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s ~ THE YOSEMITE VALLEY.

L
1y the castern part of the State of Cali-
“ Jornin, along the western side of the Sierra
 Nevadas and on one of the tribataries of
the San Joaquin river, is a valley about ten
niiles long and _one mile wide, known as
" the'Yosemite Valloy, California is rich in
‘autiful scenery, but nowhere clse in tho
State is the scenery so lovely and at the
sime time so grand as in this valley. The
. nivge fowing through it isabout forty yards

e e o A s 3 St B S

YOSEMITE VALLEY —*° LA MeresD.”

in breadth, and in some places the valloy is
almozt filled with noble oak trees ;inothers
it i3 open and displays grassy fields, whilo
in still others, mountains covered with pino
trees riso to the height of thirty-five hun-
dred feet ; in several places there are water-
falls which take a leap of nearly one thou-
sand feet over perpendicular rocks and
make the scene one which can never bé for-
gotten by tho one who views 1t.

In the picturc we havo a view of ono lit-

tle spot in the Yosemite known as 1a
Merced, which is » lovely little 1t of water
nestling at the foot of aue «of the woun-
tains which border the valley  The scene.

rth the clonds floating around the tops of
the mountains, the prie trees tovernz le-
sido it, and the luxuriant undergrowtn
forming & fringe to the little lake which re-

cats the scene on its stuwoth surface, s

ovely in the oxtreme, and speaks to us of
the loving-kindness of our heavenly Fathor

N

55 2%

in prepanine such a feast for the eyen of his
children.

- How wonderful are thy works, O Tand*
In wisdom hast tieen stvde them all, the
carth ix full of thy nches.”

—— e -

SUrreskE a MG younhg man i your
villago aantsy ta spand au evening m A
social way.  Is any other door open to bim
than the duur of the saloon?
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PLEASANT HOURS. -

- Golden Keys.
A BuxcH of golden keys is mine
To make each day with gladness shine?

‘* Good morning !” that’s the golden key
‘That unlocks every day for me.

When evening comes, ¢ Goéd-night 1" 1 suy,
And close the door of each glad day.

When at the table, ““If you please™
1 take from off my bunch of keys.

When friends give anything to me,
1 use the little ** Thank you!” key.

¢ Excuse me,” ** Beg your pardon,” too,
When by mistake some harm [ do.

Or if unkindly harm I've given, o
With the  Forgive me ™ key U’il be forgiven,

On a golden ring these keys I'll bind ;
This is its motto : *‘ Be ye kind.”

P’ll often use each golden key,
And then a polite child I’ll be.
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THE BEST FOR JESUS.
BY REV. GEORGE G. PHIPPS, NEWTON, MASS.

Why was this waste of the ointment mpde f—
Maryg 14. 4.

Your mother teaches you not to waste
anything that is good. Even erumbs of
bread you do not care for will feed the
birds under your window. Don’t- throw
them into the fire, but put them out where
the sparrows can get them. To burn the
crumbs would be waste, but feeding the
birds is useful. Things are not ‘‘ wasted ”
which are used for a good purpose.

And that was what Jesus meant about
the ointment that had been poured upon
his head. Somebody who saw the woman
pour it out of the alabaster box said, as
the ointment cost a great deal of money,
*“Why make such a waste 3"’ But Jesus
replied, ‘‘The woman has done a good
work on me.” It was no waste, then, no
matter how much the woman had paid for
the rich perfume, for she had done good
with it. She had anointed Jesus with it.
Nothing done for Jesus is ever wasted.

What can you use for Jesus, boys and
girls ?

1. Your time? Yes, and some of it
that you waste now, I'm afraid. That is,
you do not use it well. You idle away too
much of it, or spend it only in silly, foolish
ways. ~ :

ould Christ be pleased to have yon
attend church, sing his praises, and wor-
ship God ? Then be sure to go to church
every Sabbath. That would not be time
wasted ; but to lie abed Sunday mornings,
or to say you ‘‘don’t feel like getting
ready ” for church, and so to dawdle
around the house and not go at all, isall 3

eat waste  of “your precious time on
undays.

Give it to Christ instead, as the good
woman gave him her ointment, and go.to
meeting, though it cost you mueh. At
Wellesfey College ‘there .are bread-plates
on the dining-tables that have around b’he
rim, in blue letters, the words ‘* Waste
not, want not.” Why is that a good motto
to put around & loaf of bread? Can you
tell? If one never wastes, he is not likely
to come to want. And if you never waste
your time, you will find you have a great
many minutes, hours, and days to give to
God’s work, beside having all you need left
for yourself. You will not wans, but have
time enough. .

When Queen Elizabeth of England was
dying, she said, * Millions of money for
an inch of time!” But if she had spent
her Sabbaths and week-days more fully in
God’'s service, - she would never have
wanted or needed more time for herself—
not an ‘‘inch . nor an hour.

2. Cannot you use your money, too, for
Jesus? How often you now waste your
pennies on things you do not need, and
which do no good. If a man spends his
money for cigars, and for drink, and be-
comes poor, we say, How he has wasted
his money | because he spent it for what
he was better without. If you boys spend
your dimes for cigarettes, beer, and things
that you are better without, you too are

wasting your money just as really as the’

intemperate man - is.

