hide myself in thee,
— — e

POWER CF GOOD EXAMPLE.

A Bov went home from n .agged
school with his face washed clean.
His mother hardly knew him, but his
looks pleased her, so she washed her-
self. The father, pleased with the
better looks of his wife and his son,
did the same. So this cleaning up
spread through the family and neigh-
bourhood, until the dark and dismal
alley, so long the abade of dirt and
filth, beeame an amusing and instrue-
tive instance of what often follows
from our disposition to copy the good
we see in others. Tet us set the ex-
ample of clean bodies and clothes and
homes and'souls.

. NOT YET.

“My son, give me thine heart.”
“ Not yet,” said the little boy, us he
was busy with his topand ball; “when
T grow older I will think about it.”
The little boy grew to be a young
man, “Not yet,” said the young
man; “I am about to enter into
ttrade ; when I see my business prosper,
then I shall have more time than
now.” Business did prosper. ‘“Not

yet,” said the man of business; *my

children must now have my care;
when they nre settled in life I shall
be better able to attend to religion.”
He lived to be a grey-headed old wan.
“ Not yet,” still he cried; *“I shall
soon retire from trade, and then I
shall have nothing else to do but to
read and pray.” And so he died.
He put off to another time what he
should have done when a child. He
lived without God and died without
hope.
—————————
SG TIGERS IN INDIA.

Ix many parts of Indis, despite the
utmost eflorts of the Government, wild
beasts render life hard indeed to the
people, for one pair of full-grown
tigers, with cubs, will destroy from
four to six bullocks each week, Often,
in pure wantouness, a tiger will kili
two or three cattle when he wants
only a small part of one. A family of
tigers will kill in & week more animals
than a family of farmers can eat in a
year,

The panther and the leopard are
also terrible cattle-eaters, and the
leopard has a particular habit of carry-
ing off the dogs which are expected to
guard the herd from his attacks. The
Indian wolf is noted for his audacity
in seizing children. In India, auimals
have a character of ferocity which
makes human life in some districts
well-nigh insupportable.

OONVERSBION.

Tue old soldier’s definition of true
conversion wus the word of command,
“ Right about, face !” It is to look a
new way, ready to march in an exactly
opposite direction. We have been
going towards sin and hell ; now we
move towards holiness and heaven.

Ix the reign of Edward I. (1285),
it was enacted that taverns should not
be open for the sale of wine and beer
after the tolling of the curfew. Ttem,
it is ordained that na man in Burg be
founden in Tavernes of wine, aill, or
beir after the straik of nins houres,
and the bell that sall be rung in the
said Burg.

—
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HOW AN IRON-CLAD I8 BUILT.

Tug cut gives n good illustration of
the way in which these huge war
vessels are constructed.  Somo of them
will cost over £1,000,000, and when
Luiit their mission is one of war, not
of peace. In the present state of
socicty they ure necessary to protect
commerce, and act as the police of the
sea, But in the higher civilization of
the future, such huge machines of
destruction will bo unknown. Notice
the great ram at the bow for picrcing
and running down opposing vessels.

el Al A A

“HE OARETH FOR YOU.”

Two boys were fencing—that is,
pretending to fight with swords as
though they wete soldiers. They had
real swords, with & button at the
point of each to prevent the boys
hurting one another. One of the
buttons broke, and the sharp sword
ran through the side of one of the
boys and nearly killed him. But i
Jjust missed the most dangerous pluce,
and the wounded lad by and by got
better. Another timo the same boy
was swimming in deep water. The
ribbon which ticd up his hair got
loose and caught his leg. He strug-
gled to frec himseli, but could not.
He was about to sink, when the rib-
bon loosed itself and he was safe.
Another time, when he had grown to
be a young man, he was swimming in
the river Rhine, which is a very broad
and rapid stream. He did not notice
where ho was going, and soon got into
the very midst of its strong current.
He said, “The water there was ex-
ceedingly rough, and poured along like
a galloping horse.” It carried him on
till he struck against the strong
timbers upon which a mill was built.
The stream forced him right under the
mill, and ho becawe quite insensible.
When he regained his consciousness
he found hiwmself in a piece of smooth
water the other side of the mill. Some
men helped him on shore. He had
been carried five miles from the place
where he plunged into the water.

Yet he was not hurt in the least.

THE IRON-CLAD.

The person T have just told you
ahout was John Fletcher, afterward
one of the holiest men that ever lived.

He became a great friend of John'

Wesley, did much good as a minister
of the gospel, and wrote some very
uscful books. God had work for John
Fletcher to do, so he would not let
him die. Ho has work for everybody
to do ; and if we are given to him, he
will take care of us till it is done.
—————ee——

MY HAND IN HIS.

A 111k boy who came before the
pastor to be received into the Church,
was asked how ho expected to lead &
Christinn life, and he sweetly replied,
“T will put my hand in Jesus' hand,
and I know he will lead me right.”
This is just the thing, my little ones,
for us all to do, and if we did it, we
should not so often stumble and fall.
We are so apt to try to walk alore!
But this we cannot do, in this dark
world.

I called to see a dear friend lately,
and sho repeated to me a lovely poem
in which these-two lines occurred :

* I'd rather walk with him in the dark
Than walk alone in the light."”
And I assure you the former is far
safer for us than tho latter. He
never lets us fall, if wo hold his hand !

