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SECRET THOUGHTS.

HOLD it true that Thoughts are Things-
Endowed with being, breath, and

win,
And tha%s’we send them forth to fill
The world with good results or ill,

That which we call our *secret thought”
8peeds to the earth’s remotest spot

And leaves its blessings of its woes

Like tracks behind it, as it goes.

It is God’t law, Remember it

In your still chamber as you sit

With thoughts you would not dare have
known,

And yet make comrades, when alone,

These thoughts have life, and they will fly

And leave their impress, by-and-bye,

Like some marsh breeze, whose poisoned
breath

Breathes into homes its fovered death

And, after you have quite forgot

Or all outgrown some vanished thought,
Back to your mind to make its home,

A dove or raven, it will come,

Then let your secret thouﬁhts be fair ;
They have a vital part and share
In sia.ping worlds and moulding fate—
God’s system is so intricate !
—Ella Wheeler Wilcozx.

THE FISHERMAN’S BOY.

WaaTr s sweet ingenuous face, and
what pathetic eyes this boy has—as if
the shadow of a great sorrow were
hanging over his young life.  The
fishermen and their families along the
stormy coast of Nova Scotia and New-
foundland suffer great privations and
hardships, and are exposed to great
danger. Sometimes a storm will spring
up when a whole fleet of fishing boats
is far from shore, and it often happens
that some of them never get back to
the land again, and their friends have
not even the poor satisfaction of bury-
ing their bodies and weeping at their
graves—the wide deep rolling sea has
become their sepulchre,  This boy’s
face is sad enough to make one think
he must have suffered sach a bereave-
ment. If that ugly oilskin sou™-
wester were only off, we should see, I
think, » noble handsome brow. He
doubtless has often been out with the
boats, and pulled the oar and hauled
the line with the best. God bless and
keep all fishermen and fishermen’s lads
from the dangers of the stormy deep.
The following pathetic verses by the
Rev. Charles Kingsley bring vividly be-
fore us the perils of a fisherman's life,
and the sorrows of a fisherman’s
family :—

Three fishers went sailing out into the west,
Out into the west as the sun went down;
Each thought on the woman who lov'd him

best, .
- And the children stood watching them out
of the town ; .
For men must work, and women must weep,

And there’s little to earn and many to keep ;
Tho’ the harbour bar be moaning,

Three wives sat up in the light-house tower,
And they trimm’d the lamps as the sun
‘went down,
They look’d at the squall, and they look'd at
the shower
And the night-rack came rolling up ragged
and brown !
But men must work, and women must weep,
Though storms be sudden, and waters deep,
And the harbour bar be moaning

Three corpses lay out on the morning sands,
In the twilight gleam as the tide went down,

SEVEN HUNDRED MILLIONS.

Ta1s is a large number of dollars to
fool away. If we see a wan throw
one greenback dollar into the river or
into the fire we should call him a
foolish fellow for deliberately parting
with his money without getting any-
thing to show for it. But if we saw a
procession of seven hundred million
mep each with a dollar in his hand
walk up to & furnace and throw their
dollars in, we would say the whole lot
Were Crazy.

Tee FisaerMAN’s Bovy.

And the women are weeping and wringing
their hands
For those who will never come back to
the town ;
For men must work, and women must weep,
And tae sooner its over, the sooner the sleep,
And good-bye to the bar and its moaning.

&
<0

THE man whoss roul is in his work
finds his best reward in the work itself.
The joy of achievement is vastly be-
yond the joy of reward.

TrEY who have experienced sorrow
are the most capable of appreciating
joy ; so, those only who have been
sick, feol the full value of health.

Now suppose that, instead of walking
away with no further damage than the
loss of the dollar, each of these seven
hundred millione o: men should be
damaged by tongues of flame darting
forth from the mouth of the furnace
into which so much money was tossed.
One man would come away with hair
and eyebrows singed off; another
would lose half of his beard, leaving
the remaining half to give him a very
odd appoarance; another would bhave
his nose permavently reddened, while
others would have their eyes bleared
and their faces blackened for life.
Surely somebody would call aloud for

laws to stop such insane proceedings.
Well, this seven hundred million
usiness is just what is going on every
year in our enlightened and Christian
country ; for our fifty millions of
people are spending seven huundred
millions of dollars for strong drink,
Tt is worse than it they simply threw
all their money away; for the strong
drink brings wounds, and burnings, and
poverty, and misery of many kinds.
Much of this misery cannot be counted
by dollars nor estimated in cash. The
degradation, decay, and death which
resultfrom our immense national liguor-
bill find no place in the nation’s census;
for it is bevond the power of the census-
taker to reach them. But every one
who walks the world with his. eyes
open can gee for himself at least a part
of the mischiet that is done. Our
oriminal record tells it. The wail
which goes up from the poverty-stricken
and disease-eaten homes of drunkards
tell it.  The dreadful death-record
cries aloud about it; for, as in the
days of Pharaoh, there is not a house
in which one has not been amitten by
the plague.

