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HINDOO CARRIAGE.

¢ Tris is a very queer sort of
arriage.  What clumsy look-
dng wheels and springs. In-
#stead of horses the small cat-
le of the country are used.
§One would think that the
¥ rapery on the animals would
e‘intolers.bly hot. I suppose
Bt is used to keep off the flies.

WHAT IS YOUR PURPOSE ?
Tue young man who starts
:‘:\ in life without a fixed pur-
2Pose is like a ship going to
sea without a rudder. He
§ voluntarily subjects himself to
the fate of being tossed about
2 On the waves of chance, and
ﬁflally, when the best years of
s life are spent, is brought
Eto sad reflection on the shoals

jof disappointment. He will
',‘then very naturally take a
1'JOYII.y view of his situation,
Y.\d 1t is very forturate for
1 if he does not rashly con-

urpose at the outset reap the
ncc'ess they covet, for honest,
[tralghtforward endeavour is
~t00 often met with reverses
jﬂﬂd disappointment ; but it
vmust be conceded that in a
4'arge proportion of cases the
frule holds good. It often
appens that more honour is
cquired in defeat than in
uccess—so much depends on
he obstacles to be overcome.
he fact is too frequently
Ver?ooked, and calculations
aving failed, the regular
ath of endeavour is deserted.

way. David knew his weapon.

quer only after
having carefully
studied the con-
dition of his
weapons and his
capability to
use them against
any opposition.
‘When David,the
little shepherd-
boy, left hissheep
and went to kill
the champion
Goliath, he knew

t is then that the young

gMan is apt to halt and seri-

gously reflect. He will do well if he do not at this
‘t"“e seek to ape the ekumple of those who succeed
‘by luck—and thus enter upon dangerous ground.
"It’ should be borne in mind that for every person
-who has attained to conspicuousness in the acquire-
ment of wealth by bold ventures, myiiads of those
“WhO have failed in the attempt are found. He
+Who wrote that “on the great sea of human life, as
n that where the ships do go, the wind and the
waves favour the brave sailors,” did not mean that
ort <.)f bravery which is so often coupled with fool-
$hardiness. The truly brave man goes forth to con-

what he was

aboutbetterthan
those who scoffed at him. In his boyish pastime
he had trained himself to use the sling and hurl a
stone with deadly certainty. Saul insisted that he
should put on an armour and a helmet of brass and
a coat of mail, but David said he knew nothing of
such armour, and casting it off he took five smooth
stones from the brook, and declared with fire in his
eye that with them and his sling he would show
Goliath that there was a God in Israel. He was
true to his word. The great warrior clad in heavy
armour fell at the first fire. It is reasonably cer-
tain that David could have killed him in no other

The world to-day needs more
of the spirit of David. If a
young man chooses to be a
farmer, he should study how
he can turn a straighter fur-
row than his neighbour, and
learn how seed should be
sown to insure a harvest.—
Rochester Commercial Beview.
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SOME LITTLE FOXES.

Do you not think it both
careless and stupid for a per-
son to sign his name so in-
distinctly that it cannot be
read ? Think of writing a
letter carefully, about import-
ant business, and then mak-
ing a few indistinct scrawls
for the name and place of the
writer! It would serve them
right if no notice were taken
of their letters; it might
teach them a lesson, but they
are the people who make a
great fuss if they do not
receive an immediate anawer,
and, to avoid trouble, time
spent in trying to decipher
. the address.

Then there is another habit that it is to be
hoped our young folks will avoid—signing the
letter and adding the name of the place and not
the State. If you are writing to an intimate
friend, who, of course, knows where you are, it is
not so important that you should write the name of
the place and State in which you live ; but when
you are writing a business letter, always remember
that the world is a big place, and there are a great
many people in it, a great many persons of the
same name ; and if you will examine the gazetteer,
or a postal guide, you will be surprised to see how
many places there are of the same name, especially
in the United States. It is very certain that after
you have done this, unless you are extremely care-
less, you will never omit the name of the place,
county, and State from a letter.

There are habits of care as well as carelessness,
and these habits are formed when we are children.
If, when you begin to write, you form the habit of
signing your name carefully, adding the place and
State, you will do it carefully when you are grown,
without an effort ; you will have formed that care-
ful habit. It is as impolite to scrawl a few marks
that have no meaning, at the close of a letter, as it
is to pronounce your name in an indistinct manner

=%

when asked to give it. Writing is talking on

paper.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Sometimes it geems as though a person must be
both conceited and ill-bred not to exerciso care in
this little but very important matter. It would
seemr ay if they said, *1 am such an important
person, you must know who 1 am,” or, **I cannot
take the tronble to do what will save you tiwe
and annoyance.”"—Christian Union,

o

Threads of Gold.

Wravivg them into a work.a-day lifs,
Beautiful threads of gold.

A thread of joy, with o strand of strife,
Aud yet the hands that hold

My fashoon them out into pattern rate,

Designs of beanty, new and tair,

Tl tne Master weaver finds them there,
Beautiful thicads of gold,

Weaving them in with a paticut hand,
Beautitul thee wedv of gold 3

Filling them in ax the Aitist planned
Wihan he Lid hics somlne fold,

Weaving them in with the homeliost cares

Over some hurden another hears,

Glad that the Master Weaver spares
Some beautiful threads of gold.

Weave them in with the hopes and fears,
Beautiful threads of gold ¢

Srighter the gold of the thiead appears
Ax the web of bfe graws old,

Weaving them in with a smile and a song,

Waonderful threads so fine and strong 3

Under the good and over the strong,
Weave beautiful threads of gold.

Weaving them in with a watchful eye,
Bearn iful threads of gold ;
To shine acrosx where the shadows lie,
When the web is all unrolled,
Weaving thew in, when the Master's call
Lets the bright thread break, and 2he shuttle fall,
And angels come down to gather them all,
Life's broken thieads of gold.

THE NEW HIRED GIRL.

“You couldnt spare me a very little money,
could you, father?™ .Jauet leancd over him as he
counted some hills,

“1f it is for something positively necessary, my
daughter.”

“1 ean't suy it is exaetly that ; hut 1 never get
a cent of pocketmoney now, father,”

He sighed heavily as he answered s T know it,
and I'm sorry; but the pressure seems harder and
Wants scem to increase faster
Hand this to

harder every year.
than the meins of supplying them.
your mother, Janet.”

“ Forgive me for worrying vou, father. I ought
1o be muking my own spending-money, but there are
so few ways of doing that uvnless I go away from
home.”

“We can’t let you do that.
all, if we are carcful.”

“Take it out to Bridget,” said her mother, as
Janet gave her the money from her father.

“Twelve dollars.  Dear me!” said Janet to

There's enough for

herself, rather fretfully, as she walked slowly to.

the kitchen,  © Bridget has earned it, and 1 don’t
grudge it to her, but how I wish I could earn
twelve dollars!™

“Wirra, wirra!” Bridget sat on the floor,
holding an open letter and rocking herself back-
ward and forward with dismal groans. Pots, pans,
and kettles were lying around in their usual con-
fusion. ‘“It's mesclf that must be lavin' yez the
day, Miss Janet.”

Servants were hard to find, and Janct's face
wore the accustomed cxpressicn of dismay with
which such notices were always reccived, as she
asked : * What's the 1"atter, Bridget 1”

meself must be goin' to her. An’ it's six wecks
entirely Il be shtayin’ when ita wo far to be
goin’”

As Janet handed her the
thought came to her.

“I'm sorry for you, Bridget. Of courss you
must go if you must. Perhaps we can got along
without any one till you are ready to come back
again” .
“Mather,” she said, returning to her, * Bridget's
going away for a fow wecks.”

Mother's face grow as dismayed aa Janet's had
been, for she was not strong, and there were four
boys.

“An’ plase ye, ma'am, it's afther comin' to try
to get tho place I am.”

“IWhat do you mean, Janet?” said her wotlier,
laughing as the young girl courtesied low. * You
can’t do it at all, Janet.” )

“What T can't do I'll hire. I want to do some-
thing, aud I want to get u little money I can feel
is my own, and that 1 have n right to spend if I
want a new book, or a bit of music, or anything
else. T can’t get a school—there are forty appli-
cants where there is one vacancy. 1 can’t get
more than one or two music scholars. I can’t dis-
pose of fancy work or painting, and if I could I
might dabble over them for & month and not clear
mote than Bridget does in a week, there are so
many waiting to do that kind of work. Kitchen
work is the only work there appears to be plenty
of for girls.”