Better use it for
good thin

and good purposes—for what-
ever would please Christ,. as you think.
Buy a good book, and give it to some boy
that has not so many as you have in your
nice home; or give more of your nickels
and quarters to help send the Gospel
round the world—to New Mexico, and
Japan, and China, and Africa. . Every
little helps, you know. Think how little

honey each separate busy bee carries to:

the hive all summer long. But there are
two millions of bee-hives in this country.
And each hive brings as much as twenty-
two pounds of honey ; so that the Govern-
ment gets a revenue of over eight millions
of dollars a year, just from the work of the
bees—each one making but a few drops of
honey, too: ‘ v

Oaw’t you be a honey-gatherer? Can’t

you pubt more of your pennies into God's

work, and ‘do moré good
been used to doi
I not, why is
made ¥ T
If you keep on wasting time and money,
and all such precious things, you will have
to give account at last, to God, of s
wasted life. : :

than you have
with them ¥ - ‘
this waste of your money

- A GERMAN BABY CASTLE.

BY THE REV. J. ROBINSON GREGORY.

*KinperEEMM ” they call it in Germany,
which means Children’s Home. The chil-
dren that belong to this home are most of
them afllicted with one of the most fearful
diseases that anybody can have—-epilepsy.
The disease always makes those who suffer
from it liable to sudden fits. They fall
down without a moment's warning, and
often hurt themselves seriously. - Many of
them have arms and limbs twisted- and
almost useless, or their faces drawn and
disfignred. Others have partly lost their
reason. And nearly all are very irritable
and subject to violent outbursts of what
looks like passion, but is really a sort of
insanity -that lasts for a longer or shorter
time. Because these epileptics cannot be
nursed and cared for properly in their own
houses, especially if their parents are poor,
some good people have provided a howme
for them where they can have every pos-
sible attention and ecomfort. How thank-
ful ‘'we should be to be free from such dis-
eases ! To build a hospital for epileptics,
people were asked to send one peuny for
every healthy child they had. In less
than a fortnight more than £4,000 was col-
lected in pennies. Was not that a good
idea ?

Let me tell you a few stories about some
of these little children. There was a baby
rather more than a year old. She was
wasting from consumption. Because of
her thin, pale face the children called her
‘“Mousie,” as a sort of pet naine. Auntie
gave her in charge to Laura, a girl nine or
ten years old. One Christmas-time, the

Sans tree,

Mousie smiled at the lights and the

came to her one morning,
_fresh swelling on her neck,

: Ehce stil-—don’t you. know "

BS ;

litt'e ones were gnthered vound o Christ-
walting [ their - presents,

things, then lifted her wasted a3
died in an instant. Poor Laura’ was in
dreadful trouble. “I didn’s ‘pray for
Mousie this morning,” she sobbed; <
thought only of Christmas, and now she is
gone ! ” After supper auntie heard some
singing.  8he crept upstairs, and found
Laura and a few other children in their
night-dresses, singing before the door of
the room in which Mousie’s body lay, “To
live is Christ, and to die is gain.” :
Another story about Laura. One day-
she did sometling wrong.  She 'denied
that she had done it, and another child
was punished.. That night Laura could
not sleep. ‘‘Aren’t you asleep yet?”
one of her companions asked her, < No "
she answered; ‘1 can’t sleep.” Do
you know,” returned her companion, ‘‘that
our auntie is sitting in the parlour cry-
ing?” Laura could not bear this. Jump-
ing out of bed, she ran downstairs, and
said, ‘O auntie, I have told you a story.”
She never told anocther. Nothing pleased
her more- than to wait on the other chil-
dren. . Soon her own end drew near. She
suffered sharply indeed, but quite patiently.

and

They asked her if she could ‘bear the pain,

‘1t “the. liebe Heiland (dear Saviour) hag
sent it, surely I can,” she answered. Just
before she died, she said suddenly, < Look,
a }most of ‘angels, snd-—oh yes! all the
children: ‘among them ; and—oh, look!
little Mousie right on Jesus’ lap.” When
they laid her in-her grave, the minister
said, *‘We preach the peace of God—shs
had it.” e o
Among so many sick children deaths, of
course, are very frequent. One of the
httle.ones, Jeannie, ‘had lain for a lon
time in bed.. She was wrapped from heas
to foot in bandages and ‘wadding, because
her body was covered with sores. \

she said, ‘‘1 think I know
going.” ““To church 1" asked J
for she had much wanted fo-
other children to church, 5¢;
auntie ; *“I think yor

d Jeannie,
o with, the
No,” replied
you are going to :

now,” cried her companions,, ‘¢¢
will be leaving us to go to hesven .

eaémfue ws;; quite satisfied.

efore- she grew quite so ill, "

heard that somg of 'thg “sistersn”l*h'z‘g?
to teach the poor heathen black childre
East mﬁ?ica abiout Jesua.
one halfpenny in the world, which :
treasured carefully. She WOuld'h:\l:: tlm
sent to help the little ones in East Africs
Then a bright thought struck her. o
lay in her-bed she put out her hand: ¢o
each visitor that went through the ward
a}t:'didbeggeti oxtlﬁ penny for these African
children. In that way she col )
thanﬁglo. y collected ‘more

‘‘ How are you?” people w inqui
of a seven-yeay,r-old oy, dyime o Inquire
hip disease. ¢ Ga
would always answer. And he wag well
for he wns very near heaven. Anothet"
little lad has Africa upon his heart, He is
skilful at,d catching mice, and is paid a
penny a dozen for them. v ;
goes to Africa. , Every penny

The lives of _these children are made ag
happy as possible, They have plenty of
playthings, and all sorts” of amusements,
Most of thent are good children, but they
do not enjoy their play any the less for
that. You seldom hear them quarrel. If
they are able to learn anything, they are
taught, and most of them like learning,
But above evérything else they seem to
like to sing. It'is wonderful how quickly
they pick up a hymn and its tune, They
learn texts from the Bible, too.