‘What a blessed thing it would be
for this country if not one dollar were
gpent to curse it with strong drink ;
if the seven hundred million dollars
now worse than wasted were spent on
things to give families happy and
honest homes, and to make people
pure, and sober, and noble! We cannot
accomplish the change all at once, but
we may work for it, and hope for it,
and pray for it, in the assurance that
the present foolish and wicked state of
things cannot go on forever.— Youth’s

Temperance Banner.

THE WORK OF A MOMENT.,

_ Dip you ever write a letter, and
just a8 you were finishing it let your
pen fall on if, or a blot of ink mar the
tair page? It was the work of a
moment, but the evil could not be effect-
ually effaced. Did you mnever cut
yourself unexpectedly and quickly?
It took days or weeks to heal the
wound, and even then a scar remained-
It is related of Lord Brougham, a cele.
brated English nobleman, that one day
he occupied a conspicuous place in a
group to have his daguerreotype taken.
But at an unfortunate moment he
moved. The picture was taken, but
his face was blurred.

Do you ask what application we
would make of these facts} Just this:
«It takes a life-time to build & char-
acter ; it only takes one moment to
destroy it.” ‘“ Watch and pray,”
therefore, ¢ that ye enter not into
temptation.” ¢ Let him that thinketh
he standeth take heed lest he fall.”




PLEASANT HOURS.

TWO SCHOOLFELLOWS,

VER the hill and valley,
Drawn by the steam horse’s power,

The railroad king is speeding
Fifty imiles an hour!

He counts his wealth by millions,
By thousands counts his men ;

O'er ten thousand miles of gleaming rails
He waves his sceptre pen.

The diamonds of the coal mines,
Where toil the winers grim,

And the gold of the waving cornfields
Pay tribute unto him,

But pale and worn is the monarch ;
Unheeding is the eye

Before which the smiling country
Goes flitting and whirling by.

And he sees but does not notice
The farmer rein old Gray

At the crossing, to let the special pass,
Speeding upon its way.

Stalwart and strong is Farmer John,
And bronzed with sun and weather. g

*“ Ha, wife,” he laughs, * you'd never think
He and I were boys together !

‘* He, that shadow, silent and sly,
No bigger than my arm,

He owns a hundred millions, and I
Have only you and the farm !

‘‘But, Lord, whoever would change with
him ?
Poor fellow, he never sees
Our upland meadow of clover red,
Our blossoming apple trees.

‘e only hears the clanging wheels
And the engine’s whistle shrill ;

Ours are the humming of the bees
And the wild bird's summer trill.

¢ And while in the dusty town he toils
At a toil that ne’er is done,

I swing my scythe to a merry song
in the cheery wind and sun.

““ Aud we shall be jogging behind old Gray
When in earth his bones shall lie,

How long do these meadows keep the sound
Of hiy swift train roaring by ¢ "

ROSS CARSON'S COURAGE,

SHouTING, laughing, pushing against
each other, the boys rushed cut of the
schrol-houve pell-mell,

“ Lok out, Russ Carson,” shouted
Tom Lane, in » tone of pretended
alarm, “there’s a spider on the pump
handle. Ruw, quick, it may bite you.”

There was a oar of laughter at this
would-be witty remark, and the eyes
of a score or more thoughtless boys
were bent upon the figure of a slender,
delicate-loooking lad who had been one
of the first to get out, and who had
approached the pump for the purpose
ot getting a drink,

His face flushed painfully as Tom’s
jest fell on hig ear, and tbe hand that
beld the tin drinking-cup trembled
perceptibly, and his lips scarcely
touched the water,

“0, he'll stand anything ratlier
than double up his little fist ” cried
Tom, and crowding close to Ross he
deliberately knocked the books from
nnder his arm. The slender lad’s face
flushed at the insult, but he said noth-
iag. He stopped, picked the books
up, and then walked on again.