Py

A TALK WITH YOUNG MEN.

Osbsgrve that pale young fellow
crossing the street. You see a good
many of that kind just now. Some
folks say that it is the climate. The
truth is that the climate of America
with a fair cbance, produces not only
the best complexion, but the best
health, in the world. Did you notice
the thing he was carrying in his
mouth? Well, it is that meerschaum
that is doing the work for him. Itis
busy with three millions of our menh.

Let us study one of the meerschaum
suckers. We will take a young wan.
He shall have money and plenty of
time for sucking. Pale, nervous,
irritable, thin in chest and stomach,
weak in muscle, he is fast losing his
power of thought and application,

Let us get near enough to
smell him,  Bven the beasts
of prey will not touch the
corpse of a soldier saturated
with the vile poison.

Chewing is the nastiest
mode, snutling ruins the
voice, but smoking, among
those who have time to be
thorough, is most destruc-
tive.

Young K grndunted
at Harvard (no devotee of
the weed has ever gradu-
ated with the highest hon-
ours at that institution),
and soon after consulted
his physician with reference
to his pale face, cmacia-
tion and low spirits. He
weighed but one hundred
and eight.

4 Stop smoking " was the prescrip-
tion. In four months he had in-
creased twenty-cight pounds and be-
came clear and healthy in skin, his
digestion all right and his spirits
restored. Onc or two million of our
young and middleaged men arc in a
similar condition, and would be re-
stored to health and spirits by the
same prescription. On the whole, the
cigar is worse than the pipe.—Dio
Lewis.

JOHN WESLEY'S PERSONAL
APPEARANCE.

Jonx WEsLEY is thus described by
the Rev. John Hampson, who knew
him well : “The figure of Mr. Wesley
was remarkable. His stature was of
the lowest ; his habit of body in every
period of his life the reverse of cor-
pulent, and expressive of strict tem-
perance and continual exercise ; and,
notwithstanding his small size, his
step was firm, and his appearance, till
within o few years of his death, vigor-
ous and muscular. His face, for an
old man, was one of the finest wo have
scen. A clear, smooth forehead, an
aquilino nose, an eye the brightest
and most piercing that can Le con-
ceived, and a freshness of complexion
scarcely ever to be found at his age,
and impressive of the most perfect
health, conspired to render him a ven-
erablo and interesting figave, Few
have seen him without being struck
by hiv appearance, and many who
have been prejudiced against him have
been known to alter their opinion the
moment they were introduced into his
presence. In his countenance and
demeanor there was a cheerfulness
mingled with gravity ; a sprightliness,
which was a natural result of An un-
usual flow of spirits, was accompanied
with every mark of most screne tran-
quility. His aspect, particularly in
profile, had a strong character of
acuteness and penetration.”

&

Tivg waits on you every morning
and asks, “Now, what are you going
to do with me to-day$” What answer
do you givet

The Workman's Song.

**1 am poor, I know, I am very poor,
As poor as & man need be ;

But my Saviour was poorer still than I,
I never so poor as he.

I toil for my bread, I il for my wife,
I toil for my children three,

But hard us 1 toil, he toiled as hard
In the valleys of Galileo.

“My raiment is coarse, and I'm rude of
speech.
Of learning full little have I':
But I think that Le loves me no less for
that,
And I'l! tell you tho reason why.
His carpenter’s tunic was coarser than mine,
His country talk was as rough ;
And of learuing, away in his Nazarcth
hone,
I guess he had little enough.

‘* He lived in a cottage, and sodo I;
Ho hardened his hand ab the tool;

With his clothes to earn and his bread to

win,

He hadn’t much time for school

I warrant, like me, he oft longed for vest,
Tho fall of the Sabbath eve,

When the holy day, from his toil a2.? moil,
Brought with it a glad reprieve.

“But soon as he taught on the mountain
slope,
With the grass for a pulpit floor,
He lifted on high his toil-worn hands,
Saying, * Blesged shall be the poor.’
And blessed we are, for he cares for us,
Stoops low to be one with us all ;
So I love him, and trust him, and go my
wa
Until I shall hear bim call.

¢ Then I'l] climb the ladder of gold, Iween,
While the angels are looking down ;
And my God, my Saviour, the carpenter's
Son,
Shall give to me mansion and crown.
Come much, then, come little, to spend or
to spare,
I tell you it matters not which,
For Jesus, in love to me, made himsclf

poor,
That I in his love may be rich 1”

“IT I8 MY BOY.”

Taroven Rochester, New York,
runs the Genesee River, between stecp
and rocky banks. There are falls in
the river and dark recesses. One
time a gentleman who lived in the city
had just arrived on the train from u
journey. He was anxious to go hiome
and meet his wife and children. He
was hurrying along the streets with a
bright vision of home in his mind,
when he saw on the bank of the river
a lot of excited men,

“'What is the matter 1 he shouted.

They replicd: “A boy is in the
water.” .

“Why don’t you save him1” he
asked.

In » moment, tlwowing down his
carpet-bag and pulling off his coat, he
jumped into the stream, grasped the
boy in his arms and struggled with
him to the shore, and as he wiped the
water from his dripping faco and
brushed back the hair he exclaimed :
“0 God, it is my boy ! ”

He plunged’'in for the boy of some-
body elso and saved his own, So we
plunge into the waters of Christian

self-denial, labour, hardship, reproach, {.

soul-travail, prayer, anxious entreaty,
willing to spend and be spent, taking
all risks, to save some other one from
drowning in sin and death and save

1.

ourselves.—2'%e Presbyterian. A
K . %’ ;

s J
i




e

38

PLEASANT HOURS.