Another lesson which-the children are
taught, and learn soon and well, is to be
unselfish, and to care for each other. 1f
one fulls in a fit, instantly two or three will
run to prevent his hurting himself, and to
do all that they can for him till older help
comes. All who can goto chapel on Sun-
day mornings, and on certain other morn-
ings. EKverybody likes to £0; 80 man
who are lame and feeble, and some who
can scarcely crawl along, try to reach the
place of worship. Butethough all are cager
to get there, there is no pushing or crowd-
ing or hurrying! The stronger wait for the
wepker. The lame and maimed help each

otty- -

Auntig '
and. noticed. g
**O Jeannig,” "
where you are

She had only. rg and

As she .

boy,"dying of painful ‘
nggut " (quite well), he.

Y+ ruptions,

other. ' It.is touching to
ful these sick children are.
feobleness ate apt to make .
and fretful and inconsiderate of everybad)
around us. * Tt is not easy, perliaps, $0,.
angthing else,” But when we. are
.:u}ffetang we mayl think of these Jiftk
o have scarc oF aver, bei
Betror ely any hope ¢ Gyer being
Theirs seers a hard lot, does it mot?
But surely we have seen that therd is
something to be set on the other side. It'
18 no little benefit to learn to be gentle and
patient and doying. Often God teaches us
‘these lessons through pain and weakness.
Let us bear in mind, Lioweyer, that we do
Bot need to be ill ih order to practise them.
_Plenty_of’anhoying, provoking, disappoint-
Ing things happen to us. Let us try to
€ep our tempers, and not ever to feel
cross, or tolook sullen or sulky. Let us
think for how much we have to be glad
and thankful. Perhaps you have to be
with" people” sick or weak., Maybe you
have a delicate brother or sister. Probably

the sick or delicate orie cannor bear noise,

%’;‘:.W“tﬂ ever 20 many little attentions.

1aps he or'she is not as patient and
bofyl as might be. Do not you forget
p - Ininute. thet they are ill, and need
that you should be kind and considerate
to them. “If these poor diseased German
<hildron can be forbearing and helpful to-

wards each other, you who are well can

- Patientl a“dgiadlg;t:io your utmost for

the fsa s &misu ng, Let me leave
two texts with you to pray and think
abom,» #We that are strong ought to
 the infirmities of the weak ;” ‘* Beat

her's burdens, and so fulfil the

In _it foresthl ' who never had
B erogs word with et aiber. One of them
said one day injiolite fok language, ** Let's
quarrel.” ' s

- 4 Very well,” said the other ; “assoon as
¥ou leaag;‘deu.fgipnd. -But how shall.we
set:‘ao([)l“t e K v

g , ‘it cannot be difeult,” said the
firat. “Two-legged friends fall out ; why
cannot we. 3" -

! ~b¢s‘:itliey‘ tried all we&gﬁf ways, but it

not. be done, because each other
uld give way. At last number one brought
ones, .. - ot
ﬁ:@"lﬁ” he raid ; “you say they’re yours,
: 4 g:{ﬁhey’ re mine, and we will quar- -

ind fight and scratch, ~Now I'll begin.
Thgse stones are mie.” - -

s Very well,” answered.the other gently;
** You are welcome to them.”

. *But we shall never quarrel at this
Tate,” cried the other jumping up and lick-
ing his face. ¢ You old simpleton, don’t
you know that it takes two to make &
Quarrel3? ST

THE DUST'S MESSAGE.
OxE of the little annoyances that add
-grestly to the dafly tasks and burdens of
m@’ one that makes many a thing of beauty
fall far shoyt of being a joy forever, is the
ever-preseirk. dust, | It obstinately gathers

on every “‘mbject, it pepistently creeps
(.‘:h:mugh t @amalh;st areviges and the closest

Jomts, it assails our choicest treasures, and
,tbwgﬁfh@kh and life. " It seems ag if we
should have & now warld if only we could
effectually banish this pestilent intruder-
A new world we should ndeed have, as We
are reminded by a writer in The Popular
Science Monthly for this month. He points
out how much we awe to this same hated
dust, and what amends it makes for its in-
roads by the pleasures that; it adds to life.

0.1t we owe the azure of the sky, the
_softgmng of the Sm’llighb, the diffusion
of light in places that would otherwise be
dark, the beautiful blending of light and
shade, the fact that our eyes are not blinded
by sudden changes from an overpowering
gli_ufe to total blackness, evem our con-
Sciousness of the brightness all about us in
the air. Is there not in all this a parable
hinting how the very petty worries, inter-
and distractions that we so often
regard as marving all our efforts are renlly .
the events that are needed to transfigure
life, and are the myriad points from which
are reflected into every corner of life the
riches of grace and love by which we are ab
al} times surrounded §—Golden Rule.
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The Drunkard.
BY CORA E. FAY.

