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THE ECLIPSE. jspace, in the bonds of close physical and in the sun and all his multitude ’ to give one an acquaintance with the

st the sun through a picce of smoked
glass It was reported that there
would be an eclipse of the sun, and so
they found a piece of broken glass,
held it over a lighted candle that the
surface of it might be coated
with smoke in order that they
may look at the bright sun
without injuring their eyes.

An eclipse of the sun is
caused by the moon coming lie-
gween it and the enrth,  Some-
times it becomes su dark that
persons  ¢an hardly see. The
next time thete is an eclipse
of the sun don't fail to Jook nt
it thyough » piece of smoked
ghss, You will then see s dark
objeet, moving gradually upon
-the sun until that luminary is
almoge totally hidden, 1t will
be worth seeing.  Exmmine the
almanee, which will tell you
when the next eciipse oceurs,
have your glass ready und you
will see something you will
never forget.

L T22

HOW ALL MAY STUDY
ASTRONOMY.

Tuyerr was never & tne
whey the heavens were studied
by so many amateur astrono-
es us at present.  In every
civilized country wany excell-
ent telescopes are owned andd
vsed, often to very good pur-
pose, by persons who are not
practical astranomers, but who
wish to see for themselves the
marvels of the sky, and who
occagionally stumble upon some-
“thing that is new even to pro-
fessionalstar-gazers.  Yet, not
withstanding this activity in
the cultivation of astronomical
studics, it is probably safe to
assert that hardly one person
in a hundred knows the chief
stars by name, or can even recognize
| the principal constellations, much less
distipguish the planets from the fixed
stars.  And of course they know
nothing of the intcllectual pleasure
that accompanies » knowledge of the
starg.  Modern astronomy is so rapidly
ang wonderfully Jinking the earth and
the sun, together with all the orbs of

Tng boys in the picture are looking ; relationship, that a person of education

tand general intelligence can offer no
‘valid excuse for not knowing where
-to look for Sirius, or Aldebaran, or the
Orion Nebula, or the planet Jupiter.
As Australia and New Zealand and

of fellows, which nobody can afford stars and planets which will be not
to ignore. _only pleasurnble but uscful, And

Perhaps one reason why the aver-; with the aid of an opern-glass maost
age educated man or woman knows so interesting, gratifying, and in some
littlo of the starry heavens is berause 1nstances scientifically valuable obser-
it is popularly supposed that only the vations may be mado in the hravens.
I have more than once heard
persons who knew nothing
about the stars. and probably
cured less, utter exclamations
of surprice and delight when
persunded to look at certain
parts of the sky with a yood
glass, anad thereafter wandest
an mterest e astronowy  of
which  thev  would formerly
hnve  behieved  themselves .
capabile. Lopular  Setence
Monthly.
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THE SEA CAPTAIN'S
STORY.

1 uan a hittle vessel an the
coast,  She had four men be
sides el 1 had wmy wife
and two chitldren o board,
The night was stormy, and my
brother was to stand watch
that night. The seamen pre-
vatled on  him take * one
slass,” to help him perform h g
duties | but, being unsccus-
wined to hquor, he fell usleep,
and in the mght { awoke to
tind my vessel a wreck.

1 took my wifie und one of
my Iittie ones i my arms, and
she ook the other, and for
hours we battled with the cold
waves.  After hours of sufler-
g, the wases swept my hittle
one from wy embrace, then,
after mure huurs of sutfering,
the waves swept the hittie vne
frome my wifes arms, and our
twu dears were Jost to us for
ever. After more batthing with

THE ECLIPSE.

all the islands of the sea are wade a
part of the civilized world through
the expanding influence of commerce
and cultivation, so ths sunsand planets
around us are, in a certain sense, fall-
ing under the dominion of the rest-
less and resistless mind of man. We
have conie to possess vested intellec-
tual interests in Mars and Saturn,

the storm and wavex, behold !
she was cold in death.

I made wy way ta the shoon,
most powerful telescoprs and costly [ and here 1 am -my wife, my claldren,
instruments of the observatory areland all my earthly possessions lost
capable of dealing with them. Nojfor “one glass” of rum’™  Oh, beware
greater mistake could be mude. Tt of the mtoxicating cup’
does not require an optical instru-
ment of any kind, nor much labour,as! A wLiTTLE sick boy was told by his
ccmpared with that expended i the mother to take a powder she had pre
aequirement of some polished accom  pared for himn  * Powder' powder:”
plishment regarded as indispensable, said he. * Mother, I aint a gun1”

Dease, PRI >
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The Story of Grumble Tom.

‘Titrie was a boy named Grunble Tom, whe
ran wwny to éca,

L ik of things on land," he said, *‘as
sick ux 1 can be.

A life upon the bounding wave will suit &
lud like me.”

‘The secthing ocean billows failed to stime.
Inte hin mirth,

For he did not like the ship, or the dimsy
rolling bertly,

Aud ho thonght the sea was almost as uu.
plossanut as the earth,

He wandered into foreign lands, he saw sach
wondrous sight,

But nothing that he heard or saw scemned
just exactly right,

And »0 he journcy'd on snd on, still seeking
for delight.

He talked with kings und ladies fair, he
dined iu courts, they say,

But always found the people dull, and
longed to get away,

To search for that mysterious land whero
he should like to stay.

He wandered over all the world, his huir
was white aa anow,

He reached that final bourne at last where
all of us must go?

But never found the land he sought. Yhe
reason would you kuow ?

The reason was, that uorth or south, wher-
@'er his steps wero bent,

Qn land or ses, in court or hall, he found
hut discontent ;

Far he took his disposition with him overy.
where he weat.

HOW A GIRL SUOCEEDED,

In a simple home in Paris some
fifty years ago lived Mr. Bonheur and
his poor family. He was a man of
talent in puinting, but he was obliged
to spend his time in giving drawing
leasons.

His wifo gave piano lessons, going
from house to house all day long, und
sometimes sawing all night. All this
was to support the family ; for they
had four littlo mouths bLesides their
own to feed. 'I'here was August,
Iwdoin and Julictte, and lastly, the
one I am going to tell you alout,
Rosa,

Her mother—tired with hard work
—died when Rosa was eight years
ald. The children were placed in the
cave of & good woman, who sent them
to schiool, but Jlosa wasa little truant.
She didn't like to be shut up in a
schoolroom and spent most of her
time playing in the wocds rathering
daisies and marigolds.

But her father thought if she did
not love school she must be taught
something useful, and tried to lave
har taught sewing ; but she couldu’t
learn this, and becanie 50 sick ut the
sewing school that she had to be taken
away.

Finally she was left to herself for
awhile, aud she hung about her
father’s studio copying whatever she
saw him do. Then he suddenly woke
up to the fact that his little girl had
grest talent. He began to teach her
carefully in drawing.

At this she studied and worked
with all her might.

Oze day she bappcned to paint the

pleasure in the work that she maude
up her mind to paint animals only.

She hud no money to buy or hire
wodels, 80 she had to tnke long walks
in the country, working all day in the
open air. Bhe loved animals, and it
pained her to see them killed, but she
wust Jearn how to paint their suffering
on canvas, and so she went to the
slaughter pens of Puris and sat ona
bundle of hay with her coliurs about
her, drawing aud painting, white the
dioverss and butchers gathered around
to look at her pictures,

At home—when the family had all
moved together again—on the roof of
the house Rosa mude n little fower
garden, and kept o sheep there for a
model.  Very often Rosa's brother
would carry the sheep on his back
down six flights of stairs, and after
letting him graze on the outside would
bring him back to his garden home on
the roof.

At nineteen years of age Rosa sent
two pictures to the Art Exhibition,
The critics spoke kindly of these, and
she was encouraged to keep on paint-
ing.

At twenty-seven, her splendid pic-
ture, * Cantal Oxen,” took the gold
mednl, and was purchased Ly the
English Government. Her own Gov-
ernment , ~esented her with a silver
vase.

Her father shured the success of hus
daughter ; he was at once made the
divector of the Government School of
Design for girls. But this relief from
poverty and trouble came too late, for
he died the same year.

Orders for work now poured in
upon her more than she could do;
four years later, after long months of
study she painted the “ Horse Fair.”
This was greatly adwmired, both in
England and America. It was sold
to an Englishman for eight thousand
dollars, and was finally bought by the
late. A. T. Stewart, of-New York, for
his famous collection.

One day after she had become
famous, the Empress of France called
upon her, and coming into the studio
without warning, found herat work.
She arose to receive the Empress, who
threw her arws about Rosa’s neck and
kissed her. After a very short call
the visitor went away, but not until
after she had gone did Rosa discover
that as the Empress had given the kiss
she had pinned upoa the artist's blouse
the Cross of the Legion of Xlonor.
This was the highest honour that the
Fpress could bestow,

Perhaps some of you girls want to
reach and hope to reach the heights of
fame as artists; bhut don’t forgct that
everything worth having in this world
has a high price set on it—and if you
want truc fime as an artist, you must
be willing to pay the price. Rosa
Bonheur says :

“Art demands lLeart, brain, sou),
body. Nothing less will win its
highest favour. I twed art;.it is my

husband, my world, my life-dream, the

pictura of  goat ; she found 0 much

air T breathe. T know nothing else,
feel nothing else, think of uathing
else, I have no tnste for genersl
society ; L only wish to be kuown
through my works.”
The Boys That are Wanted,
Wk want good boys us well as good girls,
A pure as descending sunow ;
Yes, pute and bright, like the sun’s blest

light,
Bringing joy wherever they go.