“You may try it, but I think you will get tired
of it.”

Janet spent a good share of her first week’s wages
in buying some gingham aprons, rubber gloves, and
paying a stout woman to come for half a day to
scrub and scour until the last traces of good-
natured, slovenly Dridaet’s presence were removed.
Then, with clean kitchen, clean utensils, and clean
towels, Junet took hold of her work with a right
good will.

“« We'll all co-operate,” said father, when he heard
of her intention.

«We'll all co-operato !” cried the boys ; and they
kept their word well in bringing wood and water
and sweeping the walks,  And after the first morn
ing, Janet found that Tom bad made the fire and
ground the coffee before she came down.

“There's great satisfaction in doing things
thoroughly,” said Janct to her mother, after the
first duy or two. ¢ Before, when we have hren
without a girl, I have always hated it, because 1
tried how much I could shove out of the way.
Now that I am making a business of it, I don't
feel that way. And, mother, you would be aston-
ished to see how little cleaning there is to be done
when nobody makes any unnecessary dirt, or how
much work can be saved by using your wits to
save it.”

She never told her miother how her back ached
during those first days of muscular exercise. This
wore off ax she became accustomed to it. Every
day she learncd more and more to simplify her
work. A few minutes in the kitchen just before
bed-time she arranged things so exactly to her
hand that there was no hurrying or crowding at
the busy time in the morning. Carcful handling
of tablelinen and other things made the wash
smaller, so that the stout woman could do two
weeks' wash in one. Janct found that there were
few days in which she céuld not sit down when the
dinner work was over, Other surprising things
came to light.

#What's the matter that you don’t burn any
wood now-adayst” said Tom; “I have so little

nioney, & sudden

«Jt's mo sister's got the faver, bad, and it's

splitting to do now.”

Bridget, like so many of her sistethood, had
always seemed to consder it her bounden duty 1
keep up a ronving five wll duy, reg aedic-of whether
there was need of it or not, and father adwaae
looked blank over the fuel bill.  Onehalf the
quintity was now found amply sullicient, and 4
difference was sovn appareut in many other thine.
The food for one prrson is always noticeable ina
small family where a rigid hand wust be kept on
expenses ; Lesides whidh, Juanet was not slow n
perceiving how many things went farther tha
before. Odds and ends were utilized which hd
Leen thrown away or had connted for nothing, tor
no one was the least afraid of seraps dune over by
Janet's hand.

“Wo never were so comfortable hefore,” said
father.

*We never had such good wnings to eat,” declared
the boys, who had highly appreciated the dninty
though plain cookery, ns contrasted with Briduets
greasy preparation ; for Janet, full of an honest
determination to earn her wages, had given mudh
attention to the getting up of palatuble, inexpensive
dishes, sceking a variety, where Bridget had moved
in one groove.

“] almost dread having Bridget come back,”
said mother.

But the time came when she was hourly ex-
pected.  Mother sighed as she took noto of the
spotless kitchen, in which it was now pleasant 1o
come and lend a hand at cookery, or sit with her
knitting, while Janet moved briskly about.

“It's time I was settling with you, Janet,” saud
her mother: *six wecks—I owo you cighteen
dollars.”

“No; six off for hiring Mis. Holt and a few
other things.”

“XNot a bit off, dear ; I've been looking over the
bills for the month, and I tind quite a difference —-
more than pays all your extras. Not only in meat
and groceries and fuel, but I notice it in the wear
and tear ana breakage—dear me! 1 don’t thiuk
five dollars & week covers the expense of Bridyets
being here.”

“You don't, mother, dear?” said Janet, in great
delight ; * then you are not tired of your new girl
and anxious to have Bridget back 1”

“No, indeed,” replied mother, forvently.

“Then she isnc coming back. 1've found mr
way of earning, and am going to stick to it fo
awhile. It isu't all pleasant, to bLe sure, hut |
don’t know any kind of business thatis. Ouly’
she said, laughing, “I shall insist upon having wr
wages regularly paid as if T were Bridget. 1 shal
clothe myself out of the money, and so be suving
dear overworked father about five dollars a week,
if you are right in your calculations, mother.”

“What will you do with Bridget when sh
comes 1"

“Mr. Whitcomb wants a girl, 80 she can &
there. O mother, dear! it's a real comfort to fie!
as if I were supporting mysclf. And T wonde
why I never thought before how pleasant a wa
it is, this doing kind ard pleasant things for yu
all.”

So, Janet worked on, feeling sure that she haé
found the best way of securing her pocketancne
in thus expending her energies for those she lovd
How muny daughters, restless and fretful for som
thing to do, might find this same wny blessed
themselves and to others in homes made bright and
sweet by their faithful ministration.— Selvcted.

Praver is 30 mighty an instrument that no o
ever thoroughly mastered all its keys.  They sw
along the infinite scalo of wan's wants and God

goodncss,




PLEASANT HOURS.

139

L
EJ In Northward Seas.
i [DURING one of the gales of October, 1885, a fishing-
&milck, whose tame the papers did not give, went down oil
‘he coast of Labrador., The boats being swamped, nothing
as left for the men but to swim for the shore. Among
i he crew was a boy, some ecleven or twelve years old, who
f ad accompanied his father on the smack. In order to
g2ve bislife, the father lashed the boy upon his back, and
Bt off t0 swim to land. inding that they made very
dittle headway and that they werc both in imminent danger
f being drowned, the boy begucd his father to go on alone
Ipd to ¢ log hiy, be,” and upon the father refusing, the boy
pettally worked himself free from the rope, and would
Probably have been drowned had not a huge wave at that
gnoment flung both of them upon the rocks. Afterward,
20 a lady, the boy said simply : **I thought poor father
3 going t0 be drowned, and what would mother do

hen, 80 I got off his back.”]

"Twas in eighteen eighty-five,

Oft the coast of Labrador,

"Mid the breakers’ dreadful roar,

That the fishing-smack went down H

All the men were left to make

O’er the sea their way, or break

Heart and musute in the ¢ifort, and to drown.

Then a father took his child,

And, amid the curling brine,

Lashed him safely with u line

To his shoulders, as'he butfeted the wave.

What the end shall be, T trow,

Only heaven's white angels know ;

Bus *tis home and lielp for two, or one sea-grave,

There were little ones at home
And theiyp mother to be fed,
A:ld he earncd their daily bread
Who wag struggling iu the sea ;
And tbe brave youny fisher knew
One could never swim for two,

So he said, ““ My futher, go, and let me be.”

TW&S a twelve vears’ child who spoke ;
But for that completed deed,

- Thank Gody grace ! there was not need
k Underneath the veiled sun ;

For the hissing breakers curled
He.leul arms around and hurled
hild ang man high up the shore, and home was won.

Many deeds men’s hands have traced
On our history’s golden page,
And fropm Wwaning age to age
Ia their glory handed down ;
ut not Auliy’ sighs, nor Troy’s,
Out-.sublimes this unknown boy’s,
king simply to be left alone to drown.

Think 1 thag boy is still alive ;

Angd, in distang Newfoundland,

3 thzre the blue waves lap the sand,
© 18 now at work, at lay !

Let us bare our heads tIz) I;im,

- While our eyes grow moist and dim,
% In this ugheroje day ;

3 Wwas in eightcen eighty-five,

GENEROUS OF PRAISE.

How much better the world would be if only
People wepre 4 little more generous of praise!
t no one Suppose that we are speaking of
ﬂattery 5w
Bives it,
or merit,”

€ mean simply praise ; or,” as Webster
“Honour rendered because of excellence
. How easy it is to find fault when everything
w‘;le.S not run Smoothly !—when anything is omitted
. Which ought to have been done! Why should it

20t be just ag easy to give commendation for the
right done 4

ang‘he day is drawing to its close, and the wife

mother~weary with household care—sits for a
momeng waiting the sound of the home-coming
k‘f‘eet‘ The door opens quickly, and they have come.

How bright and cheery you look here! But you
;il.ways make home look that 1 and the husband’s
FE1Ss on her cheel brings back the careless girlhood
gd?t{s,‘and the life looks suddenly bright again.

The boys wanted me to stay all night, mother,

it was so stormy; but I thought I would rather
come home; and I'm glad now I did!” and the
boy glanced around the pleasant sitting-room with
a look that told plainer than words how attractive
a spot it was to him. The mother’s weariness had
gone, like the shadows before the light,

How many homes are rendered unhappy by too
much fault-finding and too little just praise ! And
if one cannot praise—what then?

Whittier, in his beautiful poem, * My Birthday,”
Says j—

“ Love watches o’er my quiet ways,
Kind voices speak my name ;
And lips that find it hard to praise,
Are slow, at least, to blame.”

Yes! one can always be “slow, at least, to
blame.” The fact that little faults try and vex us,
in those dear to our hearts, only goes to prove that
the general character is good, and there is much to
praise. The whiter the snow, the darker look all
objects against it. Why not admire the whiteness
which forms the background %

Then, if we look within, if we see with impar-
tial eyes the short-comings of our own lives, will
we not be slower to notice flaws in others? Shall
we not say, in the words of Shakespeare, “I will
chide no breather in the world but myself, against
whom I know most faults $”

If, then, we are so frail, so weak ourselves, so
dependent on the kindness and forbearance of
others, shall we not do the little we can to make
the world brighter in turn for them %

If there is anything to admire or praise—and
there is always something—speak the word now ;
it will brighten the weary hours, it will prevent
the bitter regret that comes too late when mother’s
tired hands are folded—the hands that were never
slow in their loving service for us; the loving facc
that was so often shadowed by our failing to give
a word or two of well-earned praise, or saddened
by our ready fault-finding, is hidden from our sight.

Boys or girls who can so readily make or mar
the happiness of home and mother, think of this
before it is too late. Save yourselves from that
which will sadden’ the happiest hours of your life,
when many miles of land or sea—or, perhaps, the
River of Death-——may have parted you from those
who were nearest and dearest to you. The thought
that will always come when the mind goes back
to early life, that we might have done so much
while they were with us to make them happy, but
didn’t.

“PUT IT LOWER.”

It is told by one who has spent much time in
Sweden that, in the course of a series of revival
meetings, there came to the church a young man,
in appearance unkept, unkempt, ragged in clothing,
uncombed in hair, bare of foot. He placed him-
self in front of the pulpit. The preacher was most
earnest in his sermon.  The face of the young man
was constantly turned up toward the preacher.

At the close of the service, the deacons passed
the plates for the offerings.  The young man
secemied so poor that no one ventured to offer him
the plate. As the deacon passed uear to him, with
impetuosity he ejaculated, ** Put it lower ! ”

The deacon hardly understood the remark at
once.

The young man repeated, “Put the plate lower.”

The deacon held the plate near his hand.

“Lower yet,” he said.

«Still lower.”

“Lower down yet,” he eried.

The deacon at last put the plate upon the floor.
The young man quietly, but earnestly, placed him-

self upon his bare feet in the plate. He had no
money to give, but he gave himself.

This story illustrates the great truth, that the
most important offering we can give to God should
be service in the gift of ourselves. If giving
money, we wichhold ourselves, the gift of money is
of small consequence. If giving money, we give
ourselves, the value of the noney is greatly in-
creased. If, having no money, we give ourselves,
we are fulfilling the command of Jesus Christ.—
Youth's Companion.

The Anvil of God's Word.

OxE day I paused beside a blacksmith’s door,
And heard the anvil ring the vesper chime
Then looking in, I saw upon the floor
Old hammers worn with beating years of time.

““How many anvils have you had 27 said I,
““To wear and batter all these'hammers s0?”

¢ Just one,” he answered ; then with twinkling eye,
*The anvil wears the hammers out, you know,”

And so, I thought, the anvil of God’s word
Yor ages skeptic blows have beat upon ;
Yet, though the noise of infidels was heard,

The anvil is unworn—the hammers gone !

¢

AN INTERESTING EXPERIENCE.

A LapY missionary in China gives the following
interesting experience of a Chinese convert, Ah
Song by name. It shows a simple trust in God
which is greatly to be commended :

Scon after I became a Christian my business
failed, and I scarcely knew how to earn enough to
support my mother ; I was willing to go short my-
self, but could not help being troubled about her.
She, with all my other friends, said it was my own
fault, and if I would but give up the foreign
religion they were sure the trade would be good
again. I could not understand why the Lord had
sent me this trouble, but I knew that Jesus was
wy Saviour, and I could not give him up. At
last I was obliged to close the shop and go home
to my own village. But God gave me work to do
of one kind and another, and I scon found my
needs supplied. When I had the opportunity of
preaching the Gospel to my relations I did so, and
very soon was rejoiced to hear that my mother was
also a disciple of Jesus; in a short time two other
relations were converted, and an old lady who was
living in the next house. This old lady was taken
ill soon after I went to live in the village, and said
it was all owing to my having become a Christian.
She assured me there was no good in such a religion
as that, and implored me to give it up ; but I told
her what Jesus had done for me, and that he was
only waiting to save and bless her too if she would
but believe in him. A few Sundays after she had
a sedan-chair brought, and was carried from her
bed to the chapel. The following Sunday she also
went and took a young woman with her. Soon she
found my words were true, and Jesus became as
precious to her as he was to me. If God had not
made my business to fail I should not have gone
to live near my relations, and they would not have
Leard the Gospel. 1t is worth hundreds of dollars
to me to know that they are now rejoicing in Jesus
as their Saviour. I have proved God’s goodness to
me, and I want to follow him faithfully all my life,

A SuNDAY-sCHOOL teacher was trying to explain
to her class what the conscience was, but had some
difficulty in making the schelars understand.
“ What is the small voice that comes to you after
you have retived at night?” she said at length.

“Oh, please, ma’am, I know,” quickly said one of |

the bright little girls. “Cats, ma’am.”

o/
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The Water of Life.

I sToap on hite's thyeshold, untanght and antried

And gazed at the cap that was biought to my side.
Tl gy s of the world in this goblet gleam bght
Come, drink of Life's plasures, taste joy and delight 1%

1 drauk, but the sweetnesa was passing and brief §
Thts tanfing of 1ifo gave me nothing but gnef ;

Faoli joy lvft u rvow, cach pleasute a pan,

And gone wan youth's brghtuess, to come not again,

I eried for o dyanght that wonld save mie fiom thought :
What liguid lawed dark from the cup that was hiought
“The watets ot Latiie  forgetfulness, peace,

Drank deep, and thy pam and thy tiouble shall cense t

[ drank, but no vest for my soul could be found,

I shuddered mudst elonds that had gathered around ¢
NoO respate rom sonrow, no peacefniness there,

But caler of stuguation sid hash of despair,

Once more came aeup, and 1 saw it was borne

By« beantitul hawd, but how searred and how worn 3

* My dawghiter, tefreshed and at peace would'st thou be?
Drink naw from the fountain long apened for thee !

Oue deaught —the clowds fled Yoth frem heart and from
brain®

What ktew 1 of sorrow ? what eared 1 for pain ?

I had found somettong sweeter than carth could afford,

In the ** Watkat o Ltre™ from the hand of the Lord,
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Pleasant Hours

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK

Rev. W. H. WITHROW, DD., Editor.

I CAN BE SAVED,
BY MARK GUY PEARSE.

WiaT glad tidings of great joy! Whatever I
am, whatever 1 have been, T can be saved. No
wonder that angels came down from heaven to sing
it tous: *“Unto you is born a Saviowr which is
Christ the Lord.”

Away in @ small country town where everylody
knew everything about their ne izhbours, there was
a man who had held for some time a position of
trust in the charch, until it wis found that he had
been - <tomed to take for his own use much of
the w -aey that he collected.  Of course he was at
oue dismissed, and though not prosecuted for the
oflence, yet he was looked upsn by the townspeople
as a thief, and everybody passed him by as un-
worthy of notice. ‘VThis natvrally enongh drove
him to a hard-heartedness, and, worst of all, to
despair ; and he gave himself up to drink and
every other evil, and waus rapidly going to utter

ruin,
Onc day a gentleman happened to meet this out-

citsnt ('nmin_-.: toward him; and as ho saw his mis-
erable appearanee, he could not help thinking of
the happer days this poor fellow had known ; and
he said to himself, 1 believe he ean be made
nan of yet - 'l tey.”

The gentleman at onow stopped aeross the rond,
and, mueh te the man's surprise, held ont his hand,
and spoke to him i a simple, strghtforwand way.
He talked with him of tho weather, aud of the
town, and of most commanplaoe athirg,—every
word went down into the man's heart, calling up
the better fechngs that used to e, At last the
poor fellow burct into tears, and grasping the gentle
s hand wath both s own, he eried, * Gad
bless you, Siy—jyouve made me feel guite difler
atul he hntned away to hide his tears.

His friend called

ent

So that man’s tenewal began,
upon him, and led him back again to all that he
had been.  Back to the Lord the Saviour; until
he saw him again restoted to his position of respeet
and contidence.

Men are Jost by hundreds becanse nobody mikes
them feel they can be saved, We wanit something
ot some one who can come in amonest all the evil
things that we in us, and can make us feel that
they can be pat down.,  Some one to call ap hope,
and to make us strong enough to be what we want
to be in our best moments. A bit of hearty love
and confidence would be new hife 1o hosts of men
who for want of it are perishing.

Ab, dear reader, that's how (fad hegins to save.
He nikes us feel his love.  He knows us through
and through ; and yet he loves us.  He kunows all
the past 5 every word of it, and every deed 5 every
thought and every wish. He has scen the worst
of us, the darkest side of us, and yet we ave dear
to him. The heart of our Father yearns over us.
His great compassion longs to do us good.  His
tender love reaches down to us, and round us are
his everlasting arms.  Man, thou art loved! God
loves thee with truer, deeper, fuller love than any
words can tell.  He loves us though we have never
foved him.  He loves us though we have injured
and grieved and sinned against him.  You doubt
thit this can le true.

But here is his own message to us: “God so
loved the world that he gave his ouly begettea Son
that whosoever believeth in him should not perish,
but have cverlasting life.”  Here is the plain
declaration of his holy Word : * Herein is love, not
that we Joved God, but that he loved us, and sent
his Son to be the propitiation for our sins,”

Come, good reader, you have put these things
away from you. *They ave not for me,” you have
said, “not for me.”  And you have thought every
thing was against you; your heart is so prone to
evil, and the world is so full of temptations, and
the devil is so busy about one, and old ways got
such a hold of a man that you have thought there
was no chance for you. But one is for you who is
more than all. God loves you. The Almighty
God will lielp you ; and when he helps, the feeblest | ©
can do anything.  Lift up your heart to him now.
Ask his help, and it shall be given. Seck his love
and it shall be found. Knock at the door of his
mercy, and it shall be opened.  * When he was yet
a great way off) his father saw him, and had com-
passion, and ran, and fell on his neck and kissed
him,”

I cAN BE savED,

Tug man who commands respect and wins suc.
cess is he who gives himself, mind and heart, body
and soul, to pushing forward the truth ; one in
whom nien discover no spirit of self-seeking, but,
rather, a living embodinent and incarnation of the
cause he advocutes.

just as the engine came upon him he was obserid

A DOG'S EXTRAORDINARY DEVOTION.

Avovr three or fonr years ago a railway teai
wis tiearing the city of Montieal, when the e
gineer saw a kuge dog on the track.  The dog w
appiarently much excited, and burked furiously a
the approaching engine.  The engineer blew t
whistle, but still the dog kept on the track, an

to crouch down and extend himself across ti
tenck.  In this position he was struck by the lu
motive amd killed.  The engineer Jooking out t
wards the front of his engine, suw a piece of whi
cloth fluttering in the wind, as it hung on part
the machinery, At once he stepped out along t
side of his engine and found it to be part of
childs dress. He stopped the engine—ilas, t
Jate! and backing down, found by the side of ¢
track, not only the mangled body of the dog, b
also the crushed body of a little child! At on
the position of aflairs was understood.  The chi
had evidently wandercd upon the track, and fall
asleep thare, watched by ite faithful compani
the dog, who, secing the train approach, had de
its best to save the child ; but failing, had cove
it with his own body and died with it, Faithf
unto death he was, and died in his effort to sa
the sleeping child.  Was it instinet or duni
reason I —dims awd Objects of the Toronto Huma
Society.

R

SMALL ROPES HOLD MIGHTY DESTINIES
A Cusarper put out from Jingland for Ne
York, It was well equipped ; but in putting up
stove in the pilot-house, & nail, driven too near!t
compass, put the ship two humlred miles off
right course, and suddenly the man on the look
cried *Land, ho!” and the ship was halted witi
a few yards of her destruction on  Nantuck
Shoals. A sixpenny nail came near wrecking
great Cunarder.,
A winister, seated in Boston at his table, lacki
a word, puts his hiands behind his head and tiles b
his chair, to think ; and the ceiling falls and crus
the table, and would have crushed him. A min
ter in Jamaica, at night, by tho light of an in:
called the *“candledly,” is kept from stepping o
a precipice of & hundred feet. F. \W. Robert
the celebrated Englishman, said that he entered |
ministry from a train of circumstauces started
the barking of « dog. Had the wind blown
wity on a certain day, the Spanish Inquisition w.
kauve been established in England ; but it blew
other way, and that dropped the accursed insti
tion, with seventy-five thousand tons of shippi
to the bottom of the sen, or flung the broken
splintered logs on the rocks.—Selected.

3.
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but I can’t put you in it, and you would

PIERROT, THE FAITHFUL DONKEY.
It would be difficult to find a story more full of

gender pathos than the following one. It admir-
b'ly llustrates one of the main purposes for which
®his publication has been prepared and issued.
gand that is, to show what a subtle bond of sym-
Pathy arises, and does exist, between ourselves and
oy dumb creature to whom we show kindness, and
whom we feel a deep personal interest. It is
Mazing how powerful that bond becomes, and how
. “P_“ist&ka,ble are the tokens of loving devotion
W}nch dog, or horse, and, in this case, a donkey,
Ehows to those who, by their kindly, thoughtful
Acts, call it forth,

t Arsene Houssaye, the French writer, tells the
tjory’ the chief incidents of which he witnessed
‘himself,

¢ “It was a cold day, as people walked rapidiy
lc?ng the Boulevard de Courcelles. I was hur-
).'lng by, like everybody else. A female rag-
p}cker, pale and famished, led by the bridle a poor
Flittle dOnkey, which seemed a hundred years old,
‘and  which dragged a poor little cart full of the
mbbish of the street; rags, broken bottles, torn
;:pers, worn-out skillets, crusts of bread—the
gthousand nothings which are the fortune of rag-
Pl?kers. The woman had done good work since
§midnight, but the donkey was ready to drop. He
Estopped short, as if he had made up his mind to go
Eno further, His legs trembled and threatened a
‘fi_m_' He hung his head with resignation, as if
Waiting the stroke of death.
. “The sight touched and arrested me. A mun
£ Would have beaten the poor beast to rouse him;
t}.le woman looked at him with an eye of motherly
pity. The donkey returned the look, as if saying,
k ‘You see it is all over; I have done my best for
£ You, night after night, because I saw your misery
§ Was greater than mine. You have treated me well,
Sharmg your bread with me, and your neighbour’s
g 0ats, when you could get them ; but I am dying at
: l‘a,st,_’ The woman looked at him and said, gently :
Come, come, dear Pierrot, do not leave me here.
® She lightened the load by taking out a basket of
£ broken bottles. ¢ Come now,’ she said, as if talking
B to a child, ‘You can get on nicely now.” She put
£ her shoulder to the wheel, but the donkey did not
§ move. He knew that he had not strength to walk
t? St. Ouen, his wretched home. She still coaxed
'}"m: ‘How do you think we can get along this
way, Pierrot? To be sure I could drag the cart;

be ashamed to be dragged after it.’
The donkey raised his ears, but no
more.

«“ 1 was going to speak to her, when
she ran into the nearest wine-shop.
The donkey followed her with anxious
eyes ; he seemed fearful that he would
die without his mistress. He was
so little you would have taken him
at a distance for a Pyrenean dog. He
had grown gray in the harness. A
few tufts of gray hair remained here
and there upon his emaciated body.
He looked like a mountain burned bare
in many places. He was almost trans-
parent in his leanness. But his face
was all the more expressive. He had
something almost human in its in-
telligence and goodness.

“The rag-picker soon returned, bring-
ing a piece of bread and a luomp of
sugar. The donkey turned and show-
ed his teeth—like old piano keys.
But, although it was his breakfast
time, he had no more strength in his
mouth than in his legs. She gave him the sugar.
He took it as if to oblige her, but dropped it
again, and the same with the bread. Ah! what
shall T do%’ said the rag-picker. She thought no
She was full of anxiety
for her poor donkey. ¢Pierrot!’ she cried again.
Two great tears came to her eyes. She took
his head in her arms and kissed him like a
child. The caress did what nothing else could do.
The donkey roused himself and brayed as in his

more of her cart.

best days. I feared it was only his swansong. I
approached and said to the woman : ‘ You seem to
be in trouble.’