W,
¢ ]I: flllli}:he land with crime and woe'!
arin e haunts of sin doth know—
g not God nor man below ?
The drunkard,
Ah, the drunkard!

Fe

A\Y - . :
(h00 i 1 robs s child of brend
Whose };]s wage for drink inst ad?
ome returnin brings but dread ?
The drunkurg,

Ah, the drunkard !

R\

: }o};(r)l 18.’t' that brings an honoured name
A 1 to the dust in guilty shame,

oG earth’s miost sacred ties detame?
n ‘The drankard,

e Al, the drunkard !

the street.
Lalf-shod feet,
to meet ?

Who is’t that staggers on

1\;[:.]\ tattered garments,

amed an honest man
The drunkard,

Ah, the drunkard ?

s
: v\)‘ ho is’t was once so pure and true,
;-<erhaps gained honours justly due,
nd once a loving mother knew ?
The drunkard,
Ah, the drunkard !

i ,‘Vho still within his heart doth hid.e
he gems of honour, truthh, and pride,

And longs for love Lhat is denied ?

The drunkard,
Yes, the drunkard !

: Who may be fully cleansed from sin,
\}"1 a new life in Christ hegin ?
Vho may a crown of glovy win?
The drunkard,
Yes, the drunkard !

}}Yh‘) is it we would try to save
‘rom patlis that lead but to the grave—
or whom our Saviour his life gave?
The drunkard, .
Ven the drunkard !

Then let us each God’s Word obey ¢
h)‘é uick and do whate’er we Way ;
“arnestly try Lo help each day

The drunkard,

Yes, the drunkard !

- z\“‘{ when at last the saints are crowned,
‘Il“‘l praises sing God’s throne around—
\ that blest land there will be found
No drunkard,
No, no drunkard !

i

THE OLD ORGAN

«“HOME, SWEET HOME.”
By Mrs. 0. F. Walton.

———
CHAPTER V.—N0 SIN IN THE Crry BRIGHT,

It had been a elose, sultry day, and it was
& gtill more oppressi\'e night. It was long
before Christie could get to sleep, and when
at last he had sunk into a troubled slumber,
he was waked swddenly by & Toud peal of
thunder, which made the ol attic shake from
end to end,
} Old Lreffy raised himself in bed, aund
Christie crept to bis side. It was an awful
Tﬁurm; the lightning flashed into the attic,
lighting ap for a moment cvery orner of it
- aud showing Christie old Lrefly’s white and
trembling tace. Then all was dark again,
and there came the heavy roli of the thunder,
which sounded like the noise of falling houses,
and which made old Trefty shake from head
to foot. Christie never remembered such a
storm before, and he was very

N much afraid.
fe knelt very close to

3 his old master, and
took hold of his trembling hand.

“Are you trightened, NMaster Treffy 2" he
asked at”last, as a vivid flash again darted
to the voom.

“Yes, Christie, boy,” gaid old Treffy; I
dow't know how itis; I used not to be afraid
of a storm, but T am to-night.”

Poor Christie did not speak,
went on :

““The lightning seemns
e, Christie, and  the
God's voice, and I'm afraid of him.
love hiwm, Christies T don’t love him.”

And again the lightning Hashed and the
}hunder rolled, and again old Treffy shook

tom head to foot.

b “ I shouldn’s like to die to-night, Cristie,”
¢ said ; *and the lightning comes so very

hear me.  Christie, boy, do you know what

sin ig? " he whispered.

so Treffy

like God looking at
ghunder scems like
1 don't

" roof of the attic.

T
«jt’s doing wrong

—

«Yes,” said Christie ;

things, isn’t it? ”
«Yes.” said Treffy, ¢« and I've done a many
t’s thinking bad

and
ht a many of them,
bad words, and Pve
PBaut I never

of them, Christie
thoughts, and I've thoug
Christie; and it’s sayuig

said a many of thent, Chr:istie,
cared about it before to-night.” .
about it to-

«« How did you come to care

night?” asked Christie.
“ I've had & dreammn,

has made me tremble.”
«ell me it, Master
Christie. .
«] was thinking of what you said abeut
Joving Jesus, and 1 fell asleep, and I Lh.«vught
I was standing before a beautiful gate ; it was
made of gold, Christie, and over the gate
there were some shining letters. I spels them
out, and they wert THome, sweel hume‘,’
Christie, and 1 said to wyself, ¢ I've found it
at last : I wish Christic was here.” But just
then someone opened the gate and  said,
\What do you want, old man?’ ‘I want to
come in,’ I said, * I’m very tired, and 1 want
to be at home.” But he <hut the gate, and
said to e very gravely and sorrowfully, ‘No
sin can come in here, oid Trefly ; no sin can
eome in here.’ And, Christie, 1 felt as if I
was nothing but sin, so 1 tarned round and
walked away, and it grew very dark. A'nd
just then came the thunder, and [awoke with
a start. 1 can’t forget it, Christie ; 1 can’t
forget it,” said old Treffy.
And still the lightning
thunler rolled, and still old Tretfy trem)ded.
Christie could not comfort him, for he was
i afraid himself, but he pl‘esse«l very
close up to his side, and did not leave him till
the storm was over, and there was no sound
It the heavy downpour of the ramm on the
Then he crept buck to bed

Christie, boy, and it

Treffy,” pleaded

flashed and the

very muc

and fell asleep.
The next morning it all seemed like a bad

dream. Fhe sun was shining brightly, and
Christie rose and opened the attic window
Kverything lovked fresh and clean after the
rain. . The dull, heavy feeling was gone oub
of the air, and the little sparrows were
chirping in the eaves. It was Sunday morning,
and on Sunday evening Christie was to hear
the clergyman preach in the mission-room.
oh ! how he wished it was seven o'clock, that
he might go and find out what old Trefly
wanted to know! .