The Book of the Year.

OF all the beauntiful fancies
That cluster about the year,
Tiptoeing over the threshold
When its earliest dawn is here,

The best is the simple legend
Of a book for you and me,

So fair that our guardian angels
Desire its lines to see,

Is full of the brightest pu.tures,
Of dream, and story, and rhyme,
And the whole world wide together
Turns only a page at a time.

Some of the leaves are dazzling

With the feather-flakes of the snow}
Some of them thrill to the music

Of the merriest winds that blow.

Some of them keep the secrets
That make the roses sweet ;

Some of them sway and rustle
With the golden heaps of wheat,

I cannot begin to tell you
Of the lovely things to be,

In the wonderful year-book waiting,
A gift for you and me.

And a thought mest strange and solemn
Is borne upon my mind—

On every page a column
For ourselves we’ll surely find.

Write what you may upon it,
The record there will stay,
Till the books of time are opened,
. In the courts of the Judgment Day.

And should we not be careful
Lest the words our fingers write
Shall rise to shame our faces
When we stand in the dear Lord’s sight?

And should we not reifiember
To dread uo thought of blame,

If we sign each page that we finish
With faith in the dear Lord’s name?

FORTY DOLLARS FOR FOUR
TEETH.

“ELsie!” ‘

“Yes, papa;” and the child dashed
away her tears and sprang to the bed
where her father lay bandaged and
helpless.

That day an explosion had happened
in the mill where he worked, and he
was badly hurt.

“Water!” he said feebly.

She gave it to him, and he went on
speaking: “ Where’s the money, Elsie!”

“ Here, papa,” putting her hand on
the bosom of her dress.

“That’s right. Take good care of
it. God only knows when we shall
have any more. “Poor child!” he
. added, fondly.

“Not a bit of it,” she answered gayly.
“You will be at home all the time
now, and we’ll have such a good time
together.”

Her father gave her a loving smile,

and closed his eyes wearily. Elsie be-.

gan to stroke his hand, and he soon
fell into an uneasy slumber,

The two were allin all to each other.
They came from England, and had
been in America but a few months.
Flsic was a plain, delicate child of
Tfer father called her his
dove of comfort, and now she was
proving her right to the name. She
tended him day and night with a
., cheery, skilful patience that made
{, wvervhody love her.

9]

thivteen.

But the weeks went by, the money
was spent, and still her father lay on his
bed. The wolf wasat the door. How
could they keep him out?

Then it was that her father said,

| ©“ Elsie, where are the silver spoons ?”
“In mamma’s little trunk, with the |

ring and the locket,” she answered.

“You must get them out and carry
them to Mr. Black.”

“QO papa, no! It’s ,all the silver
we have, and mamma thought every-
thing of them,” she cned lmpulswely

The sick man made no answer ; but
he put his hands over his eyes, and
soon Elsie saw the tears steal slowly
through his fingers.

“ Papa., dear papa! I didn’t mean
it. How cruel of me!” she exclaimed,
throwing her arms about him. ¢TIl
take them this mihuté and when you
them back again,’

“When I get well t 1 wonder when
that will be?” he said, despmrmrrly

“Before long—slow and sure, you
know,” she answered, brwhtly ; andin
a few minutes she set out on her ﬁrst
visit to the pawnbroker. %ut it Wa.s
not her last time. Time and again
she went, till every possﬂ)le thmg had
been carned Meantime she was learn-
ing cheerfully to bear hunger and cold
“for papa’s sake.”

He, too, poor man, must see his dar-

ling grow hollow-cheeked and big-eyed,

with no power to sive her. What
‘could they do but lie down together
and die?

As Elsie went home from her last
visit to the pawtibroker, she stopped
at a grocery to buy a little coal ; and
while she waited for other customers,
she looked listlessty at the morning
papet lying on the counter A8 she
did so, these words caught her eye:

Wantep—Four perfect front teeth, for
which I will give forty dollars. Chas.
Dentist, No. 5 K Street. .

The poor little face flushed scarlet
with a sudden hope. *Perhaps he
would take she thought.
“ Mother Savage said yesterday she
wondered how such a homely child came
to have such handsome téeth.”

She seemed to herself to be dreaming.
“Forty dollars, forty dollars,” kept
saying itself over in her brain; and
when the shopman turned to wait on
her she was gone. A few minutes after
she stood in the dentist’s officé.

¢ Please, will you see if my teeth are
good enough to buy?” -she asked,

Yow,

mine,”

' timidly.

The doctor was engaged in a delicate
operation ; but he stopped to give the
teeth a hurried examination.

“How beautiful! They are just
what I want. Come to-morrow,” he
said, going back to his work.

The rest of the day Elsie’s father
thought her wonderfully gay, but he
could not think why ; for she said noth-
ing of her plan, about which she began
to lose courage when the first excite-
ment of it subsided. Hard thingslook
easier in the morning than they do at

night ; and as she sat in the twilight,

studying herself in a bit of looking-
glass, she thought sorrowfully, I shall
be homelier than ever when they are
gone ; but then how silly of me to care
about that! Papa will love me just
the same. But it will hurt so to have
them taken out,” she went on th inking;

{and every nerve in her body quivered

at the prospect “If it wasn’t for the
rent, and the medicine for papa, and
ever so many other things, I. never
could beg—never / Yes, Elsie Benson,

t's got to be done, if it kills you ! ”

~ The next morning she entered the
dentist’s office by mere force of will.
Her courage was all gone. Dr. Dow
was alone, and said “Good-momm«"’
very kindly. But when he saw how
she trembled, he put her on the lounge
and made her drink something that
quieted her. Then he sat down by
her, and said, “ Now tell me what your
name is, and why you want to sell
your teeth.

. He spoke so gently that at first
Elsm could only answer hlm with
tears, but at last he contnved to get
all her sad story; and his eyes were
wet a,n@ his voice husky several times
whlle she was telhno it.

« You are a dear, bmve child,” he
sald when she had ﬁnlshed “Now I
am going w1th you to see your father.”

“But you'll take the teeth first, won’t
yout” she asked, imploringly. «I
shall never have the courage to come
again.”

“Never mind that. We'll see if
there isn’t some better way out of this
trouble,” he answered.

So, hand in hand, they went back
to the sick man. But I cannot tell
you how happy and proud he was
when the doctor told him about Elsie,
or how gratefully he fell in with the
plan of going to a nice hospital, where
he soon got well enough to work in the
doctor’s handsome grounds, while Elsie
in her place as nurse to the doctor’s
baby rolled it over the gravel walks.

‘So, though Elsie kept her teeth,
they saved both her and her father
from poverty and distress.—XN. Y.
Observer.
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tURIOUS EFFECT OF ARCTIO
COLD. _

A PERrsON who has never been in
the polar regions can probably have
no idea of what cold really is; but by
reading the terrible experiences of
Arctic travellers in that icy region
some notion can be formed of the ex-
treme cold that prevails there. When
we have the temperature down to
zero out-of-doors we think it bitterly
cold, and if our houses were not as
warm as at least sixty degrees above
zero, we should begin to talk of freez-
ing to death. Think, then, of living
where the thermometer goes down
thirty-five degrees below zero in spite
of the stove! Of course, in such a

case the fur garments are piled on

until & man looks like a great bundle
of skins.

Dr. Moss, of the English Polar

Expedition of 1875 and 1876, amid
other odd things, tells of the effect of
cold on a wax candle which he
burned there. The temperature was
thirty-five degrees below zero, and thef
doctor must have been considerably
discouraged when, upon looking at his§
candle, he discovered that the flame
had all it could do to keep warm. Itf
was 50 cold that the flame could not§
melt all the wax of the candle, but}
was forced to eat its way down thef
candle, leaving a sort of skeleton off
the candle standing. There was hea
enough, however, to melt oddly shaped
holes in the thin walls of wax, and the
result was a beautiful lace-like cylinde:
of white, with a tongue of yellow}
flame burning inside it, and sendmg
out into the darkness many streaks of '
light. This is not only a curious effect,
of extreme cold, but it shows how|
difficult it must be to find anything
like warmth in a place where even fire§l
itself almost gets cold. The wonder is
that any man can have the courage tof
willingly return to such a bitter region
after baving once got safely away§
from it, and yet the truth is that it is
the very hardship and danger which§
attract them.

>

A PREPARED PLACE.

1 was visiting a friend some years §
ago, who had just built a new house. ]
It was just finished. It was beauti-]
ful, useful. He took me up-stairs.;
It had wardrobes, toilet-glasses, books,
and paintings. It was furnished]
grandly. And the father turned t
me and said, “This room is for our
daughter. She is in Europe. She
does not know we are arranging it.
Her mother and I have fixed up every;
thing we eould think of for her ; andj
as soon as the house is fully finished]
we are going to Europe to bring her:
back. And we are going to bring her}
up-stairs, and open the door, and say, |
¢ Daughter, this is all yours’” And:
I thought of the joy it would give her,,
and I thought “How kind these
parents are !”

Just then I turned a.vmy and
thought, “That is what Jesus is doing
for me.” - Hesays, “I am going away.
I will come again. In my Father’s
house are many mansions. If it were
not so I would have told you. I gof
to prepare a place for you. And if I
go and prepare a place for you, I will:
come again and receive you'unto my- '
self, that where I awn there ye may be
also.” _

Then I said, “This father and-
mother are rich; but they have not
all treasures ; there are a great many |
things they don’t kmow how to get. ]
But Jesus, whe is furnishing wy

mansion in glory, has everything. He §

has undertaken to furnish a place for |
me, and I shall be with him forever |
and ever,”—Bishop Simpson.

CaRIsT left the cross and went t0 ]
glory that you might take it and fol- §
low after him.




PLEASANT HOURS.

“The Little Shoes—They Did it AlL”
*“ ONE night on the verge of ruin,

As I hurried from the tap,
I beheld the landlord's baby,

Still on its mother’s lap.

“Look here, dear father,’ said the mother,
Holding forth the little feet ;
‘Look, we've got new shoes for darling!
Don’t you think them nice and neat?’

You may judge the thing was simple—
Disbelieve me if you choose ;

But; my friends, no fist ¢’er struck me
Such a Llow as those small shoes.

And they forced my brain to veason ;
. * What right,’ said I, standing there,
Have I to clothe another’s children,
And to let mny own go bare?’

It Was in the depth of winter;
Bitter was the night and wild ;

And outside the flaring gin-shop
Stood my starving wife and child.

Out T went and clutched my baby,
Saw its feet so cold and blue;

Fathers 1 if the small shoe smote me,
What did those poor bare feet do?

Quick I thrust them in my bosom !
b, they were so icy chill !
And their coldness like a dagger
Pierced me. I can feel it still.

Of money T had just a trifle,

Just enough to serve my stead ;
It !)Ollght shoes for little baby,
4And a single loaf of bread.

The loaf served us all the Sunday,
And I went to work next day ;
Since that time I have been teetotal:
That is all T've got ta say.”
————
NORTH-WEST MISSIONS.

In 1863 the Rev. George McDougall
(father of the present Rev. John
MeDOugall, of Morley) arrived on the

nks of the North Saskatchewan from
N""Wﬂ?y House.  This zealous and
d‘?voted missionary was a host in
himself.  Pogsessed of a hardy, health-

ful frame; all the enduring qualities
of an early

breast the
Christian

pioneer; carrying in his
quenchless zeal of the
! issionary, and fairly ac-
quainted with the Indian language
and cbal‘a.cter, this sower of the Gospel
Sef’d M the wild north land accom-
plished wonders. But the Rev. George
MCDO“gan was not the first mis-
;onary to pierce those far-off lands.
Rorty-four Years ago the Rev. Mr.
thl;ndle',l'a. gen‘d‘eman possessing  all
i aq“‘f ities estimable and valuable
I\Ietll:cFSSIOl-mry’ pla.‘nt‘ec'l the flag of
Fort E;Sm In the vicinity of (then)
woud (imonton. The labours of this
“’v ardsmt}:,l zealous man extended west-
Wood Oﬂle Rocky Mo'untains. The
verted Pe‘es .ax}d .Stomes were con-
' ation f0 (.;h:(‘lstlall\lty, and the found-
the -Lbo .‘C]'ll’lStis kingdom laid amongst
Ni"ix loll;gma.l inhabitants of the north.
" : R]df a century has passed since
hyinm, undle first sang the soul-stirring
-E(lmos tOf John Wesley from Fort
Hous ". on to the. Rocky Mountain
Tllicke \,7& 7)’% at this day, amongst the
tnin S:t czod F)rccs zx.nc.l 1.{ocky Moun-
ch(-ri; 1 (tmcs, is that nnss.mnary’s name
M“:‘ct..u,d and revered with proud and
Stetionate  remembrance. After
:‘;"Ll‘“ years’ toil anongst the wild men
. the north Mr. Rundle was succeeded

AR

by Ben Sinclair, a “local ” Half-breed
preacher fresh from Norway House.
In 1855, at Mr. Sinclair’s departure,
missionary work was taken up by the
Rev. H. B. Steinhaer and the Rev.
Thomas Woolsey. North-West travel-
lers have devoted pages of thanks and
praise—and, no -doubt, justly—to the
latter missionaries, but it must be
remembered they took possession of
the good - soil already prepared by
Rundle and Sinclair.

Wherever the Christian missionary
has trod there is found the indelible
foot-prints of an exalted civilization.
There is a something in the character
and temperament of the converted
heathen more noble and lovable than
can be found in the person of the most
educated and accomplished unbeliever.
The christianized Indians of Alberta
and Saskatchewan may have clinging
to them still many weeds of the
barbaric past, but in the observance of
that simple, moral code, which is the
foundation of the highest order of
Christianity, they deserve our respect
and praise. The commandments are
kept with the zeal and devotion of prim-
itive Christians, a fact which has
frequently proved a matter of surprise
to many of our so-called pioneers of
civilization.

The Rev. George McDougall having
for several years laboured with great
success along the North Branch, left
for Edmonton. Here he built a
Methodist mission. Mr. McDougall’s
subsequent removal to Morley, the
suceess of his after years amongst the
Stonies, and his sad death on the lone
prairie, are matters of comparatively
recent occurrence, and are fresh in the
minds of the North-West readers.
Conspicuouslyinterleaved in the history
of the territories is the name of
McDougall. Many bearing that re-
spected name live in Canadian story,
and when the lives of our early
pioneer missionaries come to be written,
not the least prominent in the van of
armour-bearers will be the Methodist
preacher of Victoria, Edmonton and
Morleyville, the Rev. George McDou-
gall.
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A GOOD JOKE.

Maxy are fond of playing jokes, as
hiding a boy’s cap, or a girl’s bon.net,,
at school. Such things may sometimes
be done for amusement, or to confer
pleasure, but never to any one’s seri-
ous inconvenience.

In one of our colleges, a professor
who made himself very social and
familiar with the students, was walk-
ing out with an intelligent scholar,
when they saw an old man hoeing in
a cornfield. He was advancing slowly
with his work towards the road, by
the side of which lay his shoes. As
it was near sunset, the student pro-
posed to play the old man a Jjoke.
«T will hide his shoes, we will conceal
ourselves Lehind the bushes, and see
what he will do.” ¢No,” said the
professor, it would not be right.

You have money enough ; just put a
.dollar in each of the old man’s shoes,
then we will hide behind the bushes
and see what he will do.”

The student agreed to the proposal,
and they concealed themselves accord-
ingly. When the labourer had finished
his row of corn, he came out of the
field to go home. He put on one shoe,
felt something hard, toock it off and
found the dollar. He looked around
him, but saw no one, and looked up
gratefully toward heaven. He then
put on the other shoe, and found an-
other dollar, He looked at it and
looked: all around him but saw no one.
‘He then knelt upon the ground, and
ixeturned. thanks to God for the bless-
ing which had thus been conferred
ypon, him. The listeners learned from

the prayer that the old man’s wife and |

one of hig children were sick, and that

- they were very poor; so that the fwo

dollars were a great relief sent to them
from beaven. The old man now re-
turned home with a cheerful and
gratified heart. ¢ There,” said the

‘professor, “how much better this is

than to have hid the old man’s shoes.”

- The student’s eyes filled with tears,

and he said he would never play an-
other joke upon any one, except in
kindness.—American Messenger.
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PERFECT FAITH.

A sToRY is told of a street boy in
London who had both his legs broken
by a dray passing over them. He
was laid in a hospital to die, and an-
other little creature of the same class
was laid near by, picked up sick with
famine fever. The latter was allowed
to lie down by the side of the crushed
boy. He crept up to him and said :

“Bobby, did you never hear aboat
Jesus?t®

*“ No, I never heard of him.,”

“Bobby, I went to mission school
once, and they told us that Jesus
would take you to heaven when you
die, and you'd never hunger any more,

and no more pain, if you axed him.”

“T couldn’t ax such a big gentleman
as he is to do anything for me. He
wouldn’t even stop to speak to a boy
like me.”

“But he'll do all that if you ax
him.”

“ How can I ax him if I don’t know
where he lives, and how can I get
there when both my legs are broke$”

“Bobby, they told me at mission
school as how Jesus passes by, teacher
says, as he goes around. How do you
know but what he might come around
to this hospital this very night?
Youw'd know him if you was to see
him.”

“But I can’t keep my eyes open,
My legs feel so awful bad. Doctor
says 'l die.”

# Bobby, hold up your hand and
he'll know what you want when he
passes by.”

They got the hand up. It dropped.
Tried again. It slowly fell back.

Three times he got up the little hand,

only tolet it fall. Bursting into tears,
he said : ’
“T give it up.” .
“Bobby, lend me your hand; put
your elbow on my piller; I can do
without it.” .
So one hand. was propped up. And
when they came in the morning, the

‘boy lay dead, his hand still held up

for Jesus. If this little boy learned
enough of Jesus to give him such faith
in him by attending a mission school
just once, think how much good some
child might receive by going to Sun-
day-school often. Js there not some
one whom you can invite to go to
Sunday-school with you, that he may
learn to have faith in Jesus too?l—
Selected.
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THE WIDOW AND THE
SOVEREIGN.

" AT a missionary meeting held soon
after the ascension of Queen Victoria,
one of the speakers related the follow-
ing anecdote :

A light-house on a southern coast
was kept by a godly widow, who, not
knowing how otherwise to aid in
missionary work, resolved that during
the summer season she would place in
the box the total of one day’s gratuities
received from visitors. Among the
callers received on that particular day
was a lady attired as a widow, accom-
panied by a little girl. The two
widows, drawn together, as it were,
by common sympathy, conversed on
their bereavements, tears mingling
with their words. On leaving the
lady left a sovereign with her humble
friend. o

The widow was thrown into a state
of perplexity; her own need seemed
to plead on the one hand, while her
pledged word to place the receipts on
that day in the missionary box con-
fronted her on the other. After
thinking about the thing for some
time, she put half a crown in the box;
but,  on retiring to rest, she found
conscience sufficiently lively to keep
her from sleep. To obtain relief, she
rose, took back the silver, and
surrendered the gold, after which rest
returned to her eyelids. A few days
after, the widow received a letter
containing twenty pounds from the
elder lady, and five pounds from the
younger, the first the Duchess of Kent,
the other the Princess Victoria.

.y

THE excise is fattened with the rich result

Of all this riot ; and ten thousand casks,

Forever dribbling out their base contents,

Touched by the Midas finger of the State,

Bleed gold, for ministers to sport away.

Drink and be mad, then, ’tis your country
bids ;

Gloriously drunk, obey the important call 1

Her cause demands the assistance of your
throats ;

Ye all can swallow, and she asks no more.

Cowper.
“Husn!” whispered a little girl to
her classmates who were laughing

during prayer, “we must be polite to
God.” . .

g =7
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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Family Bible.

THis book is all that’s left me now,
Tears will unbidden start ;

With faltering lip and throbbing brow
I press it to my heart.

For many generations past
Here is our family tree ;

My mother’s hand this Bible clasped,
She dying, gave it me.

Ah, well do I remember those
Whose names these records bear—
Who round the hearthstone used to close
After the evening prayer.
And speak of what these pages said—
In tones my heart would thrill ;
Though they are with the silent dead,
Here they are living still.

My father read this holy book
To brothers, sisters dear ;
How calin was my poor mother’s look,
Who loved God’s Word to hear !
Her angel face—1I see it yet !
What thronging memories come!
Again that little group is met
Within the halls of home.

Thou truest friend man ever knew,
Thy constancy I've tried ;

Where all were false I've found thee true,
My counsellor and guide !

The mines of earth no treasures give
That could this volume buy ;

In teaching me the way to live
It taught me how to die.

A BRAVE SOLDIER.

THERE are heroes in high and hum-
ble life whom we never weary of hold-
ing up as examples to our children.
The following anecdote, told to many
a little round-eyed German boy, pre-
serves the remembrance of one such—
a brave and faithful hero of the
battle-field.

General Elliott, when Governor of
Gibraltar, during the siege of the
fortress was making a tour of inspec-
tion, to see that all under his control
was in order, when he suddenly came
upon a German soldier standing on
his post silent and still, but he neither
held his musket nor presented his arms
when the General approached.

Struck with the neglect, and unable
to account for it, the General ex-
claimed :

do you neglect your duty 1”

The soldier answered respectfully :
“I know you well, General, and my
duty also; but within the last few
minutes two of the fingers of my right
hand have been shot off, and I am
unable to hold my musket.”

“Why do you not go and have
! them bound up then?” asked the
General,

“ Because,” answered the soldier,
“in Germany a man is forbidden to
quit his post until he is relieved by
another.”

The General instantly dismounted
from his horse. )

“ Now, friend,” he said, “give me
your musket, and I will relieve you;
go and get the wound attended to.”

The soldier obeyed, but went first
to the nearest house, where he told
how the General stood at his post;
and not until then did he go and get
his hand dressed.

This injury unfitted him for active
service; but for his bravery he was
made an officer.

“Do you know me, sentinel, or why.

MISERY BY THE GALLON.

Ar a temperance meeting in Weldon,
North Carolina, one old colored man
said, “ When I sees a man going home
wid a gallon o’ whiskey and a half a
pound o’'meat, dat’s temperance lecture
'nuff fo' me. An’ I sees it ebery day.
I knows dat eberyt’ing in his house is
on de same scale—a gallon ob misery
to ebery half-pound ob comfort.”

It is probable that as much misery
can be carried home in a gallon
whiskey-jug as in any other vessel of
the same size.

DESIRING AND CHOOSING.

“0,” sAID a poor drunkard, I
desire above all things to reform, and
be a steady man.”

Yes, you may desire it, but do you
choose it? There is a great difference
between desiring a thing and choosing
a thing. If you choose to be a re-
formed man you will be one.

Ask a poor, ragged vagabond, * Do
you wish to become rich.” Of course
he will say, “Yes.” But he does not
choose it ; he desires to be lazy much
more than to earn a living; therefore
he is a vagabond.

“ Charlie, do you desire to be a
scholar, and stand at the head of your
class 1”7

“Indeed I do,” cried Charlie; but
Charlie is at the foot of everything,
because he likes his ease better than
he likes to study. ’

Lucy said, “I really desire to be
obliging and sweet-tempered.” “ Then
you must choose to be,” answered her
mother.

A PROFESSED Christian, who was ad-
licted to drinking, asked the eccentric
Rev. Rowland Hill; “Now, do you
think, Mr. Hill, that a glass of spirits
would drive religion out of my heart {”
“ No,” he answered, ‘for there is none
init.”

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.

8.C. 1760.] LESSON XI. [March 13.
JACOB AT BETHEL.
Jen. 28. 10-22. Commit to mem. vs. 15-17.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Surely the Lord is in this place. Gen.
28. 16. ’

=8,

OUTLINE.

1. The Vision,
2. The Vow.
TiME.—1760 B.C. More than a century
since events of last lesson.

PracE.—Luz, or Bethel.

EXPLANATIONS.— Went out from Beersheba
—He left his home in fear of his brother,
whom he had wronged, mnot knowing
whether he should ever return.  Lighted
upon @ certain place—Came in his journey
to the certain place afterwards so famous.
Stones . . . for his pillows—Not such pil-
lows as we are familiar with, but simply a
means to rest his head above the earth. = 4
ladder—Probably a flight of stairs, and not
such an implement as we mean by a ladder.
How dreadful is this place—Better, how full
of awe, how sacred. Gate of heaven—
Rather, ¢ gate of the heavens.” ~ There was
no such thought in Jacoly’s mind as in ours
when we speak of heaven. Set it up for a

pillar—A common way of making a place
for worship among almost all people. The
Cromlechs of the Druids were for such
worshiP doubtless. 7That city—The word
“city ” in the early writings had no such
meaning as our word city, but was simply
a place where men were wont to go for
mutual protection. '

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

What lessons can we here learn—
1. Concerning God’s promises to us?
2. Concerning God’s presence with us?
3. Concerning God’s claims on us?

THE LEssoN CATECHISM.

1. Who was Jacob? The grandson of
Abraham. 2. What did he see in his dream
at Bethel? A ladder from the earth to
heaven. 3. Who were ascending and .de-
scending upon the ladder? The angels of
God. 4. What was God’s promise from the
tog of the ladder? I am with thee, and
will keep thee.” 5. What did Jacob say
in the GorLpEN TExT? “Surely,” etc.
6. What vow of Jacob should we make?
The Lord shall be my God.

DocTRINAL SuGGeESTION. —Consecration,

CATECHISM QUESTION.

13. 1s there then any special Providence
over men? Yes; our said:  Behold
the birds of the heaven, that they sow not,
neither do they reap, nor gather into barns ;
and your heavenly Father feedeth them.
Are not ye of much more value than they ?”
(Matt. vi. 26.)

B.C. 1739.] LESSON XII.
JACOB’S NEW NAME,

Gen. 32. 9-12, 24-30.
vs. 28-30.

GoLpEN TEXT.
And he said, I will not let thee go, except
thou bless me. Gen. 32. 26.

OUTLINE,

1. Jacob.
2. Israel.
Time.—1739 B.C. This is on the sup-
Fosition that his flight was in 1760 and his
ife in Haran but twenty-one years.
PLACE.—On the eastern side of the
Jordan, near the b:ook Jabbok, which runs
out from the. moun’ .ins of Gilead and
empties into the Jordan.

ExPLANATIONS.—O God of my father, ete.
—This was the way of appealing to God, as a
covenant-keeping God, and was a common
form in after days. With my staff I passed

Reference, of course, to his condition as a
solitary fugitive years before. 7'wo bands- -
That is, a very great company. Was left
alone—Jacob was doing the best human
skill could do in caring for his people,
property, and loved ones. He was the last
to cross. The hollow of his thigh—** The
socket of the hip joint, the hollow place
into which the neck-bone of the thigh is
inserted.”  The day breaketh—The sun
rising is breaking up the darkness of night.
Except thouw bless me—Jacob had learned
who his opponent was. He is the same
Jacob, alive to God’s presence, that we saw
twenty years ago asleep at Bethel.  Peniel
—This is elsewhere spelled ‘‘ Penuel,” which
means exactly the same thing, which is,
‘“ the face of God.”

[March. 20.

Commit to mem.

TEACHINGS OF THE LEsson.

Where, in this lssson, are we shown—
1. The duty of prayer?
2. The power oF prayer ?
3. The blesseduess of prayer?

THE LessoN CATECHISM.

1. What did Jacob do when in fear from
his brother Esau? He prayed to God.
2. What did he plead with God? His
mercies and his promises. 3. Who wrestled
with Jacob while he was at prayer? The
angel of the Lord. 4. What Hid Jacob say
to the angel in the GoLPEN TEXT? *And
he said,” etc. 5. What new name did
Jacob receive, and what was its meaning?
Israel, the prince of God. 6. To what are
we encouraged by Jacob’s example? To
perseverance in prayer.

DocrrINAL SuearsTioN.—Conversion.

CATECHISM QUESTION,

14, Man was made to know, love, and
serve (God; have all men done s0? No;
‘‘for all have sinned, and fall short of the
glory of God.”

Romans iii. 23. For all have sinned, and
come short of the glory of God.

GOOD READING
0UR YOUNG PROPLE.

" Gotting and Giving " Series.
12mo, cloth. Price 30 cents each.

GETTING AND GIVING; or, Itis More Blessed |
to Give than to Receivee By M. E.
Clements, Author of “The Story of the
Beacon Fire.” )

A Story oF TrusT; and, Blessed are the
Merciful.

WiTHOUT AND WrTHIN, and Other Stories.

BiBLE STorIES FOR LiTTLE FoOLKS.

THE CARPENTER'S SNUFF-Box; or, Where f
there’s a Will there’sa Way. By M. E.
B., Author of  Clement’s Trial,” *“ Brave
Nelly.”,

WALTER AND HIS NURSE.
Sumner.

By Mrs. George

With Frontispiece.

Harry BERTRAM AND H1s EIGHTH BIRTHDAY |
A Story for Little Boys. By G. E. W. .

THE FISHERMAN’S GRANDCHILDREN. A }
Story of Swedish Life. By the Author of [}
“ The Swedish Twins.” :

FRED AND HIS FRIENDS, and the Wisdom he
Learned. By Letitia M'Clintock.

TaE PNk SasH. A Story for Little Girls.
By G. E. W., Author of “Harry Bertram |
and his REighth Birthday,” * Archie |
Digby,” etc. - -

Maao1x's Namg, and How it Helped Her. |
A Story for Girls. Foolscap 8vo, cloth. §

Mrs. George Cupples’ Tales for
the Young,

Each with Coloured Frontispiece, Illumi-
nated Side, and numerous Engravings.
18mo. Price 30 cents cach.

BERTHA MARCHMONT.

FANNY SILVESTER.

BLurr CRAG; or, A Good Word Costs
Nothing. '

Huer WELLWO00D'S SUCCESS,

ALICE LEIGHTON. :

Carry’s Rosk; or, The Magic of Kindness.

LitTLE MAY AND HER FRIEND CONSCIENCE. §

Bright, cheerful stories, each having for
its object the inculcation of some good
moral lesson.

My Own Library.
By Mrs. George Cupples.

Each Illustrated with numerous Wood-
cuts. Illuminated Side. 18mo.
Price 20 cents each.

Tar HIDDEN TALENT.

A KiIND AcTION NEVER THROWN Away.
EpMoND DARLEY.

Tar LosT RABBIT.

UrcLE Dick’s STory.

Tim LEesoN’s FIRST SHILLING.

These stories are sure to interest children. }
They are full of pictures, and in a bright, §
lively manner convey some valuable moral
lesson or duty. l
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WILLIAM BRIGGS,
PuBLISHER,

78 & 80 KiNg St. East, ToRONTO.

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.
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