“<Oh!’ she said, crving, ‘if you knew how I
love this beast. I saved him from the butcher four
years ago. In those days I had only a hod. I
have raised seven children with my hook. The
father has gone, and one other, and my eldest
daughter was tgken a fortnight ago. My worst
grief was that I had to take one to the Foundlings.
1 had eleven in all. Four of them died. It's no
use ; you can't take good care of them when you
work in the streets all night. The little donkey
has been my only consolation. He was better
company than my husband. He never got drunk,
and never beat me ; and I never beat him Would
I, Pierrot ¥’

“The poor little beast seemed to share in the
conversation. He half raised his ears and assented.
One of my friends passed by, and asked me what
I was doing. ‘I am making a new friend.” ¢He
may be witty, but he is not handsome.’ ‘I find
him admirable, and I would like to see you in his
place. He has been out here since midnight.
Here, do you want to help me in a work of charity?
¢With all my heart.” ¢Very well, let us buy this
donkey and put him on the retired list. This good
womnan will take care of him.

«The rag-picker looked at us severely, fearing
we were laugbing at her.  But, when she saw the
shine of the louis-d’or, she smiled. *How much
did Pierrot cost?’ ‘Ten francs” ¢ Well, you go
back to the abattoir and buy another donkey, and
take carc of this one’ I gave my ecard to the
worman, and said good-bye to her and the donkey.
The miracle was complete. The donkey started off
in high spirits, the woman pushing the cart from
behind. )

« That evening the woman came to me in tears.
T understood at once. ¢Oh! sir, he is gone—poor
Pierrot ! Yes, sir, we got to St. Ouen one way or

another ; but when he came in sight of our hut he
fell on his knees. I tried to raise him, but this time
it was all over. My children cawe running and
crying. They talked to him and kissed him. He
looked at them so sadly as to break our hearts. I
tell you there are lots of people in the world not
worth half so much as poor Pieerot. Think of it :
he wanted to die at home, after finishing his day’s
work.” Like a soldier who dies after firing his last
cartridge !

“The rag-picker opened her hand, and I saw the
money I had given her in the morning. ¢ Here is
your hundred francs, sir.’

*I do not know whether I most admired her or
her donkey—the donkey who did his duty to death,
or the woman, more delicate than our charity ! ”—
Aims and Objects of the Loronto Huwmane Society.

Woman's Vote.

It is coming, coming surely,
We can trace its golden gleam ;
Q'er the world it falls as purely
As a glad, prophetic dream,
Lo ! intemperance before it
Shall forever disappear,
And the light that hovers o’er it
Shall make truth and justice clear.

It is coming, and its glory
Soon shall fill the world with grace ;
Till the fields with carnage gory
In its glow shall have no place ;
Till no jail shall be erected
And no gallows builded high
With its shadow dark reflected
*Gainst the bright, effulgent sky.

1t is coming, and its beauty,
Reaching to the vile and low,
Shall awaken them to duty,
Aiding all that’s good to grow.
With the power of concentration
Will its day be ushered in,
Till in city, State and nation
There shall be no licensed sin.

It is coming ; let us hail it
With a welcome warm and true !
Vainly shall the wrong assail it,
Ignorance its ways pursue.
Bright with holy, high endeavour,
"I'is the ensign of the good
Held within the hand forever
Of a nation’s womanhood.

It is coming, coming freighted
With a right divinely grand,
Soon shall be emancipated
Every slave o’er freedom’s land,
Hail it, sisters ! hail it, brothers !
Only bigots on it frown ;
Hail it, fathers ! hail it, mothers!
It shall be the future’s crown.

I CAN LET IT ALONE.

«T caN do something that you can’t,” said a boy
to his companion. “I can chew tobacco.”

«“ And I can do something you can’t,” was the
quick reply. I can let tobacco alone.”

Now this is the kind of a boy we love to see.
The boy who has the backbone to refuse when
asked to do a foolish or wicked thing is the onc of
whom we are proud. It is an easy matter to sail
with the wind or float with the tide, and it is easy
enough to form bad habits ; so that none can boast
over the power to do that. It is the one who ean
let them alone that is worthy of praise. And the
best time to let tobacco alone is before the appetite
for it has been formed. There is nothing inviting
about it then.

Don’t use it, boys. It is filthy, poisonous, dis-
guesting stuff at its best.

Be men enough to let it alone. Hold up your
head and say that you are its master, and never
intend to become its slave.

—,
o
b
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; The Boy and the Clock,
|

A et g boy had adock i hiv tvom
Pla od low on a marble shelf -
The worh of & mother’s ircart and hand,
W D vl an givang, the ane demand -
. He shoubd waned st e gt bimseld

ot v time e wae creatly chanmed with has gift,
And ofton weaet wate huits tace,

Aieaare o whons bas 1t tot occmged 1=

Fted ovcy tef wosaspoken word

vt warked anayan it vase

Suangly, however, ere long he lost
in the trenepa e dbdelighit §

el soced abaont 0 noaw ne g ey

Andate tr-hing, whieh plesed him o much before,
Wonld &evp him awake at nght.

Negle ting to wind it up at fength,
T waostier i le Vher son,
Witan what her surprise when he anenering said,
A~ Lo stood before La with hanging hiead,
I *1do not want it to ran t’

Dot want it to ' Y shia said, amazed 3
! S Why, what s the matter, Dich v

Te waated Lang ere mkhing reply,

i And then evplained, with averted ey e

! * Ldon't hke to hear st tieh

Wimtever [ do that’s the least lat wrong,
The loek is sure to hnow,

f And tells mo of it, and secms to sy,

Youire bad to-day ! youre bad to-day $°

! It always tells me so,

CAndif a wreng story 1 ever tell,
' It i vaitan to say to me,
Yourve idahe ! ohmyv ?a he
Ieanhearat saying, * A le! shmy 8!
A plam as plan can be?

'

AL, daling bk, oy mother veplied,
. I et the cloch you hear s
; I'1+ the wonce of fasivaenee speahan, withio,
That so planly t-ls you of your sin ;
1t s that you bave W foa,

* Do enty 1kt wed epekc but the teath,
At the ok wilt iy e you
. As v inten to hear s ek with oy,
| A 2, el boy tatrathiul boy 1t
Dot you ek her words wese truo?

————— ) B e e

! PILGRIM STREET:
A STORY OF MANCHESTER LUFL.

3% MESBEA STRETTON,

CHAPTER XVIL

A DAY AT ALDERLEY,

[t was one of tho brightest of mornings, as if
the ~un Do of were pejoicing in the * Wit week ™

Loty when Tom, with the boys and givls of the
Nivasck School, ussched processivn to the
et Longsicht, where & tram was appointed

in

to aeet them, and take them down o Adds ey,
Lorre wete more schools and more excursion-trains
YWoud tor the sane plice, and others ; and there
retzned everywhers a holiday feelipyg, which might
Lave been brouzht by the fresh aie and tho sun-
“Ghine. Phil held Toms hand, and looked radiant
- with happiness ; while from Tom's face tho cloud
of habitual care and thought passed away, and a
bright but quiet smile took its place.

They had not o wait long bofore thoy were
fairly on their way, passing throngh meadows aud
where the blades  of corn were still
tickls such as Tom had never

seen before, for last Whit week his love of saving
j woney had been too strong to permit him to take
i & day from his business, and to spend a few shil-
! lings upon plenswe. Ly hali-past six o’clock in
the mornmng, as the country people were feching

corntields,

vouny and green

N -

‘themselves,

in their cows to be milked, from the pastures, nnd
whilu there was all the cool freshuess of the day,
they reached Alderley ; and then, with their own
brass band playing gaily, they mar hed through
the villnge to a farm-heuse, whete a brealfast of
bread and nutk was provided for them.

It was all 0 grive and solemn festival to Tom,
filled to the buim with satistaetion, because Phil,
with Ins beautiful face, wits mareling at his side
and a hundred times in his imost heart - pressing
Phil’s hund with s tighter grasp  he thanked tGod
that his fathor would not dare to tale him away
trom the school.

As soon us breakfast was over, they were free to
go wherever they liked, provided that they veturned
at noon for their dinner, Then the eonjoyment in-
creased and deepened. ALl the Pendlourys had
come down by another train, and they and Tom
and Phil had agreed to be a complete patty of
They rambled leisurely along shady
Lanes, where the trees on each side threw upon
their path alternate lights and shadows, dancing
with a restless wotion, s full of life, that Tom and
Aliee said they hardly liked to sct their feet upon
the groand for fear of huarting thew ; bue the littlo
ones chased the sunbeams and shadows with shouts
of werriment, and dunced upon them in their glee.
Tho hedgerows seemed laden here and there with
suow, from the profusion of hawthorn blossoms ;
and every breath of thu soft wind scattered their
tiny tlakes upon the grassy banks beneath,

And what a wind it was! No wmore like the
keen, enst winds of March, which hud stung Tom
in his thin clothing, thwn w dreary day in Novem-
ber i3 like u day of sunny June. It came whis-
pering aud rustling very softly through the young
leaves—which had never yet been dusty and hot
with sumwmer dryness—and bending down gently
tho tall blades of grass, which were ripening fast
for the hay-harvest, and kissing away the delicate
bloowm from the fruit trees. It brought with it, too,
such sweet scents of wild flowers, of bluebells and
cowslips and honeysuckle, which just floated about
them, without making thoe uir too henvy with their
perfume, .

It played Lightly with Alice’s ribbons, and stirved
Phils curls, and Lreathod coolly upon Tow’s tem-
ples, which ached so often with the weight of his
bashet. It scemed ditficult to remember the smoke
and the dense atmosphere of the city ; and to Tom
it was almost a delicious pain to brewthe the fresh,
sweet, pure air of the country.  Ile drank it in as
ons parched with thirst in 2 burning desert would
drink at a spring of cold water.

They camc at Inst to w wood, where trees of
areat beauty had been growing for many years,
carcfully tendered and fosvered, yet left to grow
luxurinntly and healthily, according to their own
nature,  lleve the shadows were thicker, for over-
liead the branches formed u canopy, which sheltered
them well from the growing heat of the morning
sun ; while under foot, instead of the hard highway,
thore was smooth, green tucf, strewed with daisics
and moss, into which their feet sank softly and
soundlessly.

Lvery now and then they came to dingles,
in whose hollows the tall ferns grew, and down
whoso sloping sides the children rolled themselves
with shrieks of laughter. Sometimes there lay
before them solemn glades, stretching far away,
like the long aisles of some grand cathedral, with
boughs arching and mingling high up above their
heads, ss if some tallar and greater beings than
themsclves were wont to walk to and fro there, or
form pracessions, with banners and streamers which
rose far nloft. The little ones ran down these
grassy aisles, shouting to the squirrels in the trees,

and to the birdy which flew leisurely above t
topmost beanches ; but Nat and Alice waltked ale:
ahwost in Lilenee, and Tom sighed often, from
profound and inexpress Yle delight.
They sat down after awhile, not to rest—the
was no feeling of fatigue in them—but for t
slower and fuller enjoyment of their pleasure, Ti
trves wers more open in the apot they had choser
and the blue sky, flecked all over with tiny clo
lots, and streaked hero nnd there with a 6
feathery film, that only made the sky behind
louk u decper blud, stretched above the green wu
mits of the oaks and elns.
I said they felt no fatigue, but Tom was wenry.
if a feeling of delicious languor and leisuro can:
called weariness, e lay down upon the veh
wurf, with his face upturned to the sky, and ¢
vyes opening and closing as the flitting shadows
the leaves above him played upon his eyelids. |
seareely knew whether he was awake or dreaming
but such a dream had never visited him before.
was very quiet—for very soon Nat and the childr
rambled off in search of some new enchantme:
and only Alice und Phil remained behind; £
somchow, neither Alice nor Phil could bear to lea
Tow's sicke that day.  There was the pleasant ru
ling of leaves to be heard, and the soft, farofl’ o
of the cuckoo, and now and then a distant sous
of lnughter, but there was no harsh, shrill din
tumale of busy, toiling life -no 1attling of whe
or whirl of machinery; and Tom lay there, w,
Phil's hand resting on his head, amd Alwe sits;
where he could see hier, if he opened his eyeluds§
# hair'sbrendth.  Lut whether he was awahe
dreaming he could not tell.
“ Alice,” le said at last, in a low tone, lest
should awake and find it was & dream, Ak
dost thes think heaven'il be hite thist”
“ Aye, miybe,” she answered softly ; “ouly
shall see God, and we shall hear the angels pias
on their harps, and it'll be sweeter music than ¢
birds singing; and, maybe, wherever we Jook
shall see the face of God smiling at us forever
ever.  Heaven'll be far better than this, Tom,”
Tom lay still agan for a hittle while, gnang
steadfnstly into the blue sky, 50 very far and
very high above his head ; and as he looked, a d
and tender smile sprewd itself over his features
that Alice and Phil, secing it, wondered ut
sttange beauty which clinged his careworn
famished features, and Phil, stooping down, Li
Tom's wrinkled forehead. .
ALY said Tow, sull in the sama low e
“ Ho is smiling at us now. Gol smiles at us.
never saw my father smilo at me —nover! b
God loves us deauly. 1 dou’t mind now going b
to Manchester.  Awhile sinee T was hankering
myself to stay here always, and never go bach:
the work and the noise it tives me, and neakes
hewd ache, and its so quict here and good.
now, if God'll only sunie at me, I'd go and live
a jail, or a workhouse, and wait his time to
mo out of thew. I’ content now.”
“But thee'd choose to live out here in
country 1” said Alice.
“ Aye,” murmured Tom, “if God chose it.
I don't care 50 much now—hw'll cliovse what is
for me. Heaven'll be something like this, Al
I don't kunow auything about it: X don't k
where tho wind comes from, or what makes
sun shine, and tho trees grow, and the little flow
peep up among the grass ~ouly that it is Ge
work. 1 don't know what CGod culls then all
he made them, and they ave all benutiful!
how beautiful they are!  And it'll be tho swwe
henven. [ shan’t know anything whea I get tl

ouly that God nwde thew all, and knows the




PLEASA\’T

HOURS.

very angel.  Aad he'll know my nnme, and 1
1 hear him eall me by it; and I shall speax
to him, and eall him Father”

Tom,” said Alier, in a tone half frightened,
ee loves God better than 1 do.”

N no!” answered ‘Pom, eavnestly, with the
e quict awld loving smile upon his fuce; * thee
Laed him lnger than we, and thee was never
aehed ag 1 have boen, Thee went to Sunday-
d when thou wert s very little givl ¢ and theo
r swore, or stole, or hardly told a Lie all thy
God bax forgiven me more sins than thee,
1 think he loves us all alike - evervhody
believes in the Lord Jesus  Thy father does
lme one wiore than another; and it's the same
Only it's thee that bas served him and
Aud [ wmust mahe up for
[ ought
and

h God.
1l the longest.
lost time, thee knows, as well se [ can,
ve him more nor thee, for | was a thief,
ather was  thief”

Dost think of God oltent”
tly.

Hes nlways there,” said Tom, drawing little
s hand upon his breast, ana pressing it against
eart, ¢ He’s always speaking to wme now, and
times 1 forget I in the street, aud 1 go alony
ig sothing wad hearing nuthing.  Eh, Alice!
tee had nothing else in the world --nothing but
~thee couldu’t help but think of him often,
wt know wmuch about him, but every day |
to icarn more. The thoughts come into my
of themselves: 1 don't know where from.
n't only when 'm reading wy Bible or saying
piayers, but wherever 1 go there seens w be
we teaching mo about him,  What can it be,
o

It must be God's Holy Spirit,” answered Alice,
a thoughttul and downcast face.  ““Jesus
‘I will pray the Father, and he shall give you
her Comforter, that he may abide with you
rver. even the Spivit of Truth, whom the world
ot receive, because it seeth him not, neither
veth bim ; but ye know him, because he dwell.
vith vou, and shall be in you.””

Ave!” cried Tom, joyously; “ then Jesus hns
ed the Father to give me the Comforter! 1
wstand now.  And he dwells with me, and is
<.~y the thoughts come from him,  And he is
thee, Alice, and with thy father”

ot always,” said Alice, with tears in her
“The Bible says we ean grieve the Spirit ;
very often T grieve him, and then he leaves me
little while.  Oh, Tomn, I wish I loved God as

(Kl

asked  Alice,

us thee!

think thee does,” answored Tow, tenderly.

like a new thing to me, thee knows. T only
Gud by thinking how he Joves me. 1 can't

wthing to serve him worth speaking of, only
v kg I mind how he loves me, so I cannot
kning him back Aye! heaven'll be
thing like this. I shan’t know anything abont
iy God knows all, and he'lll know me.”

ey sank into silence again, listening to the
s of the birds, and Jooking at the trees about
It was true what Tom had said. They did
know what birds were singing, nor what were
uittnes of the trees and flowers around thew ;
iod had ade them all, and they were all good.
as 4 seene of strivige delight and peace 5 and
om’s wenry frame and spivit o place of de
s test. He did not care to stir, or to ramnble
tin cervch of fresh pleasures. When he had
down in plexsant weariness, there he stayed,
little Phil and Alico still lingering faithfully
e hiim, until it was time to return to the farvm,
len evening came, and Tom—naftor bidding

again.

Pil',:rim Street —turned his tited feet toward the
close and squalid court where his home was, and
where Ins father lived, hie sang softly to himself, in
nsweet but feeble voice, two verses of the hymn
which heul been sang by all the chiliien of Ard-
wick SeLool before jeaving Allerley,  They were
these:

# Porever with the Tord !
Amen, so let it be!
Life from the dead is in that word,
“Lis immortality,

* Here in the body pent,
Absent from Hin T ream
Yet nightly pateh my moving tent,
A day's march nearer home !

¢ 7' be continued, )

-®-

THE ST. JOHN RIVER,

Travtrioy hus it that the deep and narrow
chasm through which the waters of the St John
tind their way to the sea was formed by sowme
iizhty convulsion of nature iy centuries ago,
and there is suflicient confirmatory evidonce that
the statement vestg wpon wore than mere teadition,
Lhe level of the waters of the St John is fifty feet
above that of the bay, yet so mighty are the tides
of the latter that steamers and smling vessels of sia
humired tons burthen are borne fromm the one to the
other at their incoming and outgoing.  The rapids
or falls are principally  just above the chasm re-
ferred to, over which, many yewrs ago, an airy sus-
peusion bridge was thrown for earriage amd foot
travel, and recently the cantilever
the railwiy svstems of the Strait of Canso with
thoce of the Pacific Coast.  Dircetly above its
wouth, which is spanned by the saspension and
cantilever bridges, the river expands into a basin
of such extent that it atlords room for the storage
of vast rvafts of timber, which are towed down by
small steatners from its upper waters and its tribu-
tavies, as well ag anchoruge for a great number of
steam and sniling vessels. In the same basin lie
three small islands, two of which liwve precipitous
sides, and are very picturesque ; while the fumber
mills, giving employment to thousuuds of men, wre
planted on both shores.

which conneets

HALF A VICTORY.

I wirL tell you how it was.  Jack had been told
he must not go to see a certain boy called Sam
without first asking his father’s permission.

Sam lived in a place where there were a great
many boys, and Jack Joved dearly to be with them.
There were many things to p]ny with, and every-
thing was very pleasant.

One day some of the boys said to Jack, *Come,
lets go down to Snm's” So Jack started to o
along with themn : but after he had gone some dis-
tanice his conscience troubled him so much that he
could not bear it any longer.  He determined that
e would leave the boys and run home and ask his
father's permission, and then he would go back and
juin them with « light henrt ; so he started back to
ask his father it ho wmight go. The father readily
gave his consent, and Jack went ofl merrily, almost
overtaking his companions in his haste to get with
them.

Now this wasonly half a victory. It was better
than nothing, but it was not a right good, honest'
Vvietory.

1€ little Jack had done quite right he would have
said at first, “ Boys, I can't go with you until I
have asked father.” That would hava been a whole
victory. He would have told the truth and been

il to the Pendleburys, at the corner qof

obedient.

The Old 8chool-Room.
BY TItr KB, NPZEKIANL BUPTRRWORTH,

My spring-time of life has departed,
It tomance has ended wt tast 5
My dreamngs were once of the futuve,
But now they are all of the past.
And memory oft in my trials
Goes back to iy pastimes at school,
And pictures the children who loved e,
In the boeautiful village of Yule,

The school-house still stands by the meadovw,
And green is the spot where 1 played,
And Qecked with the sun in the shadow
Of the evergicen wouls where [ strayed,
The thrash in the nieadowy places
Still sings 10 the evergroens cool §
But chauged are the fun-loving faces
Of the children who met me at Yule,

I remewnber the day when, a teacher,
I met those dear faces anew ;
The warm-hearted greetings that told me,
T'ho friendships of childhood ure true,
I remember the winters Ustruggled,
\When eaveswarn and sick, in my school 3
I remember the children who loved e,
In the beautiful village of Yule.

So true in the days of my sadness,
Did the hearts of my trusted oues prove,
My sorrow grew light in the gladness
Of having sc many to love.
I gave my own heart to my scholars,
And banished severity's rulo ;
And happiness dwelt in my school-room,
In the beautiful village of Yule.

I taught them the gooduess of loving
‘The beauty of nature und art;

They tanght me the goodness of loving
T'he beauty that lies in the heart.

And [, ze more than lessons of knowledge
Tho lessons I lentned in ty school—

The warm hearts that met e at morning,
And left ine st evening, in Yule,

I remember the hour that we parted 5
I told them, while moistened my eye,
That the bell of the school-voom of glory
Would ring for us each in the sky.
Their faces wore tutned to the sunset,
As they stood “neath the evergreens cool 3
I shall see themn no more as [ saw them
In the beautiful village of Yule,

The bells of the schuol-roam of glory
Their sunurons have rang in the sky,
The moss and the fern of the valley
On some of the old pupils lie
Some have gone from the wearisome studies
Of carth to the bappier school 3
Some fuces are bright with theangels’,
\Who stood in the sunset at Yule.

1 love the instructions of knowledge,
The teaching s of nature and art,
But more than .1 others the lessons

That come frot.. an innocent heart,
Aud still to bo patient aud loving,
And truatinl 1 hold as u rule,
For s0 1 was taught by the children
Of the beautiful village of Yule

My spring-time of life bas departed
Its romance hias cnded at laat;
My dreamings were once of the future,

But now they are all of the past.
Methinks, when I stand m life’s sunset,
As [ stoog] when we partod at achool,
1 shall sce the bright {uces of scholars
I loved in tho village of Yule,

WiEN one thinks that nobody cares for him amd
that he is alono in the cold and selfish world, he
would do well to ask himself this quut:on 3
“What have I done to make anybody care for sard
love me, and to warm the world with faith and
generosity 3 It is generally the case that those
who complain most have done the least.




The Baby's Dilemma.

My foury carold laby sat on tuy lap
T the dusk of tie Lobineg day 5
o So hetploa he secimcd s b nostled there,
Sucde i bent on g they ated metber e
Tlot ashed, v Ulossod the Bden bl
* What wonld you da, dear, i maims were
! dead

The eves et mine with a steadfnat look,
Phat <howad neithcr sacduess nor fear
The Lips stoll sisicd i v eareless s,
A thegn iy deathwere a tew found play:
Nt atear eve an Vet s e sad,
S vt e Wiy aatdime gt you was
'l‘ .l‘l,"

CRut ranodin i old and ferble, yon know
And ant able ta e tor you ;s
You voubdut stay ths, The face iew
RIS Y I
OQue gun ko soned Took at iy faee he goe,
Then, st balt dotrat, be stowdy saet,
Sl hive wiv amtie ib voa was dead &

Bt aunte s b s of o own, senknow,
Al alie woulidin t want oy mne.
Noy o conldut fne tee " Fhe hrown

' eves il
Colafe doks pretty ghoamy gust now, Lut
! sull,

With aquaver of bip and cun, e <,
i Slowdite ¢ D live wis Un le Toncat you v
l dead ?”
Y Uuele o has no wife or hoe, you

know,
And g conbn't coe for you ™

The Itle breast b wved with 1ts weight of
woe —

Wi there nowhere, thes, for iy to go®

Al e sobbict as i atms el wy neck
b tirewn,

1 wanhd want to e and go wiv yon ™

LESSO! NOol o
THIRD QUARTER.

STUDIES IS IEWISIE IINTORY,
H.C. 102 LESSON X, {Nept. &
DAVEIS AND JONATHAN,
1 S 20 11N,
ot oes Tent,

There 3% a fricend that aticketi closer than
a brother. Pros, IN 24

OUTLINE,

1. David < Danwer, v. 1230
D Davad < Bleviee, v 4N
B e athan’s Uath, v, 943,

Tive, 12 1L

Prace  Gidwnh,

Eaveasarttons e new aneon The be
gt of the o wish month when ali Ispadd,
by daw, jnust othor 4 bt offening unto the
Lovd, 2 <wonled it baa, b, The worids of
adosal conntier wie wishe s L o oy daty
and yet feared for us Wte A yranly
aerefice - Inthe ofd ase of Daad's father,
he seems to have fonmed  thas custom of
watherig s Gomdy for @ great fe-tnal. A
cotemtnt of e Lood  That 1<« covenant in
the nanes of the Lol made with religions
ceremonies

Traenises or Ty LEssox,
Where i this lesson nre we shown. -

1. The natwre o) teae frendship®

2 The valne of tone triendship®

3. The: ungeltishness ot trae foendship?

Menuy vers. 8, 4

Tup Lpssox Cvrreitisy.

1. What Jdid Davild tey to Jearn
Jouathan ™ The ¢ wise of Sanl's wrath,
What dlied Jonathan tey to persnade David ¥
That Saul wis net anery. 30 Upon what
did they two agiee? To stand fiemly by
cachaother. 4 “Vhate thee 2reat Joonsomy theat
in tangit by these twa livee i their motnad
relations? The power of human love, 3. o
what still greater lessotn did Davied's son
afterwinrd give utteiancey ¢ There iy a
Friead,” ete

Ducrnisar Srcarstion, -Covenant keep-
ing.

from

2

CA 1emsy Questios,
42, How 45 Gol righteous or just?

His lawa and govermment .
and he will yewird and punish [ astly,

righteous s

LESSON N1 [Sept. 15

DAVID SEARING SA'L,
1 Sam. 24 4175,

Gormy e,
Be not overs ane of evid, but ov ercome
cullwaith Sl Beay 12 24,
Oerrise,
LoDuils Chance, v 4,5,
LoDl s Gee, v G, 7.
3 oSaul s Gratitadg, v NS0T,
AT [ TH I
Poace. L wildemess of Fongedi.
Expiasaenns = e men of David -
Thore bl athored aronnd g bis L
e~ cuthow s hanetbof deveted and ey
Vonng men, who formed i after days the
wuclons of s power,  She ot of Sl
A precd fean the outer cament which
Was cistoneady Lard asede when the weare)
Was it st Hoa-t anon ham Qr, as We
Sl s cons e tronbdbed hie My
el s N toverontid funm of address,
Bt Sanl was rcallv Davad s father-in fasy,
bt by s aoha That g, b tos
nmtieant aud contemptibie to canse yon
A bt of aneasig e

B 1

Memny varses, 11,12,

-

Fern

Tracursas v TiE Lipssox,
Where in this lesson are we tanght —
LoTaacspeet those in withority ?
2L Torveturn goud for evil ¢
G lu cantnt pudgmant to the Lord ?

Tirr Lessox CarTkcuisy,

Wit et of David’s character s
woven wonr sy His ey w Naal,
tus foe T 20 Wihat reason did he give for

sparing him Y ¢ Heas the Lovd's anvinged. ™
3o Waoat neeans il he take to convinee
Saul of Jus roctitude t  He cut off his
skt 4 Wihat was Saal's testimony to
Phaved when be bad bewaned of his eseape?
Sl it mote cighiteous than L7 &
Wit wreat principles of the New ‘Tasta-
tent e David exemplify ¥t e not over.
cotue,” ote.

Hhatuinal, St eakEsTo N, — Christian
1"hll’ll_\'.

CATHCINM QUESTLON,
41 How ix taod faithful and trae ?
His words e alwayx tene, and his prom.

1sea o nevet bal o Nutubers 2480 10,

“Take Her."

Miss Sll.\‘ltl', an Awerican mission-
ary, working in Western AMric, has
tald the following  story abont her
little seholavs : -— )

A few days ago 1 said to them, “ A
ponr Conga woman wanis me to take
e little girl”

“Pake her! Take her
the children in chorns,

“But 1 do not feel as if 1 could
feed more than ! have now,” T said,

They thought awhi., and then the
eldest said, “If we could work anid
wirn something, we could help her buy
her cllulh" »tlu‘-)' will gay (‘/m]:.

“ Yes: but | know of no one who
has any work that you could do,"” I

1" exclaimed

said,

Another pause, and some talk in
Kroo, and then one said, * Mammy,
take her, and we will all give her a
prrt off each one's plate. Cook siane
as now, and we take some  -some from
all plate Gl she have plenty.”

“ And yon arce willing to do this?”
i asked.

“ Yes," was the answer, % And,”
continded the one who led off; ¢ now
take her and teach book, and teach
her nbhout God.”

What made it touching to me wys,
that they all had their meals measured
aut, and no more than they wanted for
themselves —never a8 much meat at
any one time in their lives as they
coruld eat '—Good Cheer.

PLEASANT HOUTLS.

A Surprisc.

A crrrras Duteh oty who rose to
great fiome, was, v 4 by, s idle in
ordmary  aflairs, as fo uive great
anaiety o s puents. One by his
tather to b, n
hand, and tead s advertisement from
HE

vaduable prize to the weiter of @ poein

oime new SpEper

n .\'m'll'!_\ l.t'.\tlun, 1||'n'|‘o'vll|g HY

spged An nuthor eighteen years
old.”

“You onght to bludh,” «id his
fitier o ¢ here is o ld only your aze
who by his industey, although so
Moungomust be the eause of gieat joy
to his parents, whilst you—. -’

“Father,” said the fad, *itis 1"

Heneeforth the son was allowed to
follow tue bent of his genius, and he
came an ornnent ir his own country,
as well as the joy of his parents.

The Broken Band,

Sxap! went the [ndin rubber band
that held Charliv's papers together.
He was Jate already, and had no time
to go back for another, but ran on as.
fast ns he conld, while the bigken ruh.
ber lay on the wet grass at the sile
of the path,

“ A new sort of worm, I declare!”
said o young blackbird.  * It Jooks
very® delicate.”  And  she  hopped
around it, not sure whetler to taste 1t
or not,  While she delayed, another
blackbird flew down and seized the
band by one end.

“ Exeuse e, madam,” s:aid the fiest,
“That is my worm ; 1 saw it before
you.”

“ But I caught it,” #aid the second ;
“s0 it is mine.”

“Nothing of the sort,” said the
first; 1 wias standing over it.”

Fhe sceond said nothing, but hopped
away with the band hanging from her
beak.

“ You're a thief,” shricked the first,
giving chase, and scizing by the other
end,

Then followed u desperate strugele,
Each held firmly to the end she bl
taken, and pulled with all her wight.
Suap ! went the rving wggain, and the

combutants rolled over and over,

“Bah 1" snid the first blackbind,
when she had regained her feet and
shaken her bruised wings,  What »
nmasty  taste ! One's rights are not
always worth fighting for”

LR 4

“You did not pay very close atten-
tion to the sermon, 1 fear, this wory-
inge Ol ves, T did, wmamma”
“Well, what did the minister say 1"
“He said the pienic would start at
ten o'clock on Thursday morning:
and, Oh, ma, can 1 got”

Al girl satin the window eat.
ing her vread and milk,  Suddenly
she cried ont: *Oh, mamma, 'm de.
lighted, so delighted ; a sunbeam got
into wy spoon and I swallowed it.”
When I sce children with shining
fuces T think they have “swallowed
sunbeams.”

QUESTION BOOK

At Reduced Prices,

PELOUBET SERIES.

Part III For Little Learners,
* II For Children and Youtl
** I-For the Older Scholars,

Post Pald, 16c. each.

Cheap Statione

BY MAII.

SEND TO US FOR
Twenty Sheets Note Paper
Twenty Octavo Court
Envelopes,

Tinted, eream or white, in 2 neat box, t
ouly Ie. per box, or two boxes for

25¢. By mail, post free,
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Envelopes,
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THE HUMBOLDT LIBRAN

POPULAR SCIENCE,
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Madern Seience,  Strong Meat for
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