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INSIDE THE ICE PALACE.

THE ICE PALACE.

In Montreal, St. Paul, and some other northern cities, it has come to be the
.f"'shiOD to build an ice palace. The ice is ploughed and sawn into blocks, as shown
1.‘1 our lower cut, and then built into glistening walls which, hy the electric
l.lz‘s’ht, flash like diamonds.” A more sensible use of the ice is to store it away
In ice-houses, shown on the bank, and thus have winter’s treasured coolness to
refresh us in the heat of summer.

THE LIFE OI" A TORONTO STREET ARAB.

TALE OF A SHOE-POLISHING MERCHANT.

HANDICAPPED at fifteen with an injured spine, a humped back and

'an abscess ! Father, mother, sisters and brothers dead! Not a

friend in the world, but many a youthful persecutor. I met him late
one night when walking hurriedly along Front Street, and thought I
was alone until a shrill, childish voice drew my attention to the
little overbent figure trudging eastward with an old fiddle protrud-
ing from beneath an arm and a boot-black’s kit slung over the other
shoulder.

“Black yer boots, sur!”

My name? Higgins. Aleck Higgins,
Been a workin’ the wharfs to-day. Hard work? Yo' bet it is, ‘cause
my back hurts me when I gets tired, and I've got a sore on my side
too. No, I hain’t got no father or mother. They both died in
Muskoka, where we used ter live. Yes, I've got a broken back.
Tumbled off some steps when I was a little feller about ten years
ago. I came to Toronto three or four year ago and made some
money by singing in the saloons. Can I fiddle? Yes, sir, and I
sings too. Like to hear me sing *“The British Cavalier?” I used
to sell papers too, but a feller gets stuck on ’em sometimes and loses
money, but a chap can’t lose on blackin’ boots ’cept when a cust'mer
won’t pay or beats me down to 5 cents instead of 10. I make about
50 cents a day, ‘cept when its rainy. A box o’ blackin’ lasts a hull
week, and this ere kit only cost 30 cents. I has a hard time though,
mister. The big boys sets on me ’cause I'm humped and can’t help
myself. So I goes off by myself. Wheredo I live? At the News.
boys’ Home. I'm just a goin’ there. Guess I'll have ter hurry, as
we have to be in by nine o'clock. Oh, we lives high there. Get a
bed and breakfast for 10 cents and a dinner for 10 cents, too. We
boys that goes to St. James’ Sunday-school gets a big dinner on Runday
—oh, we gets fried taters and beef and cabbage and lots of good
things. When I don’t make much I goes without any dinner.
Save money ! I put $5 in the Savings Bank last month, and just
bought a suit of Sunday clothes with it. Yes. I was in the Sick
Children’s Hospital for a year, but they said they couldn’t do any-
thing more for me. You remember those little tin soldiers I had last
Christinas when you were at the hospital. Well, T gave 'em away to

THE ICE HARVEST.
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another little feller when I left. But my ? ain’t
them purses nico to u chap?  Guess 1 must go
now, or I'll be too Iate to get in.  Goudnight,
siv?” and the little waif disappeared toward the
street-var stables,  Sick, crippled, abused by his
mates, exposed to all kinds of weather in all
kinds of unsuitable clothing, yet making w living
Scems to me there’s
n lesson o learn from the little humped-backed
bout-black merchant.—.ldvance.

An Australian Colonist on the Old Flag.
BY VINCENT IPYRE,

Oty a bit of bunting,
Only o tattered rag s
Lut we'll fight to the death, as our fathers fought,
For the mave old British tlag 3
\Wha dares to lay a hand on it,
Wiio dates to touch a fold,
Slall teaen that Lritain's sons to-day
Can fight as they fought of old,

For the brase old British flag, iny boys,
The dear old Butish the;

Though we dwell apart, we are ono in heat,
And wlHight for the grand old tlay,

“I'is not with serfe down-trodden,
Nor set with ciaven slaves,

That the foe must aceount that fares give athont
To the tlag that v er us waves:s

sut with wen, free, buld, and featless,

United witls heat and hand,

‘I'o guard the bonour and fame
Of the tlag of the Fatherlaud.

For the brave old British flag, my boys,
The dear old British flag ;

Though we dwell apart, we are one in heart,
And weldl fight for the grand old flay.

Three crosses in the Union,
Three crosses in the Jack,
And we'll add to it now the Cross of the South,
And stand by it back to back 3
Though other skics above usshine,
AVhien danger’s tempest lowers
AWe'll show the world that Britiau’s cause
And Britian’s focs are vurs,

Aul ours the brave old flag, my boys,
‘Plic dear obd British flag ;

Thouzh we dwell apart, we arve one in heart,
And we'll fight for the grand old tlay.

-
OUR WILLIE.
BY TUE BEV. CHARLES GARRETT.

Sowe time ago, on a specially festive oveasion,
T was invited to dine at & beautiful home, winch
[ lhad often visited before.  There was @ Jarge
gathering of fiiends, for the fanily had long been
famous for its hospitality. 1 knew that total
abstinence had not heen smiled upon there, and I
was therefore surprised, on sitting down to dinner,
to notice the entive absence of wine.ulusses, 1
wosedered, for a moment, whether this was done
out of complitnent to myvseif, and I therefore asked
the lady of the house it they had become abstainers
since [ last visited there. 1 saw, by the change in
her face, that wmy question had given her paing
amld, bending toward we, she said, e a whisper :
«1 will explaiu it after dinner.”

As soon as the dinner was ended she took me
into the ante-room, and, with great emotion, suid ;
“ You askal me about the absence of wine-glasses
at the table”

*Yes,” Treplied. T noticed their abscnce, and
1 wis puzzled at the reason.”

With u quivering voice she said: I want to tell
you the reason; but it is « xul story for me to
tell and for you to hear. You remember my son
Willte 1"

“Oh, yes,” L answered : “1 remember him well.”

* Wast'’t he a bonuie lad 27 she wsked, witis tears
in her eyes ’

“Yes)” T said; “ Willic was one of the finest
lads T have ever scen.”

“Yes,” she continued, “he was my pride; and,
perhaps, I'loved him too well.  You know that we
always used wine freely, and never imagined that
any harm wouid come of it. You are aware, also,
that our house is known as the * Ministers' Home,'
und that they are nowhere more welcome than here,
Ou Sundays I have always let the children stay up
to supper, so that they might have the benefit of
conversation ; and us my husband and the minis.
ters took wine, I always gave the children half a
glass—on Sunday nights only. By-and-by, Willie
went to business, and I was as happy as a mother
could Le. T thought I had everything to make me

so. After a time, however, I began to feel un-
comfortable. I noticed, when I gave Willie his

good-night kiss, that his breath smelt of drink,
and I spoke to him about it. e laughed at tuy
fears, saying he had only had a glass with his
friends ; and T thought that, perhaps, my strong
love for him had made me foolishly suspicions, 1
tried to dismiss my fears; but it was in vain, for
I saw things were getting worse. There was 1 look
in his eyes, and a huskiness in his voice, which told
me he wag at least in terrible danger. I didnt
know what to do about it. I feared to speak to
his father,  If it should turn out that I was mis.
taken, T knew he would Le vexed with me for sus-
peeting such a thing; and if I was correct in these
suspieions, I dreaded he might take some strong
measures with Willie, which would end badly. So
[ waited, and prayed, and hoped. My hopes, how-
ever, were vain.  He began to come home late at
nights, his father becume alarmed, and, as I fenred
would be the case, spoke sharply to him, and
threatened severe punishment.  Willie, who had a
high spirit, answered his father as he should not
have done, and they frequently came to high words.
One night Willie came home quite drank. T tried
to get him to bed without his futher knowing of it,
but I failed; his father met him in the passage,
and many bitter words passed between them. At
last his father ordered him to leave the housc  He
went, and for months we heard nothing whatever
about him. Father ordered us never to mention
him, and I and his sisters could do nothing but
pray that, in some way, God would restore him to
us. At length, one night, after my danghters and
the servants had gone to bed, and while father and
L were sitting reading, suddenly 7 heard 2 faint
voice, which I thought sounded lilke Willie's, 1
dared not speak; but father looked carnestly at
me, and said, *Did you hear anything?® 1 said |
thought I did.  He said, *Go to the door and see”
[ went, and opened the side-door, and thére, moie
like 2 corpse than a living body, was Willie.

« 1 said, * Willie

“4 Mother, he suid, ¢ Will you let me in?’

“e iy, my boy !’ 1 said, as 1 folded him to wmy
heart, ‘you should never bave gone away, Come
in, and welcome.?

“Ife tried to do it, but he was so fecble that 1
had to help him.  He said, *Don't take me into the
deawing-room—take me into the kitchen. I am
cold and dying. I said, ‘No, my boy; I'll svon
nurse you up, and you'll be yourself again.

“+ Mother,” he gaid, ‘Twish you would make me
a basin of Lread and milk, as you used to do when
I wasalittle boy. I think I could eat that.’

“I said, I'lt make you anything you waut; but
don’t look s0 sad. Cowe up stairs and go to bed,
aud I will soon get you right.”

“He tricd to walk, but fell back into the chair.
I called his father, and he came back. Not an
angry word was spoken. They only said, ¢ Willie,’
-—*Father.’

“Sccing his condition, his father took him in his

arms #s ha would a child, and carried him up into
his own bed.

“ After a moment’s pause, ho said, ¢ Futher, I am
dying—und the drink has killed me.’

“ His futher suid, *No, no, my boy. Cheer up”
You'll be better soon.  Your mother will bring
you round.’

“¢No, never, father.

God be werciful to me, a
sinner.’ ¢

gono ! g

“1lis father stood gazing at him, with n look of §
agony, for some minutes, and then turned to me B
and said, ¢ Mother, I sce it all now. The drink has
killed poor Willie. But it shall do no more harm §

in our honse. There shall never he another drop

of drink in this hiouse while T live.’ 1

“ All the liquor in the house was destroved, and
we parted with the very wine-glasses; and that's
the reason of what you noticed to-day.”

AN UNINVITED ROOM-MATE.

[r you lived in southern Europe, or perhaps in
centrar America, there would be a curious hesita
tion in your movements as you performed your
toilet or prepared for bed. No quick putting of
feet and hands into shoes aud feet, no rapid turn
ing of the coverlid and nestling into soft pillows
pulled into position as you closed your eyes—not
at all.  The glove aund the shoe would be turned

.er and shaken. The bed would be carefully
examined before you trusted yourself in it. Why!
Because the cliws of a scorpion might thrust them.
selves into your unsuspecting finger or foe. Lhe

wound once made, that cruel hook at the end i}]

the tuil would follow, iuserting u poison that would g

be painful—might be fatal.
The scorpion loves darkness. No wonder; for d

his decds are evil.  He is also fond of wurmth ard
shelter.  This is why he avails himself of such
obscure reticats as he can find in your bed-room.
What becowmes of the victim whom he chooses to §
join, after he has goue to Led, travellers do not tell
us. The bite of wmany scorpions is not more danger-
ous than that of a wasp. The rock-scorpion of
Africa is much dreaded by the natives. A wmun
bittea by this insect—which is six inches long—is 2
tightly bandaged above the wound and made to lie
down until the cilects of the wound pass otl.
Scorpions cat nmillions of troublesome insects, 3
and for that purpose arve useful to us.  They are 3
very tiercs when roused, throwing their tuiis over!
their heds and striking and wounding in every
dircetion.  The mother scorpion at tirst c:arries her
vonng on her back, aud afterward cares for them « §
whole month. '

LOVE MAKES THE DIFFERENCE.

“Tr is as ditlerent as can be!”

“What is it1”

“ Being a Christian.  Evervthing is so difterem
from what I expected it to In.”

“What did you expect it to ha?”

“When you used to talk with me about being «
Christian, I useid to to say to mysclf, *No, | ¢
now ; for I'll have to do so many hard things, and
I never can dothem.’”

“What hard things1”

“1 used to think, *I shall have to walk just. so:
shall have to go to church and praver-meeting .
shall have to pray and read tho Bible! 1t is s
different from what I thought.” ,

“What do you mean? You go to church and
prayer-meeting ; you read the Bible and pray.”

“QOh, yes; but then 1 Jove to do them. That
makes the difference. T love Jusus, and T love to
do all he wishes mo to do.”

e IR . .-

W

‘“ His head fell back, and my bonnic boy was

[ m———
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Canadians Forever.
(A National “ong.)
BY W. KIRBY,

GIVE thanks to God for all the grace
Bestowed by his Almighty hand ;
Of France and England’s martial race,
He planted us with irm command

To do and dare,
And guard with care
This Canada our native land.

CHORUS.
Canadians forever !
No foe shall dissever
Our glorious Dominion—
God bless it forever.

It is the land we love the best,
The land our royal fathers gave ;
In battle’s fires it stood the test,
And valiant heroes died to save—
In summer’s glow
In winter’s snow,
A people steadfast, true and brave.

A land of peace for friends we love,
A land of war if foes assail ;
We place our trust in God above
And British hearts that never fail,
In feast or fight
And cause of right.
Our word and deed shall aye prevail.

From Newfoundlard at break of day
The cheer is westward passed along,
A hundred bright meridians play
Like harp-strings to the nation’s song,
From sea to sea
United be,
One great Dominion just and strong.

Cape Race with lofty beacon lights
Our ocean-gates by tempests blown ;
And half a world of days and nights,
Aund lakes and lands are all our own.
From sun to sun
Our waters run,
Niagara midway thundering down.

Our axes in the forest ring,
Qur rifles mark the hunters’ track,
Our boatmen by the cadence sing
Upon the rapids’ foaming back.
"lig freedom gives
And joy that lives
Beneath the glorious Union Jack !

By spreading oaks and towering pines
Our loyal yeomen speed the plough,
And reap their fields and dress their vines,
And jovial fill the barley-mow ;
With sturdy toil
They till the soil,
And rest beneath the maple bough.

Then deck Victoria’s regal throne
With Mayflowers and the maple tree ;
And one for all and all for ene,
The watchword of her Kmpire be,
And heart and hand
United stand,
Confederate and great and free.
N1acara, Ont.

AN ACT OF HEROISM.,

A LARGE concourse of people had collected in
One of the streets of San Diego in California, and
Wer.e shouting at the top of their voices in a very
exeited manner, The cause of the uproar and
tumuly goon becane apparent.

A drunken drover had charge of a herd of wild
Cattle, and

i was driving it through the town.
Very one knows how dangerous these animals are,
SPecially when goaded into fury by a tipsy drover,
e of the largest of the bulls, with territic horns,

detacheq himself from the others.
oW, a little child was playing in the street,
r::ﬁfs’mg a toy cart after it, and the mad bull
ed after the child. 'The drover tried to turn

the infuriated animal, but in doing so lost his

' balance and fell heavily from his horse to the

ground. A cry of terror arose from the lips of the
spectators as they saw the great danger the poor
child was in. Surely nothing could save it from its
horrible fate !

But help was near.
and the shouting of the tumultuous crowd having
attracted her attention, she took in at a moment
the imminent danger of the little child. She
immediately seized hold of the drover’s horse and,
springing into the saddle, gave chase to the bull.
She soon caught up with the animal, and taking a
shawl from her shoulders she threw it over its head
and neck, while the bull was in full charge, and
painfully near the child. In less time than it
takes to tell, she had reached down, clutched the
child, lifted it into the saddle, and bore it away
out of danger.

The shouts and hurrahs of the delighted spec-
tators were deafening, as this young lady (Miss
Lawrence by nanie) dismounted and placed the
child in the arms of its grateful mother. Not only
did this splendid action show great presence of

A young lady was passing,

mind, but it was a feat of horsewmanship which
most people, even if they had been willing, would
have been incapable of performing.

There is not the slightest doubt, that bad it not
been for the young lady’s heroic action the child
would have been tossed and gored to death. Such
an act will live in the memory of all those who
were so fortunate as to have witnessed it.

DETERMINED TO SUCCEED.

Tue following is one of the traditions of a manu-
facturing firm in Glasgow, Scotland ;

Thirty years ago a barefoot, ragged urchin pre-
sented himself before the desk of the principal
partner, and asked for work as an errand boy.

“There’s a deal o’ running to be dune,” said Mr.
Blank, jestingly affecting a broad Scotch accent.
“ Your qualification wud be a pair o’ shoon.”

The boy, with a grave nod, disappeared. He
lived by doing odd jobs in the market, and siept
under one of the stalls. Two months passed before
he had saved enough money to buy the shoes.
Then he presented himself before Mr. Blank one
morning, and held out a package.

‘1 have the shoon, sir,” he said, quietly.

“Oh!” Mr. Blank with diffculty recalled the
circumstances. ‘You wantaplace? Not in those
rags, my lad.  You would disgrace the house.”

The boy hesitated & moment, and then went out
without a word. Six months passed before he
returned, decently clothed in coarse but new gar-
ments. Mr. Blank’s interest was roused. For the
first time he looked at the boy attentively. His
thin, bloodless face showed that he had stinted
himself of food for months in order to buy those
clothes. The manufacturer now questioned the
boy carefully, and found to his regret that he could
neither read nor write.

“It is necessary that you should do both before
we could employ you in carrying home packages,”
he said. ¢ We have no place for you.”

The lad’s face grew paler; but without a word
of complaint he disappeared. He now went fifteen
miles into the country, and found work in stables
near to a night school. At the end of the year he
again presented himself before Mr. Blank.

“I can read and write,” he said, briefly.

“T gave him the place,” the employer said, years
afterward, “with the conviction that, in process of
time, he would take mine, if he made up his mind
to do it. Men rise slowly in Scotch business
houses, but he is our chief foreman.”

WHAT CHANGED HIM.

ADMIRAL FARRAGUT, one of the naval heroes of
the great civil war in the United States, tells his
story of his boyhood. It would be well for all boys
to learn, before the habits become fixed, that there
is nothing manly in hwitating the vices of older
people.

“When T was ten years old T was with my
father on hoard a man-of-war. I had some quali-
ties that, I thought, made a mwan of me. 1 could
swear like an old salt, could drink as stiff a glass of
grog as if 1 had doubled Cape Horn, and could
smoke like a locomotive. I was great at cards,
and fond of gaming in every shape. At the close
of dinner one day my father turned everybody out
of the cabin, locked the door, and said to me,
¢ David, what do you mean to be?’

“¢] mean to follow the sea.’

“¢Follow the sea? Yes, to be a poor, miserable,
drunken sailor before the mast; be kicked and
cuffed about the world, and die in some fever
hospital in a foreign land. No, David; no boy
ever trod the quarter-deck with such principles as
you have and such habits as you exhibit. You'll
have to change your whole course of life if you ever
become a man.

“My father left me and went on deck.
stunned by the rcbuke, and
mortification.

“¢A poor, wiserable, drunken sailor before the
mast | Be kicked and cufied about the world, and
die in some fever hospital. That is to my fate,’
thought I.  ¢T’ll change my life, and change it at
once. 1 will never utter another oath; I will
never drink another drop of intoxicating liquor ; I
will never gamble.” I have kept these three vows
Shortly after I made them I became a
Christian.  That act was the turning point in my
destiny.”—dlliance News.

I was
overwhelmed with

ever since.

o

TIME TO WIN ANOTHER.

It was Marengo’s day of bloody battle. French
and Austrian had met, and the Frenchman was
worsted.  Bonaparte, the French general, simply
headed a rout. Up rushed Desaix. An absent
commander, he had been aroused by the growl of
the distant cannon, and, urging forward his men,
arrived in time to say to Bonaparte, “One battle
is lost, but there is time to win another !”

‘What, when the French were hurrying away
like sheep! Yes, Desaix believed still in vietory.
You can sce Bonaparte’s eye kindling with a
magnetic flash. You can imagine him pressing his
horse down the French liues, crying, * Soldiers,
we have gone far enough.  You know it is my
custom to sleep on the field of battle.”

Again the French standards were advanced, and
when their folds drooped at the final halt, viec-
torious troops were gathered about them. Marengo
had been won.

One battle was lost. How many lost battle-
fields there are in this world! Some enemy may
often be getting the better of us. The first of
another year in school, at home, or in business,
you may be thinking of your leosses in the past.
You may be disheartened because. you have not
been a better scholar or a more successful clerk ;
and in the moral life, some sore defeat may make
you specially sad.

There is time, though, to win another battle!

At school begin the new term with a harder grip
on a purpose to succeed. If in the moral life the
standards have fluttered back in defeat, lift them
again. God will send, through prayer, fresh rein-
forcements of grace. Up and forward! Advance
the banners of the cross, and God will crown each
day’s effort with the peace of victory.
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Waiting at the Threshold.

BY LOU C. GRAYSON.

I AM kneeling at the threshold, weary, faint and sore,
Waiting for the dawning from the opening pearly door,
Waiting till the Master shall bid me arise and come,
To the glory of his presence and gladness of his home.

A weary path I've travelled, amid darkness, storm and
strife,

\WVith many a heavy burden, and struggling hard for life,

But now the morn is breaking, my toil will soon be o'er ;

I'm kneeling at the threshold, my hand is on the door.

Methinks my angel brother, as he joyfully stands

Now singing in the sunshine of that bright, sinless land,
Beckons me to come to him amid that singing throng,
And mingle in their worship, and join their happy song.

Oh, darling baby brother, with face now shining so,

You've entered and left e here, struggling with pain,
want and woe ;

Your pilgrimage was shorter, your trinmph sooner won,

Lovingly will you greet me, when my sutfering here is done.

You with the blessed angels who feel no grief nor sin,

I see beside the portals, prepared to let me in;

Yet, Lord, I wait thy pleasure, thy times and ways are best ;

But I'm weary, worn and wasted, Father, bid me come to
rest.
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Pleasant Hours:

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

TORONTO, FEBRUARY 16, 1889,

JESUS IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.

Tuixas go in cyeles, and the fashion and form of
spiritual thought is no exception. Some years ago
there was a disposition to neglect too much the
Old Testament. “1It gives us God’s dealings with
his ancient people, and it prophesies concerning
Christ.” This, and nothing more. But of later
years many people begin to see that there is much
more than this. If Christ was king and leader of
his Church in ancient times as well as in what we
call the Christian ages—and his own Spirit indited
the word then even as he applies it now-——then
why would it not be perfectly easy for him so to
construct the word, and so to order the ceremonies
and guide the history, that every thing should
image spiritual experience and teach us concerning
himself ¢

Mr. Moody, in speaking of Rahab and Jericho,
said there was a “scarlet line” running all through
the Old Testament, testifying of Jesus and his
blood. And if we could imagine Christ taken out

of the Old Testament, what would be left ¥ Some-

Lthing of history, something of philosophy, a little

poetry, a little theology, but nothing to give a man
a hope beyond .le grave. 1t would be a temple
without a shrine.

“ Take out my heart when I am dead and gone,”
said an English statesman, dying, *“and you will
tind the name of England there.” So, penetrate to
the heart of the Old Testament and you will tind it
bright with the name of Jesus. He dies
sacrifices ; he testities through
its prophets ; he

in its

intercedes
in its high priests ; he receives
us in its cities of refuge; he
hears our sins in its scape-
goat ; he its
paschal lamb ; he leads us in
its pillar of cloud and of fire.
Jesus is the
blood ; in the sin oflering ;

feeds us 1in

in sprinkled
in the incense; in the Holy
of holies ; in the holy breast-
plate of the priest; in the
mercy-seat ; in the ark of the
covenant ; in the temple.
Thank God for the Old
Testament \—Selected.

EXCURSION TO EUROPE.
Dr. Wrriirow's “ProgramMME” of his seven
weeks’ excursion to London and Paris and return,
and an extended tour through Switzerland, Ger-

many, the Rhine and Belguim, covering eleven
weeks, is now ready, and will be sent, post free, to
any address. ~Ten days will be spent in London,
and ten days in Paris, where the World’s Exposition
will be a great attraction. For particulars write
to Dr. Withrow, at his residence, 240 Jarvis Street,
Toronto.

.
-

THE SAINTS IN HEAVEN.

HeaveNn is not a place of idleness. Those whom
the aged apostle John saw over there were busily
engaged day and night in the praise and service of
God. What a wonderful company that was which
John saw and heard. No doubt they could all
sing, although some of them could never learn to
sing on earth. )

Perhaps some one asks the question, “ Who are
they who are gathered about the throne in such
great numbers }”

The question is answered in this
lesson, and if we read it over we wiil be able to see
for ourselves. .

In this world the people of one nation or colour
sometimes think they are a little better than others.
They are so ready to speak of other people and
nationalities as “trash.” It is not so in heaven.
There all are alike. In that great company there
are people of .all nations, kindreds, people and
tongues. Yet they all love each other and join in
the beautiful services of that city, without ever
thinking that they did not come from the same
people and country on earth. There they are all
one, for they feel that they are all the children of
God.

Do you wonder how they are clothed ?
lesson also tells us about their garments.
are all clothed in white robes. That indicates the
purity of their characters. The garments they
wear are furnished by the Lord of the place. No
one but he can make such beautiful and purely
white garments as they wear in heaven. In their
hands they bear palms which denote their eternal
victory over sin and all evil.
come to them there.

In that beautiful home there are no temptations
to overcome, no burdens to bear, no quarrels, no
unpleasant or unhappy experiences. Although the
inhabitants came through great tribulations on

This
They

No_sin can ever

earth, they are forever free
from them in heaven. They
shall hunger nomore, neither
thirst any more, nor weep,
for God himself shall wipe
away all tears from their
eyes.

TWO HORSES, WITH AND WITHOUT BLINDS, AT A RAILWAY STATION.

Is there any wonder that they cry with a loud
voice, “Salvation to our God which sitteth upon
the throne, and unto the Lamb?”

What a beautiful sight that must be when all
the angels standing round about the throne of God
fall down before him on their faces and worship
him? And what a glorious song they sing. As
they hear the redeemed sing, they say * Amen:
Blessing, and glory, and wisdom, and thanksgiving,
and honour, and power, and might, be unto our
God for ever and ever. Awmen.” Some day we
hope to see and hear all that John heard and saw
when the door of heaven was opened to him.

EVIL OF BLINDS, OR BLINKERS, ON
HORSES.

Tug use of blinds, or “blinkers,” is a traditional
species of cruelty, passive in its form, and yet akin
to the check-rein in its injurious effects on the
sensitive nature of the horse, which a little in-
telligent thought would correct.

It should be remembered that ¢ the horse has
binocular, or side vision, which blinds, of course,
entirely intercept. The consequence is, that horses
often take fright and run away, and do great in-

jury, simply because they cannot see what is going

on around them. Moreover, blinders are often care-
lessly adjusted, and—by their friction, or the pres-
sure of their rough edges, and their continued
flapping—do the eye great injury. Most cases of
blindness are caused by blinders. A horse is more
easily broken to harness without blinders, and after-
wards never needs them.”

As a striking illustration of the ill-effects of the
check-rein and of blinders, we give the above ac-
companying twofold illustration.

The horse to the right has neither the blinds over
his eyes nor a check rein to aggavate him in his
nervous tremor. He therefore looks, with ears
erect, at the pufling, moving engine. The other—
to the left—has both blinders covering his eyes, and |
a torturing check-rein to still more worry him. He
hears the puffing and hissing and movement of pon- |
derous things, apparently, as it were, moving to-
ward him. He is, therefore, in terror, and knows
not which way to move; so he has to obey the cruel |
power over him, and rears in an atirighted manner.,
to the manifest danger of life and limb of him who
shows neither wisdom nor compassion in his treat-
ment of the poor, terrified horse.—dims and Objccs
of the Toronto Humane Society. '
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hierarchy—they do mot touch the soul in the
sensitive and thoughtful. But when one reads the
story of the Jesuit missionaries burning at the
stake in order that they might, if possible, teach,
even from the stake, the Iroquois who put them to

PREMATURELY BROKEN-DOWX BY HARD USAGE,

BROKEN-DOWN BY HARD USAGE. death—when we read of their martyred mission
A “BrokEN-DowN horse” is the natural result | ‘lies anywhere—our souls are touched with a
of neglect or ill-usage, or of both combined. It is consciousness of the power which the Roman
truly a sad sight to see an animal of so noble, and Catholic Church wields over the hearts and minds
Yet of so sensitive, a nature, literally broken "of those who dwell in it and love it. It was the
vdown ” by man’s cruelty or neglect. How im- { heroism of the early martyrs that conquered the
easurably such a mau, in a Christian community, Roman Empire ; not the sermons of eloquent
falls below the “ Arab of the desert,” whom we Orators, nor the treatises of able disputants; it
look upon as not half civilized, and especially as W48 the heroism that flinched not from the flame,
one not knowing anything of the kindness, human- that found songs in the dungeon and security in
1ty, and mercy taught us in the Bible, and as the 'the fire. The Roman mind could not interpret
resg]t of Christian civilization ! that except as something divine. The Roman
The accompanying illustration gives an example heart could not but feel the immensity of the power
of the legitimate effects of thoughtless, heartless, o1 vhich was in that living consecration.
deliberately cruel usage. Iorses, the subject ol
such usage — unfortunately for themselves —arc
Usually owned by livery-stable keepers; and however
Tuch such keepers may warn, and even threaten,
those who hire these horses, that, in case of injury,
Or wilful accident by their ‘contributory neghi
gence,” they will be held to account, yet it prac-
tically avails little to the poor horse. Often, when
Out of sight of the owner, the whip is applied with-
Out stint or mercy, and the horse is driven at the
F'"P of his speed—and that, too, without regard to
fts ability or condition. The consequence is, that
In a short time the horse is utterly broken down,

and is thus rendered useless for livery-stable pur-
Poses,

The bent knees and lifted hind leg—in the illus-
tration—shows how * weary and worn ” the cruelly
Overdriven “livery” is 'when returned to the
Stable. As a rule, the keeper has little or no meaus
of redress ; and, alas! the ill-used horse has no
champion.—Aims and Ubjectes of the Toronto
{lumane Society.
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A CHILD'S PRAYER AND ITS ANSWER.

For more than two years I had under my care a
bright, attractive Laos girl, about thirteen years
old. More than usually quick and sensitive, she
was also obstinate and sullen, and several times I
resolved to send her back to her poor home and to
her weak and unwise mother, but always failed to
carry out my decision.

One day a letter came to us from America, en-
closing a note from a dear little girl in the home-
land, asking that we would take a dollar sent by
her, and buy a Testament for some little Laos girl
in whom the donor might feel an interest, and for
whom she might daily pray.

I gave the Testament to Fong Kao (Crystal
Foam), and from that time a marked change was
seen in her ; she grew submissive and obedient,
and seemed to feel a warm affection for us. Occa-
sionally she would ask permission to go to her
liome in the country ; these requests became, how-
ever, less and less frequent as she grew more
attached to her home with us. One time we had
made arrangements for a river trip, giving Kao an
apportunity to make a visit to the country during
our ten days’ absence. Nosign of any other inten-
tion was given until just as we were going on
board the boat ; in the path with the people with
whom we were parting stood Kao with a bundle in
her arms. “ Well, Kao, I take leave of you. 1
suppose you will go home to-day.” ¢Oh, Nai”
(Lady), “I do not wish to go home; I beg that I

&

MISSIONARY HEROISM.

WEe have, perhaps, knowledge enough; what we
I‘:::t is a spirit of consecration that‘i vitalizes the
d(xadwlwge'and makes Christian wisdom out of
th'at-, docltrlnes. We want a temper of heroism -

which attracts men often in the Rowan
O.a'.“ho.ﬁc Church. It is not the vast cathedrals,
nsmgb‘like poems in stone, like great Te Deums of
the f‘ock toward the sky ; it is not the magniticent
%mus\c\ -and the superb’ ceremonial and the great

may go with you.” ¢ Come then,” I said, and in
tive minutes we were off.

After some time she asked admission to the
church, and the change in her was so apparent that
none could doubt her sincerity. Of course Kao
was for a long time under Christian influence and
instruction, but I like to think, and I believe it is
true, that the gift of the Testament and the prayers
of the little girl so far away were the means, by
God’s grace, of bringing her to the Saviour.

The Arab to His Horse.

CoME, my beauty ! Come, my desert-darling,
On my shoulder lay thy glossy head !

Fear not, though the barley-sack be empty,
Here’s the half of Hassam’s scanty bread.

Thou shalt have thy share of dates, my beauty !
And thou know’st my water-skin is free:

Drink and welcome, for the wells are distant,
And my strength and safety lie in thee.

Bend thy forehead now, to take my kisses !
Lift in love thy dark and splendid eye !

Thou art glad when Hassam mounts the saddle—
Thou art proud he owns thee: so am I

Let the Sultan bring his boasted horses,
Prancing with their diamoud-studded reins ;
They, my darling, shall not match thy fleetness,

When they course with thee the desert plains.

We have seen Damascus, O my beauty !
And the splendour of the Pashas there;
What's their pomp and riches? Why, I would not
Take them for a handful of thy hair!
—Bayard Taylor.

&

THE BLACK FRONT.
MATTIE DYER BRITTS.

_Nor far from the post-office which T daily visit,
there is a building which has just been refitted and
repainted, and of which the eutire front was painted
a dead black! Not a very pretty colour for a
business house, is it? Not a remarkably lively-
looking place. Yet I think it the very best colour
they could have chosen for the business going on in
that house—the most appropriate hue.

Set me tell you souiething more about it, and see
if you can guess what the business is. 1 have
never been inside—never intend to be. But I use
my two eyes in passing, and these are some of the
things T have seen.

A tall Venetian screen, first, which breaks the
view from the street. But you can get a peep
behind it, and you can see rows and tiers of fanciful
glass objects in the window, and cards hung on the
screen, which bear such inscriptions as these :
“Sweetened Lightning sold here.”  “Thickened
Glory, just ready.” “Try our Gentle Bracer.”
“Sure Shot.” *The Floorer,” and ever so many
more. Sometimes these cards are hung out at the
door to, induce men and boys to come inside, and
get “floored,” as they generally do in a——

Ah, you've guessed it, boys! I know it, by
your bright eyes! The Black Front is a whiskey
saloon, where black deeds daily take place, and
where noble lives are fed with the poisons called
Now don’t you think it a disgrace
to our free country that these places should be
allowed so openly to flaunt their shame on the
public streets ¥ And to hang those impious cards
before the eyes of even innocent children !

Ol, boys, it is a shame! Such things are blots
on our fair cities. When you get older, and help
make the laws, make good strong ones to put the
Black Front and all the rest of Satan’s workshops,
down and out forever. Be sure to do it, boys.

by these names.

&

You cannot repent too soon, because you do not

know how soon it may be too late.

—— ——— —— —— e————— ~————

)
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Her Name,
BY ANNA F. BURMNHAM,

“I’m losted! Could you ind me, please? n*
Poor little frightened baby!
The wind had tossed her golden fleece,
The stones had scratched her dimpled knees ;
I stooped and lifted her with ease,
And softly whispered, * May be.”

“ Tell me your name, my little maid?
I can’t find you without it.”
““My name is ‘ Shiny-eyes,’” she said.
*“ Yes, but your last name!” She shook her head:
“Up to my home ’ey never said
A single word about it.”

*“But dear,” I said, ¢ what is your name ?”

““ Why, didn’t you hear me told you ?
Dust “ Shiny-cyes.”” A bright thought came:
““Yes, when you're good ; but when they blame
You, little one; is it just the same

When mamma has to scold you?”

‘“ My mamma never scolds,” she moans,
A little blush ensuing,
“’Cept when I've been a-frowing stones,
And then she says (the culprit owns),
¢ Mehitable Sapphira Jones,
What has you been a-doing?’”

PILGRIM STREET.

BY HESBA STRETTON.

CHAPTER IIL

THE BILL-STICKER'S TESTIMONY.

Every inhabitant of Pilgrim Street turned out
of doors, or gazed from the windows, as Banner
paced slowly up the middle. It was one of the
more respectable of the poor streets, and the visit
of a policceman was rare enough to excite some
curiosity among the inmates.

The Dbill-sticker, Nat Pendlebury, turned round
hastily at hearing his name so loudly proclaimed
by little Phil, and Alice came out a step or two
from the door. But there was something more
than astonishment in Nat’s face when Banner in-
formed bim that he and Alice must go with him at
once to the Assize Courts. He turned into his
house, followed by Phil and Banner, and closing
the door behind them, he looked from one to an-
other in utier bewilderment ; while Alice, with a
brave face—grave though it was

laced her clogs
upon her feet, and, throwing a shawl over her
head, said she was quite ready to go with her
father and the policeman.

“ But what is it for 1 asked Nat, staring hard at
Bauner. “Im a honest, hard-working man, and
have had do dealings with the police, thank God
for it; and I ask you, what you are hauling us off
to the Assizes for? And Alice, too!”

“1t’s no hurt to yourselves,” said Banner. “T’ve
nrught against you, man; but there’s a lad—
Lhewas Haslam, by name—up for housebreaking,
and he's summoned you to prove an alibs. That's
where it is.  He says you and Alice know where
he was on the night of the robbery. You walk on
first, Mr. Pendlebury, and Alice and me will follow
you. Witnesses had best not talk to one another.”

The streets were more thronged than earlier in
the day, and the rain was falling still more heavily
as Nat walked on before the others, deeply ponder-
ing over what he knew of Tom Haslam and his
allairs, and wow and then muttering to himself a
short prayer that God would teach him what to say
before the judge. He felt more troubled for Alice
than hiwsel?; but whenever he glanced back, she
nodded and smiled to him, and once she raised her
eves to the gloomy skies overliead, as if she too
were praying in her own heart to God. So Nat
went on, and gradually fell into the quick short trot

which had become habitual to Lim as he hurried
from place to place with his paste-pot and bills,
until he reached the entrance of the Courts, and
had to wait for the rest to come up, before he could
go on into the presence of Mr. Hope.

It was not long before Banner brought Mr. Hope
into the room where they were waiting for him,
but the clouds had rolled quite away trom Nat's
face, and a perfect calmness was resting upon it.
Alice was at his side; and Phil pressed eagerly
forward to the front, and listened as if his life
depended upon their testimony,

“I want you to tell me all you know about Tom
Haslam’s doings this day three wecks ago,” said
Mr. Hope, in a manner which set Nat’s heart at
rest completely.

“And Tl tell you true, sir, God helping me,”
answered Nat. ‘It was the last time either Alice
or me set eyes on Tom, or on little Phil, for the
matter of that. Many’s the time since Alice has
said to me, ‘Father, what do you think has come
to poor little Phil? This day three weeks ago it
was quite dark, sir, late at night, and the children
were gone to bed—I’ve five besides Alice—and she
and me were sitting in the firelight, talking-afore
she went to bed—for I’ve lost my wife, and there’s
a niany things to talk over and settle where there’s
i large family—and then comes a single knock at
the door, and when I opened it, there was Tom
Haslam with a penn’orth of chips Alice had ordered
of him. She had just lit the candle, and opened
her Bible —I can’t read myself, but Alice is a beau-
tiful scholar—and I says, ‘Tom, come in, and sit
thee down by the fire, while Alice reads us a chap-
ter I’ and he said he'd be very thankful, for he was
cold and tived. So he came in, and Alice read her
chapter, and he sits gaping and staring with his
eyes and mouth wide open, and I fell a-talking to
him, quite unthinking ; aud, bless you, sir, I found
he was no better than a heathen we send mission-
aries to. He didn’t know who Jesus was, nor
nothing about him ; and he only knew God’s name
to swear and curse by. He'd never said any
prayers in his life, and didn't understand what
they was. And as for going to church or chapel,
it never entered his head. I can't tell you how
sorry me and Alice were for him. So I walked
along home with him to the very door, talking all
the way; and I've never seen him since. We
reckoned he was tired of my preachinent ; not that
I can preach any more than I can read, sir; but
my tongue runs on when I am speaking about
him.”

“ About whom #” asked Mr. Hope.

“About the Lord Jesus,” said Nat, in a lower
tone. “It's like those two disciples, who said,
‘Didn't our hearts burn within uws? 1 hope I
don’t give you any offence, sir ¢’

“Not at all, my good fellow,” answered Mr.
Hope, heartily. “But how do you know that all
this happened this day three weeks since ?” ‘

“This is a Wednesday, isn't it, sir?” said Nat,
with a bright face; “that’s our preaching night,
and Alice and the two boys went with me to the
service; and a neighbour of ours was there too, Mrs.
Saunders, who has a tripe-shop, and she said Alice
might have a jug of tripe for the fetching. No
fear of Alice not fetching it! 8o when I saw Tom
so quiet over the reading, I said to Alice hadn’t
she a bit of tripe left? It was a sight to see that
lad devour it up, for all the world as if he were
clemmed to death. I couldn’t make any mistake
in the night, because we haven’t had any tripe
since ; and Murs. Saunders sprained her ankle the
next day, and hasn’t been out since. And trade
hasn’t been so good with me that we could afford
to buy tripe.”

There was a smile upon Mr. Hope's face, butf
If hel
his way, he would have put Nat
through a sharp examination of close questioning, !
and tied him down strictly to the subject of Tom'
Haslam’s guilt or innocence. ) ‘

“What time was it when you left Tom 9 asked !
Mr. Iope. 1

“1It struck ten by the old church clock as I got!
back to Pilgrim Street,” replied Nat; “and 1!
couldn’t have been miore nor five minutes, for I can
get over the ground sharper than most men, sir. |
You get into the way of it when you've a good !
many bills to post up. Mother used to tell us not
to let the grass grow under our feet; Lut there’s
no grass in Manchester. We bill-stickers don’t
scrape the mud off the Hag-stones, we're so swift.”

“And what have you to tell me, Alice?” said
Mr. Hope.

“It is just as father says,” answered Alice,
modestly ; “only we haven't seen Tom since, nor
little Phil. I suppose poor Tom was taken to jail ;
but, Phil, why didn’t you come along, and tell me
all about it %” ;

The child started with sudden terror, and glaced
around him with a white face, while he shrank.
toward Alice, and grasped her arm with both his
small hands,

“Oh!” he cried, “what shall I do? She said
she’d break every bone in my body, and flog e to
death if I stirred out of the house while Tom was
away ; only I was afraid I should never see Tom
I couldn’t come to tell you, Alice. Oh!
[ daren’t never go back again! What must I do?”

“Thee shall come home with us, little Phil,” said
Nat, consolingly. “Alice’ll find room for thee
somewhere along with the children. There are only
five of them besdes Alice, and we'll be bound to
find room for thee.”

Barner frowned severely upon this trifling.

could have had

again,

Alice Jooked thoughtful for a minute or two, and
then nodded her head several times in a manner
which betolened that she had arranged the matter
satisfactorily to herself—only she said, in a con-
templative tone, which brought a smile to Mr.
Hope’s face, “You'll have to be well washed, little
Phil.”

“You may go home then now,” said Mr. Hope.
“Tom’s case will not be tried before to-morrow
morning, and you will have to give your evidence
before the court then. T have no doubt whatever
that Tom will get off. Banner, show them the way
out, and return to me here.”

Nat bowed, and Alice curtseyed with deep rev-
erence, and then, with Phil between thew, they
started homewards,

Banner returned to Mr. Hope, and put himself
into an attitude of attention, and for a few minutes
no word was spoken by either of them.

“ Banner,” said Mr. Hope at last, “T scarcely
understand why the boy’s defence was not taken at
the time he was taken up before the magistrates.”

“Why, sir,” answered Banner, *the police swore
to him, and so did the other prisoners; and if it
wasn't him, it’s pretty certain it was Handfortl’s
own son. Thomas Haslam would be pretty smartly
shut up if he did try to make a defence. Them
boys are born liars, and we never take any notice
of what they say.”

“They are in a hard case,” said Mr. Hope, sigh-
ing. ‘“Banner, you are a Christian man ?”

“Yes, sir,” answercd the policeman, in a some-
what doubtful tone, “I hope I am. I go to church
regularly, though it’s heavy duty at times, sir;
but T do my best at it. T'm not over and above
of a Christian, but I'm better than a good many of
the force. Our service isn’t a first-rate one for
religion, sir.”

J
d
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7 “You can serve God as well in the police-force ’ I asked him many questions about its different

»BS your clergyman does in his parish,” said Mr.
;;Iope, “ Banner, it is of little consequence what
) bur work is; the question is, how we do it and
‘?Vhy we do it. Qur Master himself was a poor
?’i”“ge workman the greater part of his life on
{Barth.  And now here is a bit of Christ’s work for
{:Ou to do, Banner. God not only sent his only
; Pegotten Son into the world to save the world, but
f'!'e sends all his sons—every one who has been
Lg“'ed from his own sins—to help to save others.
Cou look after this poor lad a little when he is set
| 17¢® and save him as far as you can. I will have
;Bome talk wigh him myself tomorrow; but you
; kuow I shall be going away as soon as the Assizes
; BTe over. We cannot take these lads out of the
Btreets, but we can try to make them very ditierent
| from whag they are. DBanner, will you do your best
§f01' this boy'$”
. “Yes, sir,” answered Banner; “I’ll keep a sharp
ook-out upon him. You may depend upon me.”
“ But, Banner,” continued Mr. Hope, “if you are
) t? do this lad any good, you must try to love him.
Y, you must love him. Christ could have saved
| Mone of us if he had not first loved us.”
Banner looked grave and perplexed. It wasan
’E“hem‘(l of thing to ask a policeman to feel any
flection for one of the miserable thievish lads who
Were the daily plague of his life. It was not pos-
Bible that My Hope understood what he was ask-
g him to do.  But there was a look in Mr. Hope’s
By0§, and a compassionate anxiety upon his face,
bhich Banner could not disappoint. He lifted his
hand to his throat to loosen the stiff stock which
E‘}“"OSt choked him, and answered, in a husky voice,
Tl do my best, sir. I'm a better policeman,
Maybe, than a Clristian, but I'll do wy best for
Thomas Haslan,”
_A“d Banner honestly resolved to do it in the
,lght of God. Me was a man and constable of
nflexible integrity, but stern and unbending. He
&d_ learned «the JSear of the Lord, which is the
CEI0ning of wisdom,” but he had not gone on to
he love of God, which is the fulfilling of the law,
nd the highest wisdom. He feared the judge, he

served the king ; but he had vet to love and trust
the Fatlier

ws

ho had revealed himself in his Son.
(7’0 be continued.)

- >

THE PRAYING ENGINEER.
BY DAVY GRAY.

Oxg Wwinter, several years ago, there was a good
al of religious interest in a certain western town,
and among those who joined the church was Allie
(Forsyth, a little fellow twelve years of age. His
mother was 5 widow, and had removed four years

before fun, . . . . .
‘Tore from their home in Vermont to this town in
W Isconsip,

ide

On the Sabbath evening of the day when he
\vi?leh'the church, Allie was sit.ting in _the twi]ig'ht,
ol 1s mother, when she said to him: ¢ :\“l(.'.
'Ournl],i what le(.l you to be a C.hristi;m. Was it

me teaching, your lessons in Sabbath-schoot,
] '€ Tegular preaching of your pastor, or has it all

Lome th,, . . .

. through the influence of revival meetings 17
Looklng u

= )I;Lmnm

joi

p into his mother's face, he replied :

» 1t was none of these.

But do you
rememba,.
b

ko 1: when we were coming from St. Albauns
O live . . .
here that T wanted to ride on the engine

with ¢ . .. .
he engineer ¥ You were afraid to let e till
the Onductor
?

the enginee, |
hust as g
you,”
11

whom you knew well, told you that
as a remarkable wan, and that I was
afe with him as in the parlour car with
ady t(')rlsl:n. continued Allﬁe: “When we were
he engin art from t.he station where I.ﬁrht g().t on
§)ic au?l :{ the engineer knelt down just a hf-;tle
. en got up and started his locowotive.

parts, and the places and things we passed, and he
was very patient in answering. Soon we stopped
at another statiou, and he knelt down again before
statted.
station, and I asked him after a while what he was
doing. Iie looked at me very earnestly, and said ;
¢ My little lad, do you ever pray ¥’

«1 replied, ‘O, yes, sir!
and evening.’ .

“Well, my dear boy,’ said he, ¢when I kneel
down, I pray. There are, perhaps, two hundred
lives now on this train intrusted to my care. A
little mistake on my part might send all, or many
of these souls to eternity. So at every station 1
kneel down and ask the Heavenly Father to help
He has helped me, and in all the years I
have been on this engine not a single human being
of the thousands that huve ridden on my train has

we Ile did this before leaving every

I pray every moraing

me.

been harmed. I have never had an accident.””

For four years the life and words of that praying
engineer had been constantly present with this boy
and became at length the means of leading him
into a Christian life. ‘

The Saviour's Call.
At the door I'm knocking, knocking,
Will you rise and let me in?
I am waiting, only waiting,
To forgive your every sin. .

At the door I'm knocking, knocking,
But the door is hard to move;
For the rusty hinges give not,
While I wait in hope and love.

At the door I'm knocking, knocking,
But I'm waiting all in vain;
Closely is the ivy clinging ;
Will the door unbarred remain?

At the door I’'m knocking, knocking,
Must I, must I now depart?

For so miuch, so much I love you,
And I want your weary heart.

TELLING JESUS.

NerLig, who had lately recovered from a danger-
ous illness, was one day out with her mother. As
they were getting near home, the mother noticed
the child had been unusually silent for a time, and
all at once she stood still, and, as if with a deter-
mined effort, spoke thus: ¢ Mamma,”—then a
pause—*I prayed last night, mamma.”

«“ Did you, dear? Don’t you always pray ”

“Oh, yes; but I prayed a real prayer last night.
I don’t think I ever prayed a real
before.”

prayer

Then the mother gradually drew from her the
following : “I was lying awake last night such a
long time, and was thinking how sinful I was. T
thought of what a naughty girl I had been so
often. I tried to reckon up all the bad things I
had done, and they seemed such a lot that I tried
to remember all I had done in one week, and they
seemed such a beap piled up, and then I was sure
I bad not remembered them all.  This made me so
miserable, and I thought what if Jesus had come
for me when I was soill? 1 was sure I could not
have gone to heaven. Then T thought about Jesus
coming to die for the bad people, and that he had
promised to forgive them ; so I got out of bed and
knelt down and tried to tell Jesus how bad T was,
and that I could not remember the sins of even one
week ; so I just asked him to think of all of them
for me, every one, and then I waited to give him
time to think, and when I thought he had remem-
bered them all, [ asked him to forgive them, and I
am sure he did,\ mamma, because he sald he would,

and I felt so happy. Then 1 got into bed, and did
not feel a bit afraid of God any more.”

That this true incident may encourage other
little ones to take their burden of sin to Jesus, as
Nellie did, is the earnest prayer of the writer.—
The Lome Guardian.

Sealed Orders.

Out she swung from her moorings,
And over the harbour bar,

As the moon was slowly rising
She faded from sight afar—

And we traced her gleaming canvas
By the twinkling evening star.

None knew the port she sailed for,
Nor whither her cruise would be ;

Her future course was shrouded
In silence and mystery ;

She was sailing beneath *‘ sealed orders”—
To be opened out at sea.

Some souls cut off from moorings,
Go drifting into the night,

Darkness before and round themn,
With scarce a glimmer of light ;

They ave acting beneath ** sealed orders ”—
And sailing by faith, not sight.

Keeping the line of duty
Through good and evil report,

They shall ride the storms out safely,
Be the voyage long or short ;

For the ship that carrvies God's orders
Shall anchor at last in port !

POST AND RAIL PEOPLE.

A FrIEND of mine says that there are two sorts
of people in the world—*posts” and “rails,” and
a good many more rails than pests. The meaning
of this is that most people depend on somebody
else—a father, a sister, a husband, wife, or perhaps
on a neighbour.

Whether it is right to divide the whole popula-
tion of the earth quite so strictly, it is true that we
all know a good many rail-like people.

Blanche Evans tells we one of the Rail girls
sits by her in school. Miss Rail never had a knife
of her own, though she used a sort of pencil that
continually nceds sharpening ; so Blanche’s pretty
penknife was borrowed, until one duay the Rail girl
snapped the blade. Blanche was so tired of lend-
ing the knife that she was not very sorry.

Miss Rail's brother works beside Henry Brown
in the office of the Daily Hurricane. They loth
sot type, and Henry’s paticnce is sorely tricd by
Master Rail. If Heunry tells him to-dny whether
the [ is doubled in medel when thé ed is added, he
will have forgotten it tomorrow ; and Henvy has
to tell him whether the semicolon comes before or
after viz. every time he “sets it up.” 'The truth is
the Rail boy doesn’t try to remember these things ;
he has taken Henry for a post and expects to be
held up by him.

I met two pretty young ladies travelling together
last summer. One was always appealing to the
other to know if they were to change cars at
Osanto, or not until they reached Dunstable, or if
they should not change at afll.  She asked Ler com-
panion the time, though her own watch was in
order ; she “couldn’t bother to remember ” names
of routes and hotels and people, but shie found it
very convenient for somebody to do all this for her,
and she never concealed her surprise if her friend
forgot or neglected anything.

Being a post is often unpleasant, but how much
worse it is to be a rail! The post can stand by
itself——but take it away and where is the milv’l
Boys aud girls have this advantage over a wooden
fence—if they fear that they are rails. they can set
about turning themseives into pests at once, and
they will tind the post business a wur wore defightiu!
one.—dnnie 3. Libby.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

I am His and He is Mine

«] aM my Beloved’s, and my Beloved is
mine.” Cant. 6. 3.

LovEeD with everlasting love,
Led by grace that love to know !
Spirit, breathing from above,
Thou hast taught me it is so.
Oh, this full and perfect peace !
Oh, this transport all divine!
In a love which cannot cease,
I am his and he is mine.

Heaven above is softer blue,
Karth around is sweeter green;
Something lives in every hue
Christless eyes have never seen ;
Birds with gladder songs o’ertlow,
Flowers with deeper beauty shine,
Since I know, as now I know,
I am his and he is mine.

Things that once cansed wild alarms,
Can not now disturb my rest,
Closed in everlasting arms,
Pillowed on his loving breast.
Oh, to lie forever here,
Care and doubt and self-resign !
While he whispersin my ear,
I am his and he is mine.

His forever, only his!
Who the Lord and me can part?
Ah, with what a rest of bliss,

Christ can fill a loving heart!
Heaven aud earth may fade and flee,
First-born light in gloom decline,
But while God and I shall be,

I am his and he is mine.

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
A.D. 28.1 LESSON VIIL
THE GREAT TEACHER AND THE TWELVE.

Mark 6. 1-13.

[Feb. 24

Memory verses, 10-12.

GorpeN TEXT.

And they weunt out, and pread\e(l that
men should repent. Mark 6. 12.

OQUTLINE.

1. The Teacher, v. 1-6.
2. The Twelve, v. 7-13.

Time.—28 A.D.

Praces.—Nazareth and other villages in
Galilee.

EXPLANATIONS. — From thence—From Ca-
pernaum. Hisown country—Nazareth. The
carpenter—The phrase shows clearly the life
Jesus had led here since boyhood. Offended
—Angry that one no better by birth than
they dared to teach. A staf only; no scrip
—Simply the ordinary shepherd’s crook,
or perhaps walking-stick ; but with no pouch
or wallet for carrying provisions, Sandals -
The ordinary shoes of Palestine. Two
coats—That is, the under-garment was suf-
ficient; the outer, which would impede
travel, was to be left. Shake of the dust—
That is, treat it as if it were a heathen
city—even a particle of heathen soil was
defiling. Anointed with oil, etc.— Oil was a
very common medicament, and was used
by these missionaries as a sign under which
they wrought miraculous cures through
Christ’s power.

TEACHINGS OF THE LEssoN.

How are we taught in this lesson—

1. That work is honourable?

2. That people lose by not believing in
Christ.

3. That it is dangerous to reject the
message of Christ?

THr LessoN CATECHISM.

1. To what point did Jesus go before
finally leaving Galilee? To his old home,
Nazareth, 2. How did his towns-people
receive him? They scoffed and rejected
him. 3. What scornful question did they
ask? ““Is not this the carpenter?” 4.
How did Jesus attempt to lighten his labours?
By sending cut the twelve. 5. What work
did they perform in his name? ‘‘ And
they went out and preached,” etc.

DoCTRINAL SUGGESTION. —The missionary
spirit,

CATECHISM QUESTION.

10. What does our Lord say of those who
reject him ¥

He declares that they ought to believe in
him ; and that they would believe in him if
they humbly and patiently listened to his
words.

John viii. 46, 47. 1t I say truth, why do
ye not believe me? He that is of God
heareth the words of (God; for this cause
ye hear them not, because ye are not of God.

A.D. 29] LESSON IX.
JESUS THE MESSIAH.
Mark 8. 27-38; 9. 1.

(GOLDEN

{Mar. 3

Memory verses, 36-39.

TEXT.

Whosoever will come after me, let him
deny himself, and take up his cross and
follow me. Mark 8. 34.

OUTLINE.

1. The Christ, v. 27-30.
2. 'The Cross, v. 31-37.
3. The Kingdom, v. 38: 9. 1.
Time.—29 A.D.
Prack.—Country near Cesarea Philippi.
ExrrLanaTions. — 7'he Christ ~'The Auoint-
ed, long expected to come to restore Israel
to power and glory. Tell no man of him—
That is, not to tell at that time, since his
work was not yet accomplished, and it
would only make an uproar, and increase
the hostility of his enemies.  Afier three
days— Rather on the third day after the
arrest he should rise. Peter took him—That
is, laid his hand upon him as if in reproof.
Have seen the kingdom, ete.--This is com-
monly understood to refer to the rising of
Jesus from the dead when he came again
with power.

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

How are we here shown—

1. That our Saviour needed to suffer for
us?

2. That we must be prepared to suffer
with Christ?

3. That our loss for Christ will prove to
be our gain?

Tire LessoN CATECHISM.

1. What confession concerning Jesus did
Peter make? ¢ Thou art the Christ.” 2.
What did Jesus then say he must sufter? Ar-
rest and trial and erucifixion. 3. What did
he say was the path which his disciples must
also tread? *“ Whosoever will come after
me,” etc. 4. \What did he teach concerning
the world and all it could give? That it
was worthless. 5. What did he teach con-
cerning the soul? That it was priceless.
6. What was his searching question? ““What
shall a man give ?” ete.

DocrriNAL SucceestioN. — The  crucified
Christ.

CATECHISM QUESTION.

11. What is his warning to them?

That his word shall condemn them at the
last day,

John xii. 48. He that rejecteth me, and
receiveth not my sayings, hath one that
judgeth him: the word that I spake, the
same shall judge him in the last day.

HIDE ME FROM PAPA,

“ Pr asE take me home with you and
hide e so papa can’t tind me.”

The speaker of the above touching
words was a little child just two years
of age. She was endowed with unus-
ual sprightliness and loveliness, both
of person and disposition.

We had been visiting her mcther,
and on leaving had taken the dear
little one to ride a short distance.

We said, “ Now, Mary kiss us good-
by ; it is too cold to take you any far-
ther.” The little darling looked up
with the most piteous expression, and
clinging to me, said in her baby words,
“ 0 Lenny, pease take me home with
you and hide me so papa can’t find
me!”

O darling precious Mary! how my
heart ached for you as I pressed you to
my bosom! What visions of sorrow
and cruelty your words called up!

How terrible it seemed that one so
young and innocent should know so
much of fear!

As I rode homeward the thought
would again and again recur to me.
Oh, that all who have helped in any
way to make her father a drunkard
could have heard that piteous appeal,
could have seen those baby hands in
raised entreaty, and her lips quiver-
ing with suppressed emotion! Surely
the heart of the most hardened whisky
dealer would have been
his silent, slumbering conscience awak-
ened to a true sense of the terrible
amount of wretchedness caused by the
use of ardent spirits. O, think of it,
barkeepers, and whisky-sellers of every
grade l—think of your sad, sad work.

reached and

Here was a man who, when sober,
was a kind and devoted parent, yet
from: the use of this curse of our land,
had become so eruel and unkind as to
inspire abject fear in his only child.

May all who read these few lines,
and have encouraged the use of ardent
spirits in any way, be warned in time,
lest in the last day many wowmen and
little children shall say to them, ¢“To
you we owe the untold wretchedness
and agony of our lives; our blood
be upon your skirts.”

THE TOOLS OF ANIMALS.

1. Aximvars do not know enough to

make their own tools as man can, and

God has given them ready-made ones.

2. The tail of a fish is his sculling
oar. He moves it first to one side and
then the other, using his tins as bal-
If the fish
moves fast, and wants to stop, he
straightens out his ftins just as the
rower of a boat does his oars.

ances to guide his motion.

3. A man makes a tool for drilling
wood, but the woodpecker has a dril
in his own bill, and when he drills holes
in the trees in search of food, you can
hear the click of his tool just as vou
would the man’s.

4. The drill of the woodpecker has
another tool inside,-a sort of insect
catcher., On the end is a bony thorn,
with sharp teeth like barbs on a
fish-hook. As he works and finds an
insect, he opens the drill and sends out
this barbed tongue, and draws it into
his mouth.

5. Some “animals have tools to dig
with. The hen digs for herself and her
chickens. The pig uses his snout and
roots away under the mud. The
elephant uses his strong tusks, and
the queer underground galleries of the
mole are made with the heavy claws
with which he ploughs and digs.

6. The woodchuck, too, is a great
digger. His hind feet are shovels to
dig the hole where he lives, and the
beaver uses his broad, flat tail as the
mason does his trowel, spattering and
smoothing the mud with it as he builds
the walls of his cabin, while his sharp,
powerful teeth are his saws, with
which he gnaws off large branches of
trees to build his dams.

7. There is no limit to God’s power
in supplying the needs of the creatures
he has made.— Ewchange.

CHRISTOPHER.

A Story of Life in Texas.
And Other Storles.

By AMELIA E. BARR.

12mo, cloth, 352 pp. - Price 60c.

Two grand books for the 8. 8 Libraries
or general reading.

Gurnet's Garden and the New Boy
at Southeott.
By MRS. MARY R. BALDWIN,

IN ONE VOLUME,

12mo, cloth, 282 pages. - Price 60c.

BARGAINS

S.S.CARDS

We have made up into assorted packages |

a large number of 8. S. Reward Cards, which
we are selling at very low prices. Many of
them are very pretty.
25 Cards, assorted -~ - - - 1Q0c.
50 (11 € - - - -

50 ¢ “ (better) - - 2uc.

When ordering please refer to this adver-
tisement,

A CHOICE GIFT BOOK FOR ANY SEASON.

THE KINDLY YOKE;

His Commands are not Grievous.

This is a beautiful Booklet, containing a
text for every week in the year, these texts
taking the form of BisLe ComMaNDs.

The book has a finelv-colored, illustrated
cover, and contains well executed litho-

uraphs, in two tints, of Bethlehem, Mount

of Olives, Jerusalem and Gethsemane.

Bound in imitation morocco or alligator

paper, and stitched with gold thread. Price
35., post paid.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL
LESSON HELPS

FOR 1889.
PELOUBET'S SELECT NOTES.

8vo, cloth. Price $1.25.
QUESTION BOOKS, In Three Grades.
Price, each, 20c. net, or 17¢. each by the doz.

ALSO,
Vineent's Select Notes on the International
S. N Lessons.
With MAPS, ILLUSTRATIONS, etc.
8vo, cloth, net, $1.25,
QUESTION BOCKS, In Three Grades,

Each 20c. 17c. each by dozen.

Monday Club Sermons on the
S. €. Lessons.
12mo, cloth, $1.25,

Dr. Pentecost’s Commentary on the §. §
Lessons for 1889.

350 pages, 12mo. Invaluable for teachers,
Paper covers, 50c. ; cloth bound, §1.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

PUBLISHER,
78 & 80 Kixge St1. Fast, ToroNTO.
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que.
S. F. HUESTIS, Halifax, N. S.

15¢.