The boys who are wanted ag home are boys
\Who thelr parents love and obey;

And who treat their sisters courteously,
Being geutlemen every duy.

The loys that ure wanted are clennly boys ;
Abhorring tobacco and rum;

Who never lounge at the corer store,
Nor uinke sport at a whisky slnm,

The Loys we want are industrious boys,
\Who in sunshine make the hxy,

Who drese in keeping with their menns,
And ulways pay their way.

The boys that we want ure thoughtful boys,
\Who read and think as they grow,

Storing up knowledge for future use,
Kunowing waell they'll resp as thuy sow.

But to be such boys they must sesk the grace
Which will 81l their hearts with love ;
For in such hesrts the Lord will dwell
And prepare {or the home above.

Then give us such boys, and we will aot fear
For the future of our girls,

For husbands suck will surely be
A blesning to the world,

THEB POOR MAN'S WELL.

Axova the Azores is situated the
beautiful Island of Fayal, with its
orange-groves and profusion of flowers.
But notwithstanding the fruit and
flowers, thers is one thing which
Americans who live there niss ssdly,
and that is fresh, cool water. There
are 1o lakes or ponds, such as we have
here; and so the people lave to use
rain water, which they save in large
tanks or cisterns.

There are a few wells on the island,
which, as the water risea and falls in

them twicse in every twenty-four

hours, are called “tide wells.” But
there was & time—many years ago—
when the people had neither cisterns
nor " wells, and were obliged to get
water from hollows in the rocks. And
this is the story of the first well;

The year 1699 was a year when
scarcely any rain fell, The grain did
not grow, the cows and sheep died
from thirst, and many of the. poor
people also. Now, there was a very
rich man on the island, who had come
liere to live many ycars before, from
anather part of the world.

Though he wus so rich, and wight
have done much good with his money,
he was sn stingy and so hard, that the
people dic not love him at all. But
his bags of silver and gold did not
buy him water; aud at last the thought
came to him, “Why! I will dig a
well, as people used to do in my
country. I will dig it on my own
land, and no one shall have x drop of
the water but mysclf.”

So he hired men to come and dig
the well; but be paid thewm ouly a

little money, and was very unkind tc.f
them. They dug und they dug by
no water came, At lant they <y
they would work no longer unleg
their mastor would promise them <oy
of the water; and he promised tuey
the use of the well for half of ciery
dsy.

Now, they dug with more puticnee,
aud one morning, us carly ns six
o'clock, they suddenly found water,
The men claimed the privilege of
using the well the tirst six hours, and |
the master dared not refuse. .‘\g
they were drawing the water, they
noticed thut it began to grow lower
and lower in the well ; and at twihe
o'clock, the mustec’s hour, Hone was
left.

He was very, very angry, nnd said
he would never give the men auy’
work aguin. Towever, at six o'clock
that night, they again demanded the |
use of the well. He mockingly asked
them if they expected the water would
cowe for thew and not for him,
Nevertheless they went to the well,
and, to the master'’s awe and wonder,
it was full of water.

At widnight, the master again tried
to get water from the well, and,
before, found it empty. He now felt
afraid, believing that some divine
power controlled the action of the
water. lle went to the church, and
vowed before God, that if the water
should come again next morning, he
would dedicate it to the poor forever.

In the morning, when the men
visited the well, there was the fresh
water awaiting them. The master
kept his vow, and thus the well be.
came the *“Poor Man's Well” To
this day the water rises and falls in it
twice in every twenty-four hours.—
Nursery,

THE UNUSED UMBRELLA.

A vourit was lately leaving his
aunt’s house, after & visit, when, find.
ing it was beginning to rain, he caught
up an umbrella that was snugly placed
in & corner, and was proceeding to
open it, when ¢ old lady, who far
the first time observed his movements,
sprang towards him, exclaiming :—

"¢ No, no; that you never shall!
I've had that umbrella twenty-three
years, and it has never been wet yet;
and I'm sure it shan't be wetted
now.”

Some folky’ religion is of the same
quality. It is none the worse for
wear. It i- a respectable atticle, to
be looked at, but it must not be
damped in the showers of daily life.
It stands in & corner, to be used in
case of serious illness or death, but it
is not meant for common occasions.

We are suspicious that the twenty-
three years’ old gingham was gone at
the seanis, anpd if it had been unfurled
it would have leeked like a sieve. At
any rate, we are sure {hat such is the
case with the hoarded-up religion
which has answered no uscful turn in
& man's life.—C. U. Spurgem. 4
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i field.”

put on the hall table, and rashal after
the curpple with "

“ My bay, that was stealing.”

4Ol yes, sir, L sce that now, but 1

The Oarpenter.
FY RLLEN ¥, TALROT.
1 warcn him in the sunshine Lright s

i » homely aight, o . R . And poured 12 on Clirist < Mleased feet
'\\:t:g:inl?' with.hjo':‘ligint.— didu't stop to think, [ was running foutined all the compantons of her | l.., . ,5"?,‘.‘:! \m‘.,‘,: w'hm don
For Jeaus was a carpenter. to get my own shilling, when ove of | vouth,  Thowe of hee malile Ife had ] Ot b for the Master and Jond,

the teachers told me to pat it in the
finehox because my bLall was m the
orchurd ; so then 1 had no shithng ts
put on the hall table for the Doctor,
and yet it wasn't my fault that the
rules were broken, Tho ball was
wnine, but another chap hiad been play-
ing with it in a forbidden part of the
grounds. I told the Doctor 1'd iaken
his shilling, menning to give him mne.

Methinks T see the dear Lord stand

With tools within his holy hand,

And some long task before him plasned,
Like auy village carpeutet.

My graclous Lord ! 1 can divine
How beantiful, how trwe and fine,
\Was any work that was of thine,

= \When thou wert village carpeater.

3hall we on humble callings frown,

\When all the living seraphim,

The sngele and the cherubim,

Adored the kingliness of him
\Vho was & working carpeoter?

me asa thief.

Then who need mourn his low estate,
Or mnrmur at & labouring fate,
Sinco Jusua made all labour great

To haughty grow with pridoand ain,

Then may this little thought creep in, “ Rupert Alleyn, sir.”

That Jesus was a carpenter. “ Rupert, why do you shrink from {asked. T don't want them, “Fwas & wonsas wle offered the fres,
- meeting your father " away ! Mother! Mother? Why | And for you, this bright Christmas day,
THE BQY WHO.RAN AWAY. «QOl, because he will_hate me-for | don't you comet L wanty mother 2’ Thia story of love is

«TiCKETS, please.”

A gentleman, reading the Times in
the corner of the milway-carriage,
dowed his ticket marked * Brook-
A lad, cutled up asleep
opposite to him, snored so soundly
that the guard laughed and shut the
door. i

« 1 suppose-your ticket is all right,
my boy 1" said the gentlemau, kindly,
when about tén minutes later the
shriek of » whistle aroused the sleeper.
«You were asleep- when the-tickets
were examined.” :

«lts all rirht,” suid the boy,
sleepily-; “T'm going to London.”

«Then it’s all-wrong, my-lad ;this
is the Brookfield train.”

«No;no! I-can't go to Brookfield.
Oh, let me _get out—let me jump!”

«Yot shalldo nothing of the sort.
You would kill -yourseif. Now, sit
down _and explain- why you must not
goto Brookfield. If you avein trouble;

love father? ™

awhile, and he will hope and pray tha

was his-mother.”
«How do you know -that fathe

into the gentleman’s face,
o Because-the boy who-ran away-i

PLEASANT HOURS.
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to stay apart from the other Loys till
father crme, and father should know
1 couldn't stuy there
and face futher, so I ran away and
tramped to Marsden, and tried to
slip into the London train, but Ihe
made 8 wistaky and this is going to

wy theft, and 1 did-so -want-linto
love -me—nobody has since he went.
I can't remeiber mother, but I did

« He will not-hate you, cbild; he
will -love you-nud pardon you, and be
sorry for your sin and sutfering, and
he will assure Dr. Driver -that you
will-never act so-wrongly again. He
will keep you at home with bhim

his only-child tnay grow up as good,”
and true hearted and-honourable as

will-do all this1” asked Rupert, open-
ing s Ulue eyes- widely, and-lovking

my own-dear-son,” said"Mr. Alleyn,
opening his arms _to-the boy, “and
God's-mercy-has-_led-you.to one who
Joves you best. I wax just on my way
to your-school_to see my little Reu.

“I WANT MY MOTHER.”

Over: an old, old wemou fay oVwdy i
ir afe bad Ban ore of care
whe bad

dyme,
and toad, of pan anl oo

long beon in ther groes Tt by old
nge, with Jier tho dvighters then-
aehies decrepit wath the burden of
~oventy fise and cghty .ur.\r-Aslu frad
peens oblizad to find refuge ared sheluer
within aludbouse w ddix

But she was (oo old ta sane for 11
Paverty and pubdic chanity Bad Tost W1
terpor for Jur bt st She we
sblngons of her sarronndimgs Hor

Or on » Iabouting class 1ook down, but 1 wouldn't tell him who huu been | aund, had Kt o sos Tild upen the tat all of the guests 1 the roow

» . H . ¥ “ "R

When !:e:h.c: xnh::l}ymvn breaking the rules nm} got my ball it | present, and hor thougthts Toaded thew 1A e told of the honour sho pald him
Boua oarpen the orchiard, Dr. Driver said Iwas| alven with the neones and dayn of By the breath of tie fragrant perfume.

childhond, and in plantne tones she
e utued, 1 want my wothua® 1
want ) mother '

The daughters, hearing her call,
went to the bedside, askigg, ¢ What
do you want, mother1”

She looked at them with edes in

When be booauie & carpenter? Brookficld, and, oh, dear, I shall have | which was no gleam of revognition. | rpe fragrance of offerings so preciows
adif 6 rtal heacts begi to face my father after all 1" All memory of husband nud cluldren Shall e kinown {u the spice-laden sir,
And if our mortal hearts bigin « What is -your uawe, my child 3™ | had long faded away. And the Load shall with oil be avolnted,

“ Who-are these old women1® she
Go

The-poor- old-daughters themselves
trembling on- the- verge of the grave,
turned away weeping. Theirmothers
love bad stood tho-test till now, but
in life's last hours she was again a
Intle child, and as she felt the chill of
“death stealing over hier. she louged for
her mother’s sheltensng-arms.

« Motlier, T so tived and sleepy
L-want to beundressed and-go to bed.
Now-hear me sy my prayers.”

Tho shrivelled Lands clasped thew
selves together—as they had been
wont to do, ol ! 5o iy years ago-—
and the trembling - voice-faltered out:

s

T
4 Now_1 lay me down to sleep,
1 pray the Lord my soul to heep,
1 § should dic hefore I-wake,
1 pray the bonl my scul to take

= Aud thus 1 ask for Jesun’ sake”

«Good night!” she added, softly,
after amoment’s pause.  She closed her
eyes, but opened-them- directly, with
an-eager-happy look. Her daughters

-Arctie travellers, some notion-can-be

Mary.
Trie Yol the bedoved -liuiple.
AWk telte na the story ko aweet,
U Vs whia breghit the tich cintment

Fir st lacithed the eotliest tevasure
AVath never & thought of rewanl s

e hisew not that in aatig rememt tanee
Her namne the £ar future shoull hold,

~he thoyght not that i iradous mamotfal
[he tale of her Tove shionld be told.

11ut e ¢n as she stood by the Master
Arud nope but hie thought vpon her,
T acent of lier thrice precions omtment
Pervaded the houre ahere they were—
The off ring ahe nade unto Jesus,

And Mary, 1 tenderness bandoang
For scrvice - hier sale Joving care~

In wipsnyg the feet of the Kaviour,
Bore the ador wway in her hair.

O beautiful type of goot doing !
Sweet sysnbol of what they may win
Who pive thuir deusest hesst's trensure,
Thinking ouly of Jesus therein,

Though that were 1o part of the care.
1 Ths feant 13 au ollering by women—

st et A et

A PLACE WHERE FIRB ALMOST
GETS COLD. i

A rensoxy who has never been in

the Polar regions «an-probably have

no 1dea of what-cold really is; but by-

reading the terrible expetiences- of

formed of - the-extreme cold. that-pre--
vails there.  When we have the tem.
perature down to aero out-of doors, we
think it-atter cold. Think, then, of-
living where the theriometer goes-
down to thirty-five degrees below zero
in the house,-in-spite of ‘the stovel
Of-course in such-a ease-the fur-gar.
ments- are piled on until a man-looks-
like n-bundle-of skins.  Dr. Moss, of
the English Polar -Expedition of 1875
and ‘1876, among-other odd- things,-
tells of the effect-of-cold on & waxed
candle-which-he barnied-thers. The
temperature  was thirty-five degrees
below-zero, and” the-doctor must have

You need not have tried to avoid me,
dear 1ud ; my love for-you is stronger
than you thougnt, Let this teach you
and me, too, that there s a-love
greater than any-other—the love of
otir_Father in_heaven. We try some-
times -to_get -from _him, we -feel 30
frightened -of the Judge of all; but,
oh, my child, his tender armns are
held cut to us in deep compassion, and
he-is willing to forgive-our every spot
and-stain.  Like as_a-father-pitieth
his children, so the Lord -pitieth them
that fear him.”

Rupert ctung to. hiw:-newly.found
father-in & mapture of “thankfulness
and -joy, bt he -never-forgot- those
carnently whispered words_sbout-the

perhaps I-can help you.” saw- herface grow- young and radiant.

The gentleman’s face looked o
leasant-that the poor boy; who-was
_weary, friendless snd-hungry, broke
into sobs; and told-his story-with-his
facc halt hidden by hie sleeve.

- J'vg ran-awsy from Brookfield,”
hesaid. * T -was at school there—Dr.
Driver's-school, and Dr. Driver smid
he'd tell my father I'm a thief.
Fathe’s been-in Indis since-I-wrs
five—1'm-ten-now—and he'li soon be
home. I had-a:skilling of-my-own,
and-I-waa-in-the hall when-a-poor
cripplé-chap-oame and bogged of the
“Ihoctor, and he_only-asked for bread ;
bet Dr. Driver ardered him of, snd 1
J thought, * He shall-have sy shilting.’
“But-he was down:in the gardes, e 1
wmght up o chilliag the - Dester Jud

heen -considerably discournged when,

«Oh, nwother! mother! I am soupon looking- at his candle he- dis.
glad-you've come!” -| covered that the flame had all it could-

She stretched out ner-arms.  There | do to keep warm, It wan 50 cold that
was one bricf-minute, and then the | the flame could not melt all the wax
~weary. pilgrim, whose fect had trod the | of the candle, but was forced-to-eat
rough paths of earth for nearly.a hun its way down the inside of -the wax,
dred years, was at rest— leaving a sort of outer skeleton of -the
candle standing, There was heat
enough, howeter, to melt oddly shaped
holes in this thin, circular wall of wax,
and the result was-a besutiful lace-
jixe cybnder of white, with & tongue
of yellow flame burning inside it and’
sending-out into the darkncss-many
streaks-of light. This is not only
curious-effect of extreme cold, but-it
shows how difficult it must be-to find’
soything like warmth in « place where

¢ Where the child shall find its mother,
Asd the mother find her child.”
— Selected.

P

A TARREYEAR-OLD, when. rebuked
by her mother for some childish ini-
quity, made answer: “ You didi’t see
me.” «But somebody did;-who was
it1” = Dod; Lot he won't tlL” said
the tot.  Many older persons bave the.
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Sin No More

Whazy the calm of night is falling,
Aud the varea of day arv o'er,

Hoar tho voice of Jesus calling,
Go to him and sin no more,

When the hoart in sad and troubled
He ulone cun peice restore,

By his love s life enaobled,
o to him and sin no more,

When the soul in grief sud anguish
Mourus the evil done before,

Let your faith no longer languish,
(Go to him snd ain no more.

tio to himn * for he cun only
Soothe the pain aud heal the sore;
All who are distressed and lonely
tio to him and »in no wore.

Go t him ! lay down your burdes,
At his feet bis love implore,

Ask in penitence for pardon—
Go tw him uud sin no moere.

Go to him ! he hath invited
All to enter heaven's door

Sinners, by his luve united,
Go to him amd sin no more.
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THY S8AVIQURB.
JESUS.
* Thow shalt call His name Jeows. " —
Matt. i. 21.

Tris was & common namé among
the Jews, its Old Testament form
being Joshua, who is called “Jesus”
in the Book of Acts

But it was an uncommon name in
him who was called “Jesus of Naz-
areth.” When be took it up, it be-
oame the name above every name, at
which every knee will yet require to
bow. 1t wasgiven tohim,as Matthew
talls us, not because it was s family
name, but because of its meaning—
* Heo shall save his people from their
sins.” And his whole life, but ecpeci-
ally his death on Calvary, showed how
worthy be was of she most precious
name of Jesus—aes ‘the * Savicur,”

who eame to0 d!hvw us 2ot oaly from

punishment and misery, but from our
sins.—to save us from bad hearts.

Itis told of a fumous general that
be used to take his boy in his arms,
and speak to him about Jesus. The
little fellow wus greatly plensed ; the
“old, old story” scemed always new
to him. One day his father said to
him, * Would my little son like to go
to heaven1” Yes, father,” was the

answer.  * But, how can you go to
heaven! Your heart is full of sin,”

the father said.  “All are sinners,
papa,” the boy answered, deep in
thought. * But only the pure in
heart are to see God. How can my
little Loy hope to be among thtm 1"
The child’s face grew for a little un.
speikably sud.  Perhaps he was for
the first time realizing his own sin.
With full heart and tearful eye, he
laid his bead upon his father's breast
and sobbed, in penitence and hope,
“Pupa, Jesus can save me !”

That little boy was right. He is
the ** mighty to save.” Can you call
him, ¢ Jesus, tny Saviour?”

He did not come to judge the world, be did
not come to blume 3

He did uot only cotne to scek—it was to
save he canie ;

And when we call him Saviour, then we call
hin by his name.

THE BOOK OF LIFE

SoxeTyiNg about it struck Teddy
very forcibly ; I am not sure whether
it was the text itself or the minister’s
reading it the second tiwe in a very
earnest manner.  He was a new min.
ister, and was preaching to the chil-
dren this morning. His text was,
“And another book was opened,
which is the book of life;” and, as 1
say, he read it over twice. The book
of life—the book of each one of our
lives—do you ever think of that book,
children, and what you ave writing in
it? Every morning you start with a
fresh page, and at night what do you
find written there?  Temptations met
and overcome, kind words spoken,
little acts of hclpfulness performed 1
or is it a record of temptations yielded
to, cross and fretful words, and no
kind actionst Think of it, when you
are tempted to do what is wrong, that
it will be written in your book of life,
and at that last great day it will be
opened and read.—Children's Friend.

MISSIONARY POTATOES.

Ar Little Bay, in Newfoundland,
a little boy, anxious to help the Mis-
sionary Socicty, obtained from his
father a little piece of ground, in
which he plantod some potatoes he
had given him., He was very small,
but was & good gardener; for when
the potatoes were dug he obtained
three dollars, and gave it to the mis-
sionsry cause.

Belonging to the same school, a boy
was saked by the minister, * How
often ought we to pray?” He ex-
pected the lad {0 say, * Morning and
night ;” bus the snawer wia, *As often

SCENE IN THE DESERT.

Tuis is a graphic picture of what
sometimes happens in the desert. The
Arab sees a group of horsemen riding
hard. He knows not whether they
are friends or enemies. He must pre-
pare for the worst, protecting his wife
and child as best he can, and bravely
awaiting the onset. It is this lawless
state o society that makes the eastern
salutation ¢ Shalom” or *Peace” so
important. It is the first thing one
wants to know of a stranger whether
he comes in peace or in hostility.
This usage expluns many passages of
Scripture.

JESUS CAN TAKE AWAY THE
TASTE FOR LIQUOR.

Tur following impressive testimony
was given by Mr. F. R. Winfrey, of
Columbia, Kentucky at a children’s
weeting, three weeks ago:

“ Boys, 1 wish to say a few worcs
to you. I want to warn you not to
lead the life I have led. I have
wasted 80 much time. You have seen
me walk through the streets of Co-
luwbia a miserable drunkard. I was
in hopeless bondags to the demon
drink. I wished to reform, but I had
such a craving for alcoholic drink that
I ran wad if I tried to do without it.
I would think, ‘It is useless for me
to try longer to reform ; I will give
up the struggle.” Then I would think
of the prayers of my sainted wother,
and hope would spring up again.
Twice 1 joined different churches in
my frantic efforts to regain my foot-
hold, but in vain, I could not stand.
Down, down I went to degradation
and ruin. Lower I sank, and still
lower. Almost every vestige of hope
was gone. Oh! how I longed for
sowe Christian to speak an encourag-
ing word to we. But during these
jong, dark years, not one cheering
word was ever given me by a Chris-
tian, Obh, Christian friends! I be.
seoch you, never consider a fellow
oreaturs so depraved, so low, 80 com-
pletely wrecked that you cannot ad-

as wo got the chenwe, sir.”

moviah kim %o eoms wear %o God.

SCENE IN THE DESERT.

You don't know the dreary darknes’
of a soul given over us 00 fur gone toj
try to save.

“ My mother's God did not. utterly !
forsake me. ‘Ten months ago today'
I came into this church and bowed,
down at that altar there, feeling wy-
s-If to be the wiost hopeless sinner in
t.e world. I cried w God for puadon
of sins, and » release from the bond.
age of drink. Glory to his nuwe, he
gave me hoth. He gave me a ncwl
heart. He put a uew song in my!
mouth. He removed the desire for
drink. From that day to this I have
not tasted it. 1 have no desire to
taste it. Jesus did it all for me.
Glory to his name!"—Union Signal.

FIVE MINUTES MORE TO LIVE

A yoUNG mun stodd before a large
audicnce in the most fearful position
a human being could be placed—on
the scaffold! The noose ' 1 been
adjusted around his neck. In a fow
moments more he would be in eternity.
The sherifl’ took out his watch, and
said: “If you have anything to say,
speak now ; as you have but five min.
utesmore to live.” Whatawful words
for a young mun to hear, in full health
and vigr !

Shall I tell you his message to the
youth about him?! Xe burst into
tears and said with sobbing: I have
to die! I had only one little brother.
He had beautiful blue eyes and fiaxen
bair. How I Joved him! I got
drunk—the first time. I found my
little brother gathering strawberrics.
I got angry with him without a cause,
and killed him with a blow from »
rake. 1 knew nothing about it until
I awoke on the following day, and
found myself closely guarded. They
told me that when my little brother
was found his hair was clotted with
blood and brains. Whiskey had done
it! It bas ruined ine! I have only
one more word to say to the young
poople beforo I go to stand in the
pressnce of my Judge. Never, neter,
NEvER touch snything that omn in-

toxionte | "—The Word and the Way.




T

PLEASANT HOURS.

THuK

The Widow of Nain.

*The only aon ot Liswothes, and rthowasa widow,”

white,

Their garments were datp with the tears of
the nigiit,

Their hot feet aweary, and throbbing with
pain,

An they cutered the gates of thecity of Nain.

Rut lo! on the pathway a sorrowing throng

Preased, mou-ulully clanting the funeral
sonug,

And like a sad monotone, ceaseluss and slow,

The voice of 3 wuwan was laden with woe.

\What need, stricken mothers, to tell how
she wept?

Ye read Ly the vigils that sorrow hath kept,

Ye know by the travail of anguish and pain,

The desalate grief of the widow of Nuain.

As he who was firet of the wayfaring men

Advanced, the mute burden was lowered,
and then

As he touched the whits grave.clotha that
covered the bier

The bearers shrunk back, but the mother
drew near.

Her snow sprinkled tresmes had loosened
their strands,

Great trars fell unchecked on the tightly-
olasped hands;

But hushed the wild sobbing, and stifled her
cries, -

As Jesus of Nazareth lifted his oyes.

Fyes wet with compassion as slowly they
fell—

Eyes poteut to soiten gricf’s tremulous swell,

As, sweetly and tenderly, ** Weep not,” he
«id,

And turned to the passsiouless face of the
dead,

White, white gleamed hie foréhead, loose
rippled the bair,
ilronse-tinted, o'er temples tramsparesely
fair ;
And & glory stele up frem the enrth to the
»  okie, -

Wibow

1 man, arise

OF NAIN.

. As he called to the vorceless one, ** Young

t
Tux dust on their sandals lay heavy and | The hard, rigid outlines grew fervid wath

breath,

The dull eyes uucloscd from the miduight of
death ;

Weep, weep, happy mother, and fall ut bis
feet

Life's pale, blightul promise grown hopeful
and swoet.

The morning had passed, and tho midday
heats burned :

Once nore to the pathiway the wayfarers
turned.

The conqueror of kinges had been conquered
again g

There was jOy in the house of the widow of
Nain,

-

THE LITTLE GIRL AND THE
PASSOVER.

Wuar a touching story we find in
the legend about a little girl who was
s Jewess and lived in Egypt at the
time when God brought his people out
of cuptivity. You remember that in
the Twelith of Exodus it is stusxl that
God would pass through the iand of
Egypt and destroy the first-born of
every house if the blood of a lamb was
not put upon the door and Jinte! ; and
those of you who have read the story
in the Bible will remeusher how Moscs
told the people of Ismel what God hadl
toid him, and how that all the people
put the blood of the poor little lamb
upon the doorposts of the houses, so
that wien the angel of death passed
by st midnight they and all within
the house were safe.

The legend to which I have referred
states that a little girl, the fist-born
in the house of an Israelite, was very

sick, and was afraid that the bLlood

bad uot been sprinkied upon the door-

i et amd sleep ™

vty restless

[P gy PR

post of her father's houee e which <hu
Iy, so she ashed e tathey if fe was

sure he had pot the blod upon the

donrpost , and the father sang, * Yes
he was gmite save, he bt otdered 1t
Bat twe httde el saud
the second time * Father, wie you
qiote sme the Dlomd s there 77 4 Y,

to b done !

ey child)! answaored the father, * be

But the culd could
sich

and as nght cune on,

wd \ht']-. She was sery el
t drew dinker and dacher, ad noaer
vrd nestter to the time when the angel
aoutd pass over Goshien, shie got still
nore nervons, and  restless, sid un-
ey, and at lust she sad @+ Father,
ke e wm your arms amd ot e see
W blowd upon the doorpest.”  And
‘he tather, to satisty  the catld, took
wr to the door to show her the blood.
Aud o and behold ! it was nob there
e wan to whon e had given me-
tructions had forgotten to do it, and
aen her father, in the sight of the
tld, had the blood sprinkled upon
he doorpost, and the cnild lay down
aul went to sleep.

Dear chiuldren, [ want to ask you
M ane question Are you sprinkled
Jath the preciods Liowd of J('S\ls‘
ilas he cleansed vour heartl 1€ not,
I beseeeh of you to wo to him at onve.
Do not rest satistied with remaing
w you are, but, hike the little girl
whost story 1 have told you, exanine
sour own leart and then go to God an
prayer, and ask him to wash you
“whiter than snow.”  Remember, it
15 his precious promise that *the
Llood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth
us from all sin.” = Words of Lite.

ALCOHOLIC DEATH RATE.

Die. Norsan Kere, x distinguished
Luglish  physician, referring to the
deatir rate from aleohol, sys: “Dr
Richardson gave it as his opinion,
some time ago, that *were England
converted to tempernnee, the vitahity
of the nation would be increased vne
thind in salue; or, in other wonls,
nearly 227,000 lives would be saved
to usevery vear.”  This is a startling
statement ; but, after careful imesti
gation, Dr. Kerr thinks it much nearer
the truth than mauny weee sepposed to
believe,  His own cilcuiations give
200,000 a3 the uumber of deathy te-
sulting from drinking, of which 128,
000 may be traced to drunkenness,
and the rest to more or less moderate
uses of aleohol.

A 21717LR boy was much perpiexed to
understand how God could see Bim all
the time.  1hs teacher asked hinm o
make w house of blocks.  When fin
ishied, she said : * Now shut youreyes.
Do you know just how the house
looks?” *Yes.” *“Lut you are not
looking at it with your eyes.” “I sce
it with my insideeyes.” * That is the
way God sees.  He m de every thing,
sud be secs it all the time with Lis
great inside eyes.” :

- A e s e — e - - .

‘The King's Messenger;
|

Lawrence Temples Probation.
4 MUY OF CHY I .Y LIMY

! uy 1nE Lu Tak

CHAPTLR V]I

CHRIKIMAS AL VIR LUXLLR cAME

Sheplios  at the Bratigt
Where toe Babe wan s,

Sang with tany o change,
Clmistins aunle untid mogn

lat us by the tire
P b et
Sing them tll the mght vapae

Carol, caral, Chtatsans,
Caril josfully,
Carul for the comng
Of Christ's Natiwaty ;
Aud pray a gladsome Chiristuas
For all youd Christian seu,
Carol, carol, Chrintians
For Christn.ia come again.
Cavul, carol.

A aLaut break in the monotony of
the winter was made by the festaviues
of Chrintinns and Now Year.
Freach cook, Antome La Craix, ex
haasted s professional skl in pre-
panng a sumptuous dinner, and, truth
to tell, the muterial elements of a sub.
stantial feast wero not wanting,
pair of superb wild turkeys graced
eacl, end of the long table which was
erected for the ocension.
of venison hud the place of honour m
the middle. A ham of Lawrenoes
bear, which hiul been kept frozen
the suow, was boiled in the soup kettle,
Beavers’  wils  procured  from the

stiil lingered, and wild pigeons abo
garnished the bourd.  Denmis regretied,
howeser, that the modicutn of potatoes

the “voast beef of hold Henglad.”
He was molltied, however, by the
apprarance of a plum-pudding of wmag-
nificent dimensions which was turned

boiled into a huge wooden platter,
deftly shapd with an axe for its
reception. He found fredh canses of
complaint, nevertheless, 1 the circum
stance that the short adlowane. of
*pums” was supplemented by a
quantity of crauberuies from the neigh
houring marsh.

“What for do ye call them plis
anyway  when they're only  rasins
afther all1” queriel Dennis.  « Khue
even a blunderin’
knows betther nor that.”

Out of deference to Jawrence, whe

by the “boss” of the shanty to sav
grace at this first woul to which the
company had sat down together.
“Btop,” exclaimed Evans; [
give you the Chrirtuay chant they
sing at Old Drasenvee;”
rosred out the ancient stave,

amd D

sy

A haunch ¢

-

The

A

Indians, wild ducks, a few of which -

was 80 meagre, and Yorkshire John
availed himself of s pational pedg
lege of grumbling at the absence of -

out of the tlour bayg i which it was .

Inishmwan like me

hid become recognized as a sore of -
domestic chaplain, he was requected
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4 The boar's head in hand bear I,
Bedecked with bays and rosemayre s
And I pray you, my muum,bo merrie,
Quot extia in coNMLIO,
Cyynit apri defero
Reddens iaudss Demins.”
“Where's ye're hoar’s headi” in-
terrupted Dennis. ' Whativer lang-
widge is that ye're spakingt It
sounds like Father O'Brady sayin’
mass, an’ if it's the howly Roman
tongue it's not fit for the likes o' ye
tospake it! Come, Lawrenoe, darlint’,
don’t let the praties be gettin' could,
what there is of them. B8ing ws some-
thin' we all can understand.”
Thus adjured, Lawrence gave out
that metrical grace which has inaug-
urated so many Methodist feativals,—

¢ Be present at our table, Levd,
Be here aud everywhere sdored
These creatures blres and graat that we
May foant in paradise with thes.”

The valiant trenchermen then fell
to work, and did ample justice to
Antoine's cookery. His doughnuts
and pudding elicited the heartiest
commendation. Many a good-natured
joke and jest snd lawgh went round
and board—literally a board supported
upon wooden tresties. Lawrence sat
niostly silent, thinking of a little group
of loved ones thres hundred miles
away that be knew were thinking of
him as they sat down to their humble
Christmas fare.

When dinner was over, Jean Bap-
tiste, who always embraced an oppor-
tunity of exercising his skill, brought
out his violin, and after sundry scrap-
ings and tunings accompanied himself
while he sang & French Ohristmas
earol, or “Nosl” ag he alled it, in
the sweet wild beautiful refrain of
which every one soon joined, cven
without knowing the memning of the
words.

Yorkshire Jokin seémed to think the
repatation of his country were gone if
he ocould not cap the Frenchwman's
“outlandish ditty,” as he ocalled it
with an honest English siave.

“Ah!” he grumbled out with a
sigh at the remembhrancs, *hold York's
the place where they knaw hoo to
keap Christmas. Hoo the chimes 'ud
ring 0ot oor the wonld an' the waisail
bowl ‘ud go roond, an' the waits 'ud
sing! Would ye loike to 'ear it1”
and without waiting for an saswer be
rumbled out of his eapacieus chest the
adsat oarel :

God rest you, merrie gentiemen,
Let wothing you diamay,
Bex Joous Chring, our Savioar,
Was bore e0 Christmas day,
To save nsall from Satan's shrall,
Whose souls bad gone sstrey.
omorve,
God blem the master of this houns,
God bless the mistress toe,

And all the litte childrea
Thet reund she table go.'”

“Of thinks Of 'ears 'em noo,” inter.
rupted Long Tom, of Lancashire
‘“ Another one they used to eing in
\ the Weet coontres was this:” and bhe
trolled eut the fellowing :

**As Joseph was a-walking, he heard an
anyel sing,

‘Thia night shall be born our Heavenly
King ;

He neither shall be born in housen uor in
ball,

Nor in the place of Paradise, but in an ox's
stall,

** * He neither ahall be clothed in purple nor
in pall,
But in fair lincn aa were babiesall;
He neither shall be rockéd in silver nor in
gold
But in a wooden cr-dlo that rocks upon the
mould.'"”

“You moinds me,” said Penryth
Pengelly, a Cornish miner, who had
been brought out to prospect for cop-
per, & bootless task for him, “ o' the
toime when Oi wor a Iad.un’ used to
go a-Chris'masin’, an’ good yaale an’
cakes we used to getten too, an' one
o' the carols the fisher lads doon in
oor parta—at St. Jves and yon ways
—used to sing was this :

‘I saw three ships come sailing in,

On Christinss day, on Christmaa day
1 saw three ships cowne sailing in,

On Christmas day in the morning.

¢ And what waa in those shipsall three
On Christmas day, oa Christmas day?
Our Saviour Christ and his TLadle,
On Christmss day in the morning.

¢ And all the bells on earth shall ring,
On Christmas day, on Christmas day,
And all the angels in heaven shall sing
On Christmas day in the moming,'*

“We didn't have thim haythin
carolin’s in ould Wicklow,” said
Dennis. * But we wint to chapel at
nidnight loike dacint Cliristians, an’
moighty purty it luked, I tell yees, to
see the altar all pranked wid flowers,
an’ the stall, an’ the oxen, an’ the
Howly Vargin, an’ the Blessed Babe
an' St. Joseph, all as nat'rel as life.
An’ it's mesilf was one of the altar
boys, no less, that used to help Father
O’'Shaughnessy. An’' I ’member he
Lad moighty bard work to tache me
the office for Christimas Eve. What's
this it was now!” he continued,
scratching his head, screwing up his
mouth, and squinting with one eye at
the roof. *“’'Dade an’ it's all olane
goue but this bit,

* Adeste fideles, lntd triwmphentes
Veaite, venite, in Bethlebem.’

Though what ‘twas all about I know’d

0o more | than the Blessed Babe in the

manger.”

“They tell & cur'us thmg in thim
parts. I.niver saw it mesilf, though
I often watched, but Father O'Shaugh.
nessy, he was the parish praste of
Inniskerry, d’ye moind, he said it was
s0; an’ 30 it had to he so even if it
wuzzen't s0. I'd belave his word
against my own eyesight, sny day.
D’ye think I'd be settin’ my eyes
aguinst the praste’s tongue that talks
Latin loike a book? Not I, indade !
I've larned my manners betther.”

“ What is it, any way,” “ Out with
it, man,” “ What's your story,” inter-
rupted several of his impatient
suditors.

* Well, his riverines doslar'd,” mid

Dennis solemnly, * that when he went
to the stable to get his pony late on
Christimas-.cve to come to the sarvice,
thet the baste was down on his knees
and the cows and the donkey all a-
psyin' obaysince to the Bleased Babe
in the manger at Bethlehem.”

“I suppose they were asleep,” ro-
murked the skeptioal Matt Evans.

“ Blapin’, is it yesay ! ye unbelavin’
heretic,” retorted Dennis, who had not
yet shiaken off his native superstition,
with & most contemptuous sneer at
the bare suggestion. “P'raps ye'd
say the praste was slapin’ whin he
saw on the flure all arcund his lan-
thern a bright light just like the glory
round the head o’ the Vargint"”

¢ Shouldn’t wonder,” said Evans,
giving a rationalistic explanation of
the phenomenon, * Does not the im-
mortal William say that then

* The bird of dawning singeth all night long,

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power
to charm,

So hallowed and 80 gracious s the time.’"

“Is it William of Orange he
manes {” asked Dennis in & loud
whisper as he tudged Lawrence. * It's
him thesse Oavan fellows call Im-
mortial.”

Evans proposed to give, in contrast
to the vulgar folk-songs to which they
had been listening, the classic legend
of “QGood King Wenoceslas” as they
ased to sing it st Brasenose. To his
surprise, however, it fell as flat as the
chant of the * Boar's Head.”

“ When I lived up to Kingston,”
here remarked Jim Dowler, who had
hitherto kept silence, “I went a few
Sundays to the Methodis’ Bunday-
school there. I wuza canal boy ridin'
a hoss on the tow path then, and
oftens I wuz that tired I went aslcep
on the hoss's back. Well, one Chris’-
was time the teacher larned us some
verses. 'Twas the only thing 1 could
laen. ’S8tonishin’ how these things do
stick to yer—wuss nor burdocks ina
hoss's mane, Can't get rid on 'em no
ways. I ain't much of a jidge o’
po'try, but I thought they wuz rale
purty then, when I didn't know their
hull meanin’; an’ now that I doos, 1
think they're purtier still” And he
sang the sweet old hymn,

4 Hark the herald angels sing
Glory to the new-born King,

¢Peace ot earth and mercy mild :
God aad sinners reconciled.’ ”

Lawrenoce took advantage of the
opportunity to say a few kindly and
seasonable words about God's great
Christmss gift to man and the duty of
living to his glory and in good-will to
one another.

After dinner there were out-of-door
gomes—lacrosse, which they learned
from a band of Indians camping near;
snow-shoeing, the trips and falls ocos-
sioned by which oaused much merri-
ment ;  snow-balling, shooting at »
mark, and the like. The day passed
very pleasantly, sud, as & resuls of

&Mdmm
from the camp vwithest ony of

those degrading scenes of drunkennes
which too often convert a Christian |
festival into thesemblance of a heathen
bacchanalisn orgie.

New Year’s Day had no very special |
celchration. On New Year's e,
however, Lawrence held a sort of
watch-night prayer-meeting with o
nuinber of the more seriously inclined ‘
shantymen. The nore bLoisterous
members of the camp went out of |
doors to welcome the New Year with !
cheers and the firing of guns.’ Those'
that remained were more impressed :
by the solemn silence in which the;
death of the Old and advent of the,
Now Year were awaited than even by |
the spoken prayers. It seemed ag'
though the trickling of the golden:
snade of time was heard amid the
hush, as God’s hand turned the great |
glass of eternity in which the years |
are but as hours and the days aa
mowents.

AN ADVENTURE WITH WOLVES,
Fearfully fures
The Feairis-wolf
Over the fields of men,
When be is loosed,
—Tre Youraen Eopa—TAs Layof Hoakon. '

The temainder of the winter passed :
rapidly away in the daily routine of |
labour. In the month of March,
when the snow lay deep upon the !
ground, Lawrence was despatched by
the “boss” lumberman to Ottawa, a
distance of some two hundred niiles, to
report to the agent. of the Company
the quantity of timber that had been
got out and to bring back from the
bank a sum of money to pay off a
number of the lumbermen. Several
of these were about to take up land in
the new townships which had been
recently laid out on the Upper Ottaws,
and as Lawrence had won the conti.
dencs of the Company, he was coni-
missioned to bring back the money
required for making the payments.
Owing to a prejudice on the part of
the men against paper money, he was
directed to procure gold and silver.
He was to ride as far as the town of
Pembroke, about half way, and leaving
his horse there to rest, was to go on
to Ottawa in the stage. He selected
for the journey the best animal in the
stable—a tall, gaunt, sinewy mare of
rather ungainly figure but with an
immense amcunt of go in her.

He reached Ottaws safely, mailed
to his mother and sisters a bulky
epistle on which he had spent several
evenings, and transacted his business
satisfactorily. A couple of evenings
were spent very pleassatly with his
friend, Mr. Daily, who was overjoyed
0 hear of his welfare.

“J knowed that blood would tell,”
that person asssverated, ‘“and that
the son of Jobn Temple would come
out all right”

Having drawn the money from the
bank, chiefly in English sovereigns
snd Mexican dollars, Lawrence aet
out on his retarn journey. At Pem.
broke be mounted again his falthtul
otoed for bis ride of over o hundred
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possnee

piles to the camp. The silver he
arricd in two leathiern bags in the
holsters of the saddle, and the gold in
s beit sround his waist. He also
arricd for defence one of the newly-
invented Colt’s revolvers.

The weanther was bitter cold, but
the exercise of riding kept hitn quite
warm.  ‘The entire winter had been
one of unprecedented severity ‘The
snow fell early und deep and remained
sl through the season. Deer wero
exceedingly nuwmerous, even nenr the
sttlementa ; and at the camp fur-
pished no inconsidersble portion of
the food of the wen, varied by an
osccasional relish of beur's meat.

Toward the closs of the second day
te was approaching the end of his
jurney and indulging in a pleasant
anticipation of the feast of venison be
should enjoy, und of the refreshing
dumber on the fragrant pine-boughs,
mrned by continued exercise in the
open air. The moon was near the
fall, but partislly obscured by light
and fleecy clouds.

He was approaching a slight clear-
ing when he observed two long lithe
snimals spring out of the woods to-
wards his horse. He thought they
were a couple of those large shaggy
decr-hounds which are soinetimes em
ployed near the lumber cawps for
hunting cariboo—great powerful an-
jmals with immense length of limb
and depth of chest —and Jooked around
for the appearance of the hunter, who,
he thought, could not be far off. He
was surprised, however, not to hear
the deep-mouthed bay chavacteristic
of these hounds, but instead a gut-
tural snarl which, nevertheless, ap-
peared to atlect the uare in » most
uniccountable manner. A shiver
scemed to convulse her frame, and
shaking herself together she started
off on & long swinging trot, which soon
broke into a gallop that got over the
ground amazingly fast.

But her best speed could not out-
strip that of the creatures which
bounded in long leaps by her :ide,
occasionally springing at her hawms,
their white teeth glistening in the
woonlight, and snapping when they
closed Jike a steel-trap. When he
caught the first glimpee of the fiery
fiashing of their oyes there cawe the
blood-curdling revelation that these
were no hounds but hungry wolves that
bore him such sinister company. All
the dread bunters’ tales of lone trap-
pers loat in the woods and their
gnawed bones discovered in the spring
beside their steel traps, flashed through
his mind like a thought of horror.

His only safety he knew was iu the
speed of his mare, and she was handi-
capped in this race for life with about
five-and-twenty pounds of silver in
each holster. Seeing that she was
evidently flagging under this tremen.
dous pace, he esolved to abandon the
money. “8kin for skii, yea, all that
a man hath will he give for his life;”
%0 he dropped both bags on the road.
To his surprise the animals stopped as

L ——

it they had hecn highwaymen seeking
only his monvy and not his life. lHe
could hear them snarling over the
stout leather bags, but lightened of
her load the mare sprang forward
in & splendid hand galiop that covered
the grouud in gullang style. .

He was begmning to hope that he
had fairly distanced the brutes, when
their horrid yelp and melancholy loug-
drawn how! grew stronger on the
wind, und soon they wero again abrosst
of the wmare,

He now threw down his thick
leather gnuntlets with the hope of
delaying them, but it only caused a
detention of a few minutes while they
greedily devoured them. He was
rapidly nearing the cap ; if he could
keup them at bay for twenty or thirty
minutes more he would be safe. As
u last resort he drew his revolver,
scurce Foping in his headlong pave to
hit the bounding, leaping objects by
his side. Moreover, they had both
hitherto kept on the left side of the
are, which lessened his chance asn
marksman. 'The mare, too, who was
exoeedingly nervous, could never stand
fire ; and if he should miss and in the
wovement be dismounted, he knew
that in five minutes the maw of those
ruvenous beasta would be his grave.

One of the brutes now made a spring
for the mare’s throat, but failing to
grasp it, fell on the right side of the
animal. Gathering himself up, he
bounded in front of her, and made a
dash ut the rider, catching and clinging
to the waure's right shoulder. The
white foam fell from his mouth and
flecked Lis dark and shaggy breast.
Lawrence could feel his hot breath on
his nuked hand. The fiendish glare
of th( > eyes he never in all his life
forgot. It haunted him for years in
widnight slumbers, from which he
awcke trembling and bathed in the
cold perspiration of terror. He could
eusily have believed the weird stories
of lycanthropy, in which. Satanic
agency was feigned to have changed
nien for their crimes into were-wolves
—ravenous creatures who added huwan
or fiendish passion and walignancy of
hate to the beastial appetite for human
flesh. 1f ever there was inurder in u
glance, it was in that of thoae demon-
eyes that glared into those of Law-
rence, and which seemed actually to
blaze with a Laleful greenish light—a
flame of inextinguishable rage.

Lawrence felt that the supreme
moment had come. One or other of
them must dia. In five minutes more
he would be safe in the camp, or else
be a mangled corpse. He lifted up
his heart in prayer to God, snd then
felt strangely calm and collected. The
wuzrle of his revolver alinost touched
the brute’s nose. He pulled the
trigger. A flash, & crash, the green
eyes blazed with teufold fury, tue
huge form fell heavily to the ground,
and in thr same moment the mare
reared alo. @ upright, nearly unweat-

ug her rider and shaking his pistol

ward rapidly covered the road in her
tlight.
As Tawrence hnd expected, the
other famishing beast romuninead to
devour ita fellow. He galloped into
the camnp, almost fell from lus mare,
which stood with a look of human
gladuess in her eyes, and stapgered to
the rude log shunty, where v ue blazing
tire and song aud story beguiled the
winter night, scarce able to narrate
his peril nud escaps.  After light
refreshment, for he had lost all velish
for food, he went to bed to start up
often through the night under the
glare of those terrible eves, and to
renew the horror he had undergone.
In the morning, returning with »
number of the men to lovk fur the
monpey, he found the fret, tail, murzle
and scalp of the slain wolf in the
wmidne of n patch of gory snow, also
the skull and part of the lnrger bones,
but gnawed and split in order to get
at the murrow. Aud such, thought
Lawrence, would have been his fate
but for the merciful Providence by
which he wus preserved. They found
slso, some distance back, the straps
and buckles of the money bayg, and the
silver coins seet’ sred on the ground
and partially coverad by the snow.

(To bs continued.)

“A HOLY TALK.”

A MISSIONARY, SOM© Years ago, re-
turning from Southern Africa, gave a
deacription of the work which had
been accomplished there through the
preaching of the gospel. Amoug other
things, bLe pictured a little incident of
which he had been an eye-witness.

He 3aid that one morniug he saw &
converted African chieftain sitting
under u paln-tree, with lis Bible open
before him. Every now and then he
cast hiis eyes on his book, and read a

e. Then he puused, and looked
up a little while, and his lips were
seen to be in motion. Thus he con-
tinued slternately to look down on
the Scriptures and to turn his eyes
upward towards heaven.

The missionary passed by without
disturbing the good tnan, but, after a
little wl,ile, he mentioued to hiin what
he had seen, and asked him why it
was that sometiuvies he rend and some-
times he looked up.

This was the African's reply: “1
jook down to the book, and God
speaks to me. Then I look up in
prayer, nud I spesk to the Lord. So
we keep up, this way, a holy talk with
each other.”

This picture is but a wirror to re-
flect the eight verses of the twenty-
seventh Psalin: “When thou saidst,
Seck ye iy frce ; my heart said unto
thee, Thy face, Lord, will I seck.”

First, God talkiug to us; and then,
our talking to God.

Do you and I listen enough to our
Laord’s voice! Do we utke every verse
we read us a message straight frew
him?! That is what we ought to do.

1God the Lord will speak ; for he will

word to us, do we look wp in prayer
and speak to the Master! Well did
he Paslmist say, “1 will hear what

speak peace unto his people.” But
that is not enough. Iis servant Jab

aaid, “ Lot me apenk, and answer thou
100."— Selectod,
A Little Ghl's Wiah

Jasix is sick, and Jumnie in sadd,
Aud our street ta dark and cold,

O, might [ ank » favour, dear aun?
Please do not think me belid.

‘There's & Lady Rove by the window pane,
Aad she 18 plung, tou ;

She i longing, King Sun, nud that te plam,
Foe just a glinpse of you,

0, could you not ride tarther up fnthesky®
I would were I in your phace,

And look right over that tll, great house,
And unile ip our Inly 4 face

‘Then alie would bloom in suswer to you,
For alie han such pretty waya;
And Jamie, on s little low Lad,
Would be happy for days and days,
~— Youth's Comyprnmon,

&

A SYRIAN BABRY,

A Syrtax nursa thinks she knows
tnore than old Mother Nature, and
funcied that a haby is not ready to
begin life until she has had her finger
in the business. So she begius by
sticking her finger down its thront to
clenr the passage.  ‘Then she creacks
all the joints to see that none has
been Jeft out, amd then wmoves all 1ts
poor little limbe around wn n gymnas.
tic style to see that they are all in
working order.  After all thus, she
washes it in » strong brine; then
covers its tender body with a mixture
of vil and basil, especially over the
joints, so that they may never be sore,
and then sho wraps it up and lets 1t
rest.  But the poor wisused baby only
rests for a little while. Each day for
about a munth it is oiled and pow-
dered and w: \pped up. A long strip
of wmuslin, three or four inches wide
and ten feet long, is tightly wrapped
around it, from the neck to the hecls,
holding the little arus close to the
sides. The nurse slings the baby over
her back, with its bright little eyes
peeping out one side and its dark little
toes the ather, or elss carries it like o
stick on her arm. Sometimes she car.
ries it in & tiny little hamnmock, the
string of which passes around her
forchead, and rocks it by swaying her
self Lackward and forward, When it
falls asleep, shie takes hammock, baby
and all, und hangs thews on a door
knob, or any otlier convenient place.

Tux Christian  atives of the South
Scu Islands prepare their Sunday food
on Saturday. Not & fire is lighted,
not a tree climbed, not a canoes seen
on the water, not a journey Ly lund
undertaken on the Lord's Lay.

A vt girl, delighted ut the sing
ing of the bobohink, nwavely ushed e
n:other, *What mnkes hun sng so
sweet-——does hie eat luwerst”

rom his band, aud then plunging for-

Then, when we have read God's

& e B
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Sainthood.
NY RICHARD X RURTON,

A angel came and plead with tuneful volce
Before a maiden fair in youth's demesne:
“ Now daughter, seize the right and nake
your choice
0! Gl furever, apotlens to be veen.

. —————

8o ahall you live your life, and die in
peaco,

And as the years flit by in noiseless flight,

You nhall bs sainted, and your name in-
crouse,

Your deeds be inspirations day and night.”

The maiden knecled, awe written on her
face,
And said: ‘“Ah, holy apirit, how can I
That am not {air, that have no touch of
grace,
That am as other maidens dwelling by,

‘“Be like to those great pictures that I see
Of mainta Jong worshipped, wrapt in sin.
less rest?
Dear augel, aurely auch {s far from me;
Dear augel, show me how 1 may be blest.”

Then emiled the spirit: ** Daugliter, trust
my word ;
You caunce see how such a
came,—
Nor can you measurs hiow men's souls are
stirred,
Nor how old time makes magic of & name.

;Ainthoml

*¢ Live out your maiden life, 1 tell you now,
And it will all snflice, great deeds apart :
For just a smile and just a tender brow
Are gainted by the hungry, human heart.”

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES tX THR OLD TESTAMENT.
R.C. 1490) LESSON VII. (Ave. 12
TIIE DAY OF ATONEMENT.
Lev. 18. 1.16,

Meimory verse, 16
Gornex Texr.

Without shedding of blood is no remiseion,
Heb. 9. 22,

OorraNe,

}. The Sin-offering.
2. 'I'he Sin-bearer,
3. The Sprinkled t3tood,

Tiur. —~8ame year an the provious lesson,
but later.

Prace.—Same as before,

Ex 1axations,— Holy tdace within the vail
=Oitener called the holy of holies.  Ayynar
i the cloud —This wns the my sterions sym.
bol of Goil's presence which accompanied
them for forty yvears. ZJoly place—(ver. 3)
Hhere it means the sauctuary, or sacred in-
closure, aud not the ) ' of holies. Linen
mitre—~Or peculiar o e worn for this
occasion. Cast lota—5 .. + Jots only were
ilaced in the box, one inscribed **for the

wd,” theothier, ** for the scape-goat.”  The
high-pricst put Loth his hauds at once into
the Lox, and took one lot in the right hand
and ono lot in the left, and pluced them
upon the headds of the goats, thus deciling
which was for the Lord aud whicli the scape-
goat.

TeracuiNes or Thx Lrssox,

What, iu this lesson, are we tanght—

1. About the holiness of God's house !

2. About the purity of God's service?

3. About the saity of atos t for

sin?
Tug Lrwox Catromss,

1. How was Aaron to appivach God®
With an offering for himself. 2. When was
he 10 make an utfening for the people?
Only when he was himself pure. 3. What
symbol did God provide to sliow how he
would take away sin from his peoplet A
goat called the scape.goat. 4. \Wiat was
neceasary before this scape-goat was led
away?! That sn atonement be made. §.
What is the comment of the New T'estament
upon this? ** Without sheddivg of blood,”
ete.

o Docraixas SvoarsTioN. —Separation from
b 81D,

Carrcnisy QuesTioN,

7 What is the othes part of man?

His body, which is flesh aud blood, and
will die,

Matthew x, 28 Be not afraid of them
winch kil the body, but are not able to kull
the soul,

B.C.1400) LESSON VIII.  [Ata. 19
THE FEAST OF TABURNACLES,
Taov. 23, 33-44, Manory verses, 4143

GorveN TExT.

The voice of rejoiciug and matvation is in
the tabernacics of the rightcous, Psa. 118,

OuTLINR

). The Solemn Assembly,
2. The Joyful Servive.
3. The Grateful People.

TiMEASD Pracr.—Thesameasin previous
lesson.

SXPLANATIONS, —SeventAnmontA—FEthanim,
coeresponding to our October or piat of it.
Tabernacles~—Tents, Feast of Tubernaclrs—
A feast commuemorntive of the tent life of the
Exodus,  HHoly conrocation—~A day observed
Ly aseembling for worship, anon the Suisbath,
No servile work-—No daily usual work, 07
feving by fire ~An otfering to be burned npoen
the great altar.  Solemn aacembiy—Same
as *holy convocation.”  The frull of the
(au«l—-.-\el kitls of produce of the earth.
Ducll in boothe—~Or huts made of branches to
rescmble the rough life of the wildi rneas,
Your yenerativns=-Youy children and their
childven fo . 1 time,

Treacimixas or tir Lessoy,
\Where, in this lesson, are we tanght—
1. The duty of vnited service?
2. The dutly of ficewill offerings to the
lord?
3. The duty of thankagiving for mercies *

Tur Lesson Cateeiiss,

1. What feastishere deseribed t The feast
of tabernaches. 2, When was itto he kept ?
In the seventh month of the year. 3. Wit
was to be temembered in this fenst? ‘Their
tent life after the Exodus, 4 How were
they to obaerve it?  With feasting and re.
jolcing. 5. How does our Garnes TexT de-
scribe onc of these feasts? ** L'he voice of
rejuicing,” ete

Docriivar Svcasstion.—Christian joy.

CaTeciisy QURsTION,

8. In what clse i vour soul dutlerent from
your Lody? My soul is that within me
which thinks aml knows, desires and wills,
:‘e_ioicec aud is sorry, which my body cannot

o.

THE TELF.PHONE.

Tue word telephone is made up of
two.Greck words signifying to speak
at n distance. Although a recent in-
vention, the telephone is extensively
used in all parts of the United States,
and is found a most invaluable assist-
ant in transacting business. 1t has
quite superseded the telegraph for
messages that are to be sent short
distances, and is far more reliable and
expeditious than mail or messenger,
a8 the purson desiring to speak can be
brought into dircct and immediate
commut.cation with ench other.

The instrument, which is in three
parts, occupies but little sj 1ce, is
easily managed, and jmproves upon
acquaintance.

The largest box contains the electric
battery ; the next in size has a pair
of bells with a crank at the right side,
and the third-—called the transmitter
—hnas a concave opening about four
inches in diameter, at the rear of
which is a smull hole. Back of this
hole is a thin plate of metal against
which the voice vibrates, and this
vibration is carried along an electric
wire and into a tube that is lLeld to
the ear,

Let us turn the crank.  In asecond
the bells go ting-n lingalingt Now
put the tube to your best ear, and
your mouth close to the trnsmitter,
and say “Ilallo1” It is not necessary
to speak loudly. ‘The telephone is
anything bat deaf. The dvumn of its
ear is perfect.

“ Hallo1” yon say.

“Hallo!” comes from the other
end of the line—perhaps soveral wiles
AWAY.

“Is Mr. Blank there?”

“Yes.”

“Tell him 1 want to speak to him.”

Mr. Blank arrives and the conver-
sation is carried on, the listener giving
close attention, for the voice that
comes through the tube is rather
squeaky, and the words eonrcely in-
telligible to an unpractised enr.

At least six prominent electricians
claim to have invented the telcphone,
with which we are rapidly becoming
familiar, and which to many both in
public and private is such a necessity
that the wonder is it was not thought
of years ago.

It is an admirable illustration of
another and invisible instrumant by
which the soul puts itself in communi-
cation with Ono who dwells at a dis-
tance, und yet is ever near. Prayer
is the soul's teleplione. God's love is
the electric wire.

—— e 4 P
“ILL CHANGE MY LIFE”

Abpviear, Farnaaur, the heio of a
hundved tights, accompunied his father
as cubin-'oy on a voyage to New
Orleans, when he was ten years old,
He was accustomed to relatc the fol-
lowing incident as the turning point
of his life :

“I had some qualities which I
thought made a2 man of me. I could
swear like an old salt, could drink a
stiff glass of grog asif 1 had doubled
Cape Horn, and could smoke like a
locomotive. I was great at cards, and
fond of gnming in every shape. At
the close of dinner one day, my father
turned cverybody out of the cabin,
locked the door, and said to me, ‘David,
what do you mean to be?’ ‘I mean
to follow the sea,’ said 1. ¢ Follow the
sea?t DBe a poor, miserable, drunken
sailor Lefore the mast, kicked and
cuffed about the world, and die in some
foreign fever-hospital at last?’ ¢No,’
I replied ; ¢ 'l tread the quarter-deck,
and command, as you do.' ¢XNever,
David,’ my father answered ; ‘no boy
ever trod the quarterdeck with such
principles and habits as you have.
You'll have to change your whole
course of life, if you ever become a
man.’ My father left me, and went
on deck. I was stunned by the re-
buke, and overwhelmed with mortifi-
cation. ¢ A poor, miserable, drunken
sailor before the mast, kicked and
cuffed about the world, and to die in
some fever-licspital at last! That's

my fate, is it 1’ I said to myself. <I'l)
change my life, and change it at once.
He did sn, and lived to tread the
garterdeck an upright, valiant, and
istinguished man.

m
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PRICE H()e, BACE.

FAVOURITE HYMNS,
FINELY ILLUSTRATED,

BRAUTIFUL FRESENTATION VOLUMES,

"“These favourite hymns are printed on fing
paper and svery line almost has an HHiue
tration. They are beautifully printed
and the plctpru are eacellent,

Abide With Me,
By Hxsry Fraxcts Lrre. With fig,
teen Illustrations; and s Memoriad
Sketch of the Author Ly H. L. L
Printed in Two Colours. Foolscap 8vo;
cloth extra, gilt edges,

Fow sacred poems have proved a grester
help and comfort for belisving souls

than these beautiful varses.

From Greenland's Ioy Mountains,
The Favourite Hymn by RxoiNaie
Hxpex, \Vith [llustrations; sad o

* Memorial Sketch of the Author by H,
L. L. Foolscap 8vo, cloth extr, gils
olges.

Jerusalem the Golden,
The suvourite hymn of Brrwanp of
Morlaix.  With Illustrations; and a
Meuworial Sketch of the Tranlator,
Joux Mason Neavre, by H. L. L.  Fool.
scap 8vo, cloth extra, bevelled Loards,
gilv edges,

Jesus, Lover of my Sonl
T'he Favouiitr Hymn by Carves Was.
Ley.  Wit: ofteen Lilustrations; and
a Memorial Sketch of the 400! e by H.
L. L. Yoolscap 8vo, cloth extra, gilt
edges.

Just as I Am,
The Luvourite Hymn by Crarvorrs
Evttorr.  With Hlustrations by CLark
Srastox, RS.A.; and a Momorial
Sietch of the ““thorby H. L. L. Fool.
scap 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges.

Noarer, my Qod, to Thee.
The Favomite Hymn by Sarasn Frowss (§
Apans. WithFiftcen Illustrations; and
& Menorial Sketch of the Author by H.
L. L. Foolscap 8vo, cloth.extrs, gilt
edges,

Rook of Ages,
The Favourite Hymn by Avavsrus
MoNTAGUE TorLapy. With Sixteen
Illustrations; and a Memorial Sketch
of the Authorby H. L. L. Foolscap
8vo, cloth exte, gilt edges.

That @lorious Song of God.
By Epxmusp Hasirrox Sxars. With
Fiftocu Illustrutions: and a Mcorial
Sketchof the Author by H. L. [.. Fool.
scap 8vo, cloth extrs, gilt edgon. ‘i

UNIFOUM WITH RYMN SERIRS.

The Lord's Prayer.
With 13 Illustrations. Foolscap 8vo,
cloth extrs, gilt edges. -

The Ten Commandments, j
With Illustrations. Foolscap 8vo, cloth | I}
extra, bevelled boards, gilt edgea. B

*‘Such books as these appear to us to be ||
in all respects most admirably suited for |}
praeents. They take worthy words, and |§3

..ey wed them to good deligns.” ;

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Pusuisurs,

78 & 80 Kivg 87. Easr, Toroxvo,

C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.
8. ¥, WURSTID, Halihs, ¥.5