'The poor old man seemed
wnhappy all that long spring
never left him, for it was only on Sunday thab
he could watch beside his dear old master
He could see that old ‘Treffy had not forgosten
his dream, though he did .not speak of ib
again.

And
and at six o’clock
prepared to depart.

«Be sure you mind every word he says,
Chiristie, boy,” said old 1reffy, earnestly.

The mission-room was ouly just open when
little Christie arrived. A woman was inside
lighting she gus and preparing the place for
thre congregation. Christic peeped shyly in
at the door, and she caught sight of him and
ordered him off.

« [sn't there going
night?” said Christie,
voice,

«“Qh! you've come to the service, have
you?” said the woman, ¢ All right, youcan
Some in, only yow must sit still, and you
mustn’t talk or make a noise.”

Now, as poor Curistie had no onc to talk
to, this was vather an unnecessavy speeelt.
However, he went in very meckly, and sat
down on one of the front henches.

Then the vongregation hegan to arrive: old
men and little chitdren; mothers with babies
in their arms ; old women with shawls over
their heads; husbanids and wives; a few
young men; people with all kinds of faces,
und all kinds of characters, fromn the quiet
and respectable artisan’s wife to the poor
little heggar girl who sat on the form beside
Christie.

And as sev
and the minister came in.
lis cyes oft him during
Amd, oh! how he enjuyed the s nging, the
Jast hymn especially ! A young woman be-
hind him was singing it very distinctly, and
he could hear every word. Oh, if he could
only have remembered it to repeat it to ohd
Tretfy 1 The words of the hymn were as
follows :

very restless and
day. Christie

at last the long, weary day wore away,
Christie washed himself and

to be any preaching to-
in a disappointed

en o'clock struck, the door opened
Christie never took
the whole service.

« There is a city hright,
Closed are its gates to sin,
Nought that defileth,
Nought that defileth
Can cver enter in.

« Sgviour, [ come to thee,

O Lawb of God, 1 pray,
C carse me and save ne,
(leanse bie and save me,

Wash all my sinsawiy.

« Tord, make me from this hour
Thy loving child to be,
Kept by thy power,
Kept by thy power
From all that grieveth thee.

¢ Till in the snowy dress
Of thy redeemed 1 stand,
Fanltless and stainless,
Faultless and staiuless,
Safe m that happy land 17

And after the hymn came the sermon. The
was lLievelation 2L 27,

clergyman’s text
\wise enter into it anything

« There shall in no
shat defileth.”

He spoke of the leavenly city of which they
had just been singing. the Dright, beautiful
city, with its strects of gold and gates of
pearl.  He spoke of the river of the water of
life, and the trees on either side of the river.
He spoke of those who live in that happy

lace, of their white robes and crowns of gold,
of the sweet songs they ever sing, and the joy
in all their faces.

Ths clergyman also told them that in that
bright city sorrow was never found. No
weeping there, no tears, no sighs, no trouble.
No tired feet on that golden pavement, no
huvgry ones there, oo hot bmining suu, no
cold frost or snow. No sickness there, and
no death, no funerals in heaven, no graves in
the golden city- Perfect love there, uo more
quarrelling or strife, no angry toues or dis-
cordant murmius, no rude, rough voices to
disturb the peace.  And all this for ever and
ever, no dread of it coming to an end, no
gloomy fears for the future, no partings theve,
no good-Lyes. Once there, safe for ever. At
howe, at rest, with Gol.

« Would you like to go there 2 asked the
clergyman s voice.

And a quiet murmur passed through the
a sigh of longing, an expression of
assent. And little Ghristie whispered softly
to himselt, « Like to go there! ay, that 1
would, n e and old Treily and all.”

¢« There shall in no wise enter into it any-
thing that detileth,” said  the clergyman’s
voice. ‘¢ ‘Closed are its gates to sin.’ My
friends, if there is one s on your soul,
heaven’s gates will be closed against you.
¢ Nought that defileth, nought that defileth
can ever enter in, 1f ali my life I had
never sinned; if all my life I bad never
done a wicked deed, or spoken a wicked word,
or thought a wicked thought ; if all my life I
had done everything 1 ought to have done.
and hadl been perfectly sinless and holy, and
yet to-night I was to commit oue sin, that siu,
however small a sin in man’s eyes—that sin
would be quite enough to shit me ont of
heaven. The gates would be shut against me
for that one sin.  No soul on w hich there isa
speck of sin can go into that bright city.

«1s there one in this roow,” askad the
clergyman, *“who An say that he has only
ginnod once? Ts there one here who can say

room,

that tlure is ouly one sin on his soul ?”
And again there was & faint murmur round
the room, and again a deep-rirawn sigh ; but
this time it was the suppressed sigh of accusing
conscicnees.
“ No,” said
one of us who can say that.

the clergyman, < there is not

Fivery one of us
has sinned again and avain. And each siu is
like a dark blot. a deep inkstain on the soul.”

« Oh!” said little Christie, in his heart, as
he listened to these words, ‘‘whatever will
me and Master Trefly do?”

And Christie’s thoughts wandered to the
lonely attic, and to-old Treffy’s sad, worn-out
fuce. ¢ Soit was all true,” he said to Lifin-
gelf. ¢ Miss Mabel's words, and Master
Treffy’s dream; all too true, all too true.”

1f Christie had Deen listening he would
bave heard the clergyman tell of the way in
which sin could be tuk:n away 3 but his little
mind was full of the one idca of the sermon,
and when he next heard  the clergyman’s
words he was telling his congregation that he
hoped they would all be present on the follow-
ing Sunday evening, as he intended then to
second verse of the hynin, and
to tell them, wore fully than he had time to
do to-night, what was the only way to cnter
within the gates into the city.

Christie walked home  very sadly and
sorrow fully ; he was in no haste to meet old

’ And when

preach on the

PTrefly’s anxious, inquiring eyes.
he reached the Jdark attic he sat down by

‘Tretly, and looked away from him into the
fire, as he said, mournfully :

4 Your dream is quite r ht, Master Trefly.
I've heard it all over again to-night.  He
preached about it, and we sang about it, so
there's no mistake now.”’

wrell me all, Christie, boy,” said Trefly,
pitifully.

“Iys a beautiful place, Master Treffy,”
said Christie : s you’d be ever so happy and
comfortable if vou could enly get there.  But
thete's no sin allowed inside the gates s that's
what the clergyman said , and what the hymn
qaid, tou:

¢ There is a city bright,
Closed are its gates to sin.”

“‘ Then there's no chance for me, Christie,”
saiil the old man, *“no chance for me.”
‘And hours after that, when Christie thought

Trefty was fast asleep on his bed in the
corner, he heard his poor old trembling voice

murmuring again: ** Closed are its gates to
sin, closed are its gates to sin.”

. And there was attother ear listening to old
Tretly’s voice. The mamat the gate, of whom
Bunyan writes, had heard the old man’s
sorrowiul wail, and it went 1o his very heart.
He kuew all about old Trefly, and he was
soon to say to him, with tones of love, as he
opened the vate of rest: * I am willing with
all my heart to let thee in.” '

(To he continued.)

e

WHERE THERES A WILL THERE'S
A WAY.

Frep Bravomarp was apprenticed to a
shoe-maker ; not because he liked the
trade, but because his mether was a poor
widow, and had a friend who offered to
take tlhie boy and teach him how to earn a
living. There was nothing to be done, just
then, but accept the offer. So Fred went
to work manfully, and learned by degrees
to handle his awl and lap-stone, and cobble
old boots and shoes, and_even make new
ones in course of time.  He did not shirk
his work becanse he did not like it ; buthe
said to himself all the while: “J don’t
mean to spend my life in this kind of thing.”

One day a little book (** Knowledge is
Power”) fell into his hands. He read it
cagerly, for it showed him how many great
won had been as poor and humble as he
was in the beginning of #heir lives, but,
by improving their spave moments in study,
had risen to high positions and made them-
selves distinguished and honoured. He
learned that David Livingstone, the fam-
ous African explorer, had to work in a cot-
ton factory in his childhood, and by study-
ing languages at night had fitted himself to
be a foreign missionary before he was nine-
teen. He learncd that Michael Faraday,
the celebrated English chemist, was the
son of a paor blacksmith, and apprenticed
to 2 hook-hinder, but taught himself chem-
istry in his spare moments; and, in short,
that wany of the best and greatest men he
had ever heard of had gained their educa-
tion by hard struggles, and in spite of most
difticult circumstances.

« What others did T can do, too,” he
said to Limsclf, stoutly ; and so, instead of
taking his pleasure in idleness aud folly, a8
the other workmen did, whenever he had
a leisure hour, or even a minute to spare,
e had a book beside him from which he
could gain some useful knowledge.

He was laughed at and teased and temp-
ted by idle companions, who could not vn-
derstand his determination to improve him-
sclf ; but he did not let his purpose be
shaken. ¢ Let those laugh that win,” he
said, and quietly kept on with his studies,
till the time of his apprenticeship wasover.
He had not neglected his shoemaking, and
by means of it he was able to earn and save
gorme money, which paid his expenses while
he studied at the schoot of Mines. To be
sure, he lived on oatmenl and milk chicfly,
and never spent a penny that was not
necessary ; but he kept his health by this
plain living and by taking plenty of exer-
cise, and step by step he rose in his pro-
fossion till he is now a scientific man who
has delivered lectures before learned insti-
tutes and won golden opiuions for his val-
wable discoveries in the uses and relative
qualities of wetals.

ﬂ‘is mother is-very proud of lier distin-
guished sou. She lives with him, and is
currounded  with every comfort.  He has
educated his ~isrers and elevated his whole
f;u}lily~~ all by using his odd minutes to
gain the power that comes from knowledge
This power and its results are within Fhe
reach of all who work for it with a stead-
fast purpose ; for no saying is truer than
this: * Where there'sa will there’sa way.”
—-Sunlight. v

«« Pyt on, therefore, as the elect of God
holy and beloved, bowels of mercies -kir'ul’~
ness, _lxumbluness of mind, mceknos; long
sufiering ; forbearing one :mother.vnn’d for-
giving one another, if any man have a
quarrel against any ; even as Christ for-

gave you, 50 also de ye " = Col. 8, 1213
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OSTRICH RAISING,

OstricH raising has been suc-
cessfully introduced into gouthern
California, and is likely t¥ becomeo
a largo industry in the future.
There is no reason why ecqual
suceess should not be reached in
Toxas. Tho business is very profit-
able, as the nch plumes of the
birds always command a high price.
Happily, wearing thesemagnificont
ornaments does not imply the de-
struction of the birds, a8 is the
case with the wearing of orna-
ments of other birds. The de-
struction of millions of birds
annuslly to meet tho demands of
faghion is a deep reproach to our
modern civilization, some of tho loveliest
races of birds, including some of the rich-
est singers, ns nightingales and others,

The Anxious Loaf. Th. Great in tho sight of the Lord.—Luke 1.
ONOK on a time a littlo leaf )
Was seen to bow its head with grief s
Then waid tho brauch on which it nrow : S
¢ My littlo leaf, what troubles you?"”

517,

The forerunner,—Luke 1. 67-80.
Tho voice. - Matt. 3. 1-12,
A shining light.—~John 6. 31-38.

Pracrioat, TraCHINGS
Where in this lesson are we shown—
1. The greatness of John's mssion ?
2. The privilege of every true CHfistian?
3. The folly of unbelief?

Tig LessoN CATECHISM.

1. What did Jesus say about John the
Baptist? That there was no greater propliet
than he. 2 What further did he say?
*“He that is least n the kingdom of God is
greater thanhe.,” 3 What had the prophet,
speaking in the name of God, said about
John? Golden Text: ¢ Behold I send,” ete.
4, What did the faaltfinders say abiout John's
austerity and strictness? * He hath a devil.”
5 What il they say about Jesus's sacia
bility and chauty? They saul the same

The leaf to this mado sad reply—

= \ wind just now went monning by,
Anil as it passed croaked in my car:
* You may not long enjoy hfo hore.'"

The branch told this unto the tree,
Whieh whispered back smmedtatey ¢
** My pretty lenf, you need not fc u,
For you shaii atay all summer het,
And whea the tnue has como to o
You vili not want to stay, [ know

And 8o the leaf its murmurings coawd,
Al from ats care was well released.

Then nutumn came, and all arounsd

The leaves wich richest tints werect _winid,

WINGSB.

higher prices. A flock of ostriches may be -

Oh, how they sparkled, all arrayed, kept together in a field well fenced. They

In robes of cvery ravishing shade . - e need no shelter, as they sleop in the ?en
And when the leaf asked what it meant, T e sir. They are rarely sick ; and if the field .
Down from tho treo reply was sent : STeme A A S - is well supplied with water they will fare
) -V - ot LT T T - R well without any herdsmen to watch them.
The lcaves are ready now to go, | - = ; . N ST - The value of the feathers exported from
Ancaa the 1 goy they slarile so ! - -7 : ce T T, c el the Cape has increased in fourteen yeams.

N s more the leaf desired tea ntay,

1t grew more beautiful each day : from threo hundred and fifty thousand

dollars to over four a.d a half millicns ;
and the demand is in excess of the supply.

Until o gentle puff of wind
Came up 8 softly from behiod,
That thinking it was all 1n play,
‘Lhe leaf et go and flew nway.

WINGS.

¢ \VIxos ! wings ! to sweep ;
O’er mountain hiih and valley deep.
Wings ! that my heart may rest
In the radiant morning's breast.

Auwbile 1 air at twirled arennd,

Thien gently feil upon the ground §
And now, where faries vagil keep,
It 1ests . happy, dreamless sicep.

-

¢ Wings ! to hover free
Q’er the davn.empurpled sea,
Wings! above life to soar,
And beyond death for evermore.*
—Ruckert, |

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTER.
LEXSUNS FKOM THE LIFK OF OUR LORD.

.

.

—¢You ought to take this horse,” said |
the dealer, ‘“he's a bargain.” ¢ Well, then,
I don't want him,"” said’Barlow. ¢¢X want..
him to_drive, and I never could drivea’
bargain.” y

—$ Why didn’t you come whenI rang?”"
said a lady to her servant. *‘ Because I’
didn’t hear tho bell.” *‘Hereafter, when.
you don't hear the bell, you mustcomeands,
tell me so0.” i

AL 27 LESSUN 1A
CHKIST'S TESTIMUNY To JONN

Luke 7. 24-35.

{Dec. 2.

Memory versey, 27, 28,
Gonues Tena.
Beholl. I soadd wy messenzer bofore thy

faee —Luhe 7. 27.
OUTLING.
1. "the Prophet, v. 24-30.
2 P Peph, v 3113
Prve-- AL 27
PLaks. Josus in Gahlee, Joha the Bap
tist in prison at Machwierus, near the Dead
Sea.

¢ Yes'm.

3

€

NOW READY....
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‘Black Beauty:

The Autobiograpity of a@ Horse.

CoxxecTiNGg LISRS.

While John's popularity was at its height,
he incurred the anger of King Herod by re-
bukwg his sms, and was promptly thrown
into a dungeon at Macharus. \While there N W e, -
condined, news of our Lord's amazing work T e T L
was botnie to ham, and he sent messengers to S P

inguire whether indeed he was the King that n B e -
was to come, \Without giving a direct - e C ;
answer, Jesus bade them wait and watch the S T . 1 BY 4
marvedous  attestat ons o2 his Messianice p— e 1 ] .
power, and as soon as they withdrew, bore Eaapt s ANNA SEWELL. :
the followimy testimony to John. . LT e i ")
e T NI e, I R T Quarto Edition, with 120 New Illustrations.’
EXPLANATIONS, —e TR T “ =% ) ,
o4 A reed "—John'a fi ) ——— - e CLOTH, - SL75.
24, ** A reed "——John'a firm, strong charac THE OSTRICIL. . P

LY

ter iscontrasted with a trembling reed.

25. ** Ramment ”= Clothing. ** Appavelled
—Clai. A refduiee to Joun s manoer of
Inang. (Mait. 3.4,

The present 4to Edition has been prodiced?

thing. 6. What did Jesus say 7 ** Wisdom
at great expense. It contains 129 illustra.:

8 Pstified of all hut chiiaron > having become alinust extiugt. The follow-
& ol 0 el 1R 1.

ing is of interest on the subject of ostrich

27 Prepare thy way "~ John prepared
the way for Christ by proclniming repentance,
ond leading the na ion to righteous living,

28t Nota greatar “—John was the great-
est of the propﬁcw. Lecauss whil others fore-
toltl in the distanee e proda med as at hand ;
and in trye nobility of < hara ter he was sur-
passed by nene  ** Least an the kingdom™
—Any beitever w Christ, however low his
station. - Gieater than hoe” —Jn that diser-
ples have all that Johu forcsaw.  Qur privi-
lege as Christians 18 gieater than that of the
prophets, s n © we houw miore of Chiniat than
did David or Zsatah.

29, ** Publicans ™ —Taag therers, hated by
all patriotic Jews because, for pay, they
served their country’s encimies in & peculiarly
oxnsperatiug way  **Justified God™  Praised
God, and endorsed what Jesus hiad just said.

34. *“ Winebibber "— Drunkard.

Hoxe Reapixus.
M. Chbrist's tostimuiy of John.- Luke 7.
24-35.

Twu. Testimony of the people—Matt. 21, 23.32,
. Herod’s testimony —PMl.rk G. 14.20,

Docrrinat. suceestios.—The spiration
of prophecy.

CaTecHIsSM QUESTION.

Which were the ancient commandments
thus quoted ?

““ Hear, O Israel: The Lord our God is
one Lord ; and thau shalt love the Lord thy
God with all thine heart, and with all thy
zoul. and with all thy night.”— Deuteronomy

. 4, 3.

—Uncle Wayback—*1 declare, Elvira,
this knife tastes soapy, same as the other
one.” Shrewd Nicce—** It's too bad, uncle;
but city servants are so careless. Try eat-
ing with your fork. Ma) bo that's clean.”

—** Well,” said a facetious stranger to a
member of the brass band, *“there is one
thing to be thankful for.” ¢ Vat its dose?”
inquired the musician. *‘You can always
blow yuur vwn horn.” * Nein, my friendt.
Dis cornet is porrowed.”

raising in South Africa :

Ostrich raising is coming to bea lucrative
business in southern Africa, and is said to
bo the only means of saving this valuable
bird from egtinction. 1t is found thet they
thiive much better on grass land than in
the desert, and that the birds choose desert
lifo merely forself-protection. The profits
of an extensive ostrich breeder may be es-
timated from these facts :

A single pair will raise four broods a
year of from ten to fifteen chicks cach. A
chick a month old will sell for fifty dollars;
and a full.grown ostrich will yield twenty-
five winte feathers a year, worth five dol-
lars apiece at Capo Town. Taking oldand
young together, it is estimated that the
birds average over one hundred dollars a
year profit,  As they live forty or fifty
years, the profits are simply onormous.
They noed little care, living easily on grass,
thougl relishing grain, and giving in retarn
for the luxurivus diet finer feath.rs than
those of the wild birds, and wluch bring

tions by the eminent artist, John Beer, Ksq.,-
facsimiled by the half-tone process, with:
beautiful results. It is artistically bound,:
and will no doubt be higlily appreciated gt}
a suitable gift-book by many of the thousands.
who have been delighted withit in its cheaper
form; for, as the Editor of The Animaf
World says, ‘“The more oft-n we have:
turned over the leaves of *Black Benaty,
the-greater has been our delight.” . A

We take pride in placing ou the marhets
this clegant edition of ‘“.Black Beauty,"
which we consider onc of the.liaudsomest:
products of our presses and bimdery. We
have no gift-book we can more ‘warmly;
recommend. e

William Briags,

Hethodist Seok*and

Padllsking Hease, Toroale:

€. V. Coates, Montreal, Qua, 3
- . S. F. Uossns, Halifax, N.sé
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