He was quite aware of Tom Lane's
great anxiety to pick a quarrel with
him, but was determined to give him
no excuse for doing so. For Ross
knew that he could not with safety
enter into any trial of strength with a
hoy 8o much oldér than himself, His
Inngs wero weak, and the doctor had
said they couid bear no strain what-
ever. But it was hard to be called a
coward, to bear insults of every descrip-
tion without open resentment, to feel
that he was looked upon with contempt

by his companions because no taunts
or sneers could induce him to fight.
And he was too sensitive and shy to ex-
plain to them his reason for not doing
so, knowing well that his explanation
would be greeted with ridicule axud
laughter. So he bore his various
trials in silence, and not even his
mother knew what he endured. He
did not know that this forhearance
showed him possessed of true heroism,
for, like most boys, he had a strong
admiration for deeds of daring, and
saw little merit in silent endurance.

Tom Lane was the most daring hoy
among them all. He boasted that he
had the coolest head, the strongest
arm, and the greatest amount of cour-
age of any fellow of his age in Hills-
boro’, and none dispuied his ciaim.,
He was always ready for a fight, and
generally came off victor in any con-
test. He had no pity for weakness,
no charity for timidity, and thought
all those who feared him fair game for
his powers of teasing. Ross might
have been fairly treated by the other
scholars but for Tom, who was never
weary of exciting enmity against him,
and, understanding how to magnuify
the veriest trifles, was ever showing
him up as “the biggest coward in
Hillgboro’ Academy.”

But retribution was near at hand,
and Tom was to be strangely punished
for bis sins in respect to Ross.

A new town-hall was being built in
Hillsboro’, and a very high, imposing
adifice it was to be, with a steeple
second to none. Tom Lane heard his
father, who was the contractor for the
building, say that a magnificent view
could be obtained from this half-com-
pleted steeple, and the next day at the
noon recess Tom proposed to half-a
dozen of his young friends to go up
and take a look for themselves.

“I have a pass from father,” he
said, ‘“and the carpenters won’t make
any fues.”

The ascent to the steeple was easily
made, for a narrow, winding stair led
up to it ; and the boys soon attained a
height that made their heads swim as
they looked down, breathless, and saw

"how small appeared the people on the

pavement below.

“ A good place for a suicide,” said
Tom, as he leaned out.

“Do be careful,” said a low voice in
a tone of cntreaty, and looking around,
the boy saw Ross Carson standing
near. He had come up the stairs un-
perceived.

“ How came you here, you little
coward 1" asked Tom, rudely.

“The carpenters gave me leave to
come up,” answered Ross, quietly.
“1 did not know any one was up here,
and I was anxious to see the view.
But it is a dangerous place.”

“It's likely you think so,” sncered
Tom., “You'd find the head of a
barrel a dangerous place. As for me,
T'd like to see the place where 1
wouldn’t go! Boys, do you see that?”

He pointed to a scaffolding which
had been erected about the steeple for
the use of the workmen. It projected
several feet, and overhung the wvast
chasm below,

“We gee it; but what of it?”
asked Louis Raymond.

“You'll see what of it,” answered
Tom. “It's a jolly place to dance a
hornpipe ;" and before his companions
could realize his intention, he hac
climbed out upon the scaffolding and
was walking fearlessly about it

at such recklessness, and begged him
to be careful.

But their fears for his safety omly
made Tom more anxious to show his
boasted courage, and he began rather
a feeble imitation of a sailor’s hornpipe.

“ Wouldn't it be a long jump tojthe
pavement ?” he said. ‘

As he spoke he looked down—a
fatal thing; for his head, which had
until now been s0 cool and steady,
began to whirl strangely. He could
not remove his eyes from the awful
chasm below him. It seemed to
fascinate him.

The boys looked at each other in
horror. They saw the terrible danger
which menaced him; they knew it
was only a question of moments now
before he must fall and be dashed to
atoms on the pavement below. He
stood in a kind of stupor, locking
down into the fascinating gulf, his eyes
wild and staring, his face white with
terror. He, too, knew the. awtul
danger in which he stood, but he was
powerless to help himself. The slight-
est change of position, even the rising
of his eyes and he must fall. The
gulf seemed drawing him on ; his br. in
grew more torpid with every instant,
and his eyes seemed starting from their
sockets. Back of him shuddered hie
horror-stricken comrades, waiting in
an agony ot suspense for the fatal end
of this terrible drama ; before and be-
low him yawned the great chasm, at
the bottom of which the people moving
along looked like d warfs,

Suddenly there was a movement
among the boys, and Ross Carson,
with white face and set teeth, climbed
quickly and noiselessly out of the
steeple on to the scaflolding, and with
steady step approached the boy who
stood on the brink of such a fearful
death. :

- If he touches him, Tom will fall,”
whispered Louis Raymond.

Low as the whisper was, Ross heard
it, and half turned his head toward
Louis, pausing an instant as if to
think, Then he made a quick, firm
step forward, and throwing his arms
around Tom’s waist, dragged him back-
ward,

It was all over in an instant, In the
face of a fearful and imminent danger
Ross saved his enemy, and slowly,
carefully, for every step was peril,
drew him back to the steeple, and with
the help of the other boys got him
inside once mure, white a8 a corpse, it
is true, and utterly unnerved, but safe.

There was little said by any one.
In silence Ross helped Tom descend
the winding stair, and then walked
howe as quickly as possible.

“1 don't feel well enough to go to
school again this afternoon,” he said to
his mother, “so I'll weed out your
flower-beds for you,”

“You are pale, said Mrs. Carson.
“ I'm afraid you study too hard.”

Ross did not answer, but threw off
his coat and began to weed the beds,
hoping by hard work to overcome the
nervousness which had possessed him
ever since leaving the new town hall.

He was still weeding, a couple of
hours later, when he heard the tramp
of imany feet, and looking up, he saw
ahout a dozen of his school-mates
coming in at the little wooden gate,
Tom Lane first of all.

“T've come to ask your pardon,
Ross Qarson,” said Tom, holding out
his hand. “You've taught me this
day what true courage is, and made me

The boys stared in sheer amazement | see what a cowardly sneak I've been.”

Tom’s lips quivered as he made this
humiliating confession, and his eyes
were 1oist with the tears which he
could restrain with only the greatest
effort.

Ross took the proffered hand in a
warm and hearty grasp as he said,
“I'd have done as much for any one,
Tom. Don’t make 80 much of it.
Bug I'm out and out glad to be friends
with you.”

And friends, fast and true, they
were from that time forth, and no one
ever again even whispered that Ross
Carson lacked courage. The story of
that brave deed of his on the scaffold-
ing about the new hall had borne
testimony to his courage which was
sufficiently convincing, and the people
of Hillsboro® were proud of their young
townsman. In their eyes he was a
hero. But I think that the noblest
thing about his brave act was that he
risked his life to save that of his
enemy.-—1llustrated Christian Weekly.

AN EARLY WRITING-PAPER.

MANY centuries before Christ, Numa
left writings upon the papyrus, whence
the name paper is derived. This plant,
which was revered as sacred by the
old Egyptians, grows abundantly in
the shallow streams and marshes in
upper Egypt and Syria. Bruce found
it growing in the river Jordan, and
noticed the curious fact that it always
presented the sharp, angular side of
its pear-shaped stem to the swift cur-
rent. The stem is eight or ten feet
high, two iunches in diameter, and
crowned with a fringe of hair-like
leaves, which circle a blossom of slender
spikelets. Beneath the Brown sheath
which envelopes the root-stalk of this
dark-green plant lie other sheaths
which are very transparemt. These,
when gplit into thin leaves and dried
in the sun, were glued together and
formed the roll of papyrus, on which
many of the ancient writings have
come down to us. This paper was
both flexible and durable. Specimens
from Pompeii can be seen in the
museum at Naples. 'In the fifth cen-
tury papyrus paper, of which many
varieties existed, was largely manu-
factured at Alexandria, and ranked
high in the commerce of nations. Its
use continued until about seven or
eight centuries ago.—S¢. Nicholas,

THE NORTH-WEST.

Ler us for a moment glance at the
extent and resources of the great
North-West which we are called upon
to govern. Kew have an idea of the
vast territory which we claim as ours,
and in which rebellion to some extent
exists among the inhabitants against
our authority., Taking the North-
West territory as extending from the
Province of Ontario to the Rocky
Mountains and from the American
boundary northwayrds we have an extent
of habitable country of about 1200
miles square, giving ample room for
the sustenance of many millions of the
human race; millions of acres of rich
and virgin goil await the ploughman’s
labour to yield the golden harvest;
whilst portions of this land abound
with the richest herbage, affording
abundant pasture for countless flocks
and herds, a land seemingly preserved
by our Father above as a home and
refuge for the teeming millions of the
overcrowded countries of Europe.




PLEASANT HOURS,

THE CHILD OF NAZARKTH,

HAT little homo in Nazaveth,
How bright it must have been,
When in it dwelt the blessed Child
\Who knew no touch of siu,

How glwd his mother wust have felt
As day by day he geew,

In strength and beauty by her side,

So pure, so sweet, %0 tiue,

And oftets ua aho spoko his nume,
Dosar name, and angel given,
Aud quickly at her cull he came,

She saw the light of heaven,

Upou the gentle lifted tace

And in the wistful eyes,
‘That were wo strangely beautiful,
So loving, muek, and wise.

1 thiuk he was & joyous Child,

Aud where he went aud came,
The mountain kids ubout him playwl,
The wild wood birds grew tawo,

None ever hieard a hasty word,
From this fair, sinless Child,
None ever saw him frown, but all

Were happy when he smiled.

I'm sure be did not fully know
Lis Father's busivew yot,

But still his hauds were swift to do

The taskys kis mother wet.

And u;{»

and down the hillside paths
His

oot wore quick to run

y in On errands, if his mother sent,

' in For was he not her son?

nand 1 like to think, my little ones,

and That ou the birthday pege,

vays The very age that you are now,

® of Was once the Christechild's age,

cur. Aud, as he stands at God's right hand,
feet The King of earth and heaven,

and He compngendl your childish thoughts,
like Though you arc only seven,

ider Or nine, or twelve, He kuows abent

mth The ptizes you would win,

this He was like you in everythiny,

iths Except the blight of sin.

oac, Ob, who can help but love him well

ied This friend for life and death,

wnd Whom God and man with favour crowued,

The Child of NezaretL ?
—T'he Congregationalist,

ave
vas

s DOGS8 AS NEWSPAPER-
the CARRIERS,

A vERY common -thing on all the
Counecticut railroad lines is for accom-
modating train-men to throw news-
papers off the trains at or near the
houses of subacribers living on the
line of the road at a distance from the
stations. In many instances dogs have

get theso papers; and oountry dogs, it
is noticed, take q;zite an active interest

ke in the affair. Over on the Na

at road some one had the curiosity to in-
n quire into this matter of dog-messen-
he gers.  Philip McLean, propristor of

the gate-bouse on the Thomaston roed,
has a dog who goes a mile and a-half

W EOSEPYFTE
+OR
E

T e v 08 OR Eivo,
' ?

been trained to watch for the cars and | P87

has in some way wanaged to train
younger dog to do his work. Edwud
Osborne, residing below Naugatuck,
bus & dog who regulmly mects the
varly morning train, The house isa
milo away from the railroad, and the
dog mever leavos on his errand uwntil
lie hears the train whistle at Beacon
Falls station. Then he starts on a
run and waits ut the same spot always,
with his nose poked bLetween the
pulings of » fence and his keen cyes
watching for the flying puper. A slory
is told of one dog that wis first taught
to bring & certain New laven paper,
aud when his wanter changed to an-
other could not be induced to carry
the new one. ‘This is unlikely. An-
other ntory is that the lato Swenator
Willismn Brown, of Waterbury, bad a
pet dog that could readily distinguish
tho whistles of the New England
tngines from thoss of the Naugatuck,
though running on a parallel track at
the same time, side by side. ‘The
faithful dog always found his train and
car, and stood in waiting for the Heurt-
ford Times, which he carried home to
his muster for many years.—ZHartford
Times,

——- QPP O =t

THE GOOD MOTHER.

Mi Wesiey hud not much time to
spare from his literary pursuits to
devotc to elementary studies; but one
day he sut and patiently counted that
Mrs. Weasley had ropeated the sameo
thing to one of the children no less
than twenty times,

“1 wonder at your patience,” exid
the father to the mother. ¢ You buve
told that child twenty timnes that same
thing.”

The reply of the mother was as wiso
as her pationce was great: ‘“Had I
satisficd myself by mentioning the
mutter only nineteen times. I should
have lost all my labour. You seo it
was the twentieth time that crowned
the whole.”

Mw. Wesloy knew that for the
truths of the gospel to find & lodgment
in the beart they must be personally
and directly applied and enforced.
For this purpowe she Y i
private conference with each child once
in every week. Her own account of
this plun is thus expressed: I take
such a portion of time as I can best
e night to discourse with
each child by itaelf on something that
relates to its principal concerns. On
Monday I talk with Molly, on Tuesday
with Hetty, Wednesdsy with Nancy,
Thursday with Jacky, Friday with
Patty, Saturday with Charles, snd wich
Emilis and Sukey together on Sunday.”

These conversations disclosed to the
mother the real thuoghts and feelings
of ber childred ing personal
religion. Was not this the germ of
the Methodist class-mesting !

Nearly twenty years after John
Wesley had passed from under the
direct persomal care of his motber, he
was, by correspondence, inquiring for
knowledge from her on the question
of a complete renunciation of the
rging his claim for just a
little time to be givem by ber on this
point,ho.{n‘inyhhmr: “In many

for correcting wmy heart as it was then
for forming my judgment,”

In 1710 Mrs. Wesloy adopted au-
other plan, with the view of giving a
mory thoroughly religious tone to the
inatruction imparted during the duy.
The eldeat child took the youngesl that
conld speak, and tho second the rext,
until they pussed, two and two, juto
private rooms, where they read »
chapter in the New Testament, and
the paslms for the evening of the day.

In the morning thoy were direcied
to reud s chupor in the Old Testament
und the pswlwe for that portion of the
duy. Then they went to their private
prayors befora they got their broukfust
or came into the family.

oy

WHEN THE BOYS COME HOME.
(A 8ONUG FOJ QUL VOLUNTERES.)

HERE'S a happy time coming,
When the boys coe howe,
There's & glorious day coming,
When the boys come home.
We will end the dreadful story
Of this trcason durk and gory
1n a sun-burst of glory,
When the boys come hoe.

The day will scem Lrighter,
When the boys come home,
For our hearts will be lighter
When the boys come home.
Wives and sweathearts will press them,
Iu their artus will caress them,
Aul pray for God to bless them,
When the boys come home.

The thiuned raoks will be proudest,
When tho boys come home ;

Aud their choer will ring the loudest,
When the boys come home.

The full ranks will be shattered,

Aud the bright ars will be battered,

Aud the battle-standard tattered,
When the boys come home.

Their bayonets tay be rusty,
Wheu the boys come home,

And their uniforns dusty,
When the boys come hotne,

But all shall see the traces

Of the battle's royal graces

In the bruwn aund bearded faces,
When the boys come howg.

Our love shall go to meet them,

When the boys come homse,
To bless them and to greet them,

When the boys come home.
Aud the famoe of their endeavour
Time and change shall uot dissever,
From tho nation's heart forever,

When the boys come home.

=-Col, J. Uuy.

« BETTER MIND FATHER.”

Scarresep all over the cosl region
ar¢ great holes, made Ly the sinking
of the earth after the coal has been
taken from the mines. The miners
know when there is danger of a cave
in, and if along the public road, some
signal is given w0 travellers, Theso
cu:ciu gouerally bappen :Lt night,
when fow persous are passing, but thero
bave been cases inh\vbich horscs and
w and even houses and people,
h:v‘:obl:’n burjed by the sudden lilnk-
ing down of road when it was
thought safe to travel over it.

Let mo toll the little folks a true
incident of how a boy, nct very longago
eacaped going dowan with one of these
cuve-ins,

A part of the road, Letween what is
called the Liogan Colliery, in Schuylkiit
County, Pa,, and a town two mniles
distant bhad been condemned, and a

condomued rond was tho nearest the '
winers for some months coutinued to
go over it to and from their work.

Ono cevening a winer living at
Logan's Culliery sent his son Willio |
to the town on sn errand. j

“ It wi.l be after night fall, my boy,” |
suid Pis fathor, * befure you gov howe ;
on no condition, then, return on the
condemned rond.”

On lus way to the town, it lciug
yet light, Willie ran quickly ovir vhe
dangerous pathway ; «nd having deno
Lig crcand, ho started for home. He
wagy tired, for o had Leen working all
day, wnd when he reached the fence
which separated the safo from the un
sufo rond, ho stopped, and sy ho atter-
wards told it thus teusoned with him-
solf :

“{ am tired, und if 1 take this short
cut I will soon bo home, 1 heliove 1
will risk it, But father suid, ¢ Do not
on any condition return over it |
can’t seo uny danger ; the men go over
it vvery day, and it wey safe two hours
ago—Dbut—tather told me not to return
over it—und—I think I bhad. better
mind father.”

8o he jogged wlong on the side of
the fenco wheie the emth was fin,

The stars xhone blrightly, wud he
conld plainly ree his way., Wheu he
had got to about the widdle of the
tence, he felt the ground shake, and to
his horror saw the condemned_ rowd |
digappearing from his aight,

He stood still for » moment, awe-
struck at tho eacape bhe had maide ; for,
had he not obeyed his father, he must
have gone down with the sinking earth
and been buried alive,

When he had got a little gver his
fright he hurried to tho house of the
watchman, and, pale and trembling,
guave notice of the dunger, and also told
of his own narrow cscape from a
frightful death.

To children who ohuy their purents
in the Lord s boen given the promise
‘“that it may be well with thee, and
that thou mayest live long an the
earth.”

How true Willie fouud this promise!

A TOUCHING MEMORJAL.

Tk auperintendent of & atreet-rail-
way leading out of Now York into the
country tells how a father and mother
crected » memorial to their dead boy,

Sitting alone in bis office one day, a
strange gentleman entered, who proved
to be un officer in the wmy. Ho
qurried a little box in his hand, and
after some hesitation said, “ I have a
favour to usk of you. I had a litile
boy, and I've lost him. Ho was all
the world to me. When ho was alive
my wife used to search my pockets
every night, and whatever loose clisnge
sho found she would put away for the
baby. Well, he's gone. Here is the
box. Woe talked the matier over, and
camo to the conclusion that we could
do no bettor than to bring the woney
to you to puy the farvs of poor sick

i out of town during the sum.
mer. It weuld plesse him to know
that ho is helping to save the lives of
other poor children. As soon as the
box is empty we will fill it, 'While
we live we will keep up the bank.”

The box has been twice emptiod and
filled, and hundreds of sick or dying
childven bave owed to this dead bLaby
their one breath of fresh air during the
wummer.
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MY EKNIGHT.

@N days of old the warrior knight
To tournoy rode afield

In brazen greavos and corselet dight,
With sword aud holm and shield ;

His trusty lancs in rest ho bore,

And tavour of his lady wore.

High courage on the battle plain,
In tilt and royal quost,

Hatred of fear and scorn of pain
His valiaut sonl possessed ;

Dying he only wished to feel

A foeman wortby of lus steel,

Bo thine such royal meed to gain
As koighthood never knew,
Such lofty purpose to attain,
Such noble yuest pursue,
While armed hosts in dread array
And ambushed foes beset thy way.

Be stroog of heart, of purpeso strong
As spurred and armoured knight,

Be brave to ight against tho wrong,
Aud loyal to the right,

Aud nebler triumphs thine shall be

‘Than ever knights of chivalry,

Let vice throughout her broad domain
Betore thy prowess flee,
And virtue with her modest train
A champion fiud in thee,
And heart and arm and brain be strong
To belp the wesk, and right the wrong.
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TORONTO, MAY 30, 1885,

A BIBLE FOR EVERY BOY AND
GIRL.

BY REV J. H, JAMES,

A vouxG lady friend of mine has
among her treasures two little pieces
of paper. Both are letters that were
written to her when she was a very
little girl. One was from her grand-
father, long since gone home to heaven,
the other from her father. They were
the first letters that she learmed to
think of as her own, and though about
twenty years have passed sincoe she
received them, she atill keeps them
safely and loves to look at them.
Every ove of us may say—

¢ THE BIBLE 18 MY HEAVENLY PATHER'S
LETTER TO ME.”

I wish each young reader would
think of this and learn to prize this
letter just as if it had only now been
written and addressed.

As you grow older you will lean
many things about the good men who
wrote what God taught them to write,
snd about the people whose history
w they have recorded, but these records

~

were made just as much for us of to-
day as for those who lived and died so
long ago. The important thought is
in the words you otten sing—

'] am so glad that our Father in heaven
Tells of 11is love in tho book ho has given ;
Wonderful things in the Bible 1 tee,
This is the dearest, that Jksus Loves Mx.”

In roading the Bible, then, or hear
ing it read, you should remember that

your dearest And wiseat friond is speak- | sk

ing to you and saying that which it is

important for you to know and remem-
ber. Then ask Jesus to show you
what the words mean to you and how
they muy help you to live according to
his will,

To have a Bible of your own will
make its words seem all the freshor
and sweeter to you. I am glad that
efforts aro being made to have overy
Sunday-school scholar in America the
possessor of & nice Bible, Manv of
the boys and girls in our * Guide
Family” bave Bibles. I bhope that
every one that has not one will begin
at once. Not to tease father or
mothor for a Bible, but to earn or save
money enough to buy & neat copy of
the Scriptures that will last many
years, 8o that you can read the ‘ won-
derful words of life” over and over
again from the same pages, till they
make in your mind bright, beautiful
pictures that can never be rabbed out.

&

“NO CROSS, NO OROWN."

TagRE is & great gulf fixed between
the teachings of the world and the
teachings of the gospel, on the subjeot
of easy living.  According to the

pular view, the one thing worth
living for is to have money to spend,
fine pictures to admire, pleasant books
to read, soft carpets for the feet, easy
couches for tired limbs aund delicate
dighes for the palate ; and yet the God
whom we believe in and worship has
only revealed himself to human eyes
and hands as one who was crucified,
whose brow wae wounded with thorns
and whoee side was pierced through
with a spear ; and the gospel which he
brought teaches that all pampering of
the hody and all undue indulgence o1
ita desires, so far from being the
supreme object of life, may be a snare
and stumbling-block to the soul.
If thero are any of us who really be-
lieve in our hearts that personal en-
joyment is the true object of our lives,
let us honestly acknowledge to our-
selves that we are lovers of pleasure
rather than lovers of God, and so go
back to crown with roses the forgotten
statues of the kindly pagan gods who
lIoved not life and the beauty of sense.
There ought not to be room in one
house for both the croes of Christ and
the ivy-crown of the wine-god, or the
myrtle of the goddess of pleasurs,
¢ No man can serve tgro maaters,” so
runs the old saying, but the lesson is
hard to learn. Nevertheless it is one
which must be learnod sooner or later,
when every man must make the
deliberate choice whether he will count
his own pleasure the chief object of
his life, or whether he will yield his
will, for pleasure or for pain, to the
will of Gol. And on that one decision
bangs every man's destiny for both
here and hereafter.—S. S. T'imes.

Py
P

 WazN you are pained by an unkind
wcrd or deed, ask yourself if you have

not done the same many times,

ADVICE TO YOUNG CHRIS-
TIANS.

Nor a day without private prayer,
reading a portion of Scripture, striving
to do something for Jeaus, snd self-
examination ; receive, too, this counsel
in addition :— y

Not a day without some special un-
usual prayer, for some neighbour or|
acquaintance, or some part of the
mission field, or some bleeeing you
have never or very seldom sasked

Innians Fisgixe THrovoH THE ICK ON Lakk WINNIPEO,

'from the North-West tells of farther

before.

Not & day without some very
thoughtful examination of some single
sentence in the Bible till you have
gained from it some fresh and fuller
view of truth.

Not a day without some little act of
self-denial, such as giving up a com-
fortable seat to someone else, or eur-
rendering some advantage of your own
for another, or some little sacrifice for
the dear Saviour's sake.

Not a day without a few minuates
spent in trying to realize the abiding
of Jeaus Christ, and in bein;r ready
should he come again.—1. X. C.

A

A PRAIRIE CHURCH PARADE.

Tie Queen’s Own Rifles were en-
camped to the south of the track, and
a short run amongst the men showed
that they had stood the hardship of
the trip round the north shore much
better than could have been expected,
and the rest they have since obtained
has made them better and hardier men
by a long way thsn when they left
Toronto, and has placed them in the
best of condition for the long march on
to Battleford. This morning the men
had a church parade and the Church
of England service was conducted by
Private Acheson, of “G" Company,
Q. 0. R,, who is a student of Wycliffe
College. That portion of the service
specially prepared for military cam-
paigcs was read, and its beautiful and
touching langusge seemed to bring

'probablé that further oonflict will

home to the men with doubls force the
reality that they were in active service,
and that the dangers of their position
were not insignificant. The eye of the
King of kings and Lord of lords was

they were hastening, The splendid
old bymn, ¢ Nesrer, my God, to Thee,”

upon them, and to him they had gone’ ‘
to supplicate blessings and protection | their trust, and not by motives of mere
vand guidanoe in the conflict to which | personal gain.— Missionary Outlock.

was sung with spirit, and its tonching | the beginning of another, we were un-
melody seemed doubly impressive as it ! done. :

was caught up by the winds and its
solemn cadence carried out over that
boundices prairie, The sun was shin-
ing brightly, and the day would have B
been hot bad it not been for a temper-
ing wind that blew in from the south-
west.

WE regret to say that the news

hoetilities and shedding of blood, The
hope that Riel and his followers would
retire without fighting has proved
falee, and now that the step of direct
opposition to the advance of the
Dominion troops has been taken it is

follow. The volunteers bave proved
themselves equal to regulars both as to
endurance of the fatigue of long marches
and of bravery inlg:a face of the foe.,
Our Toronto boys, many of them unused
to hardships, have under the leadership
of Col. Otter, achieved for themselves
a great reputation. Their march has
been one equal to any reoorded in
history. In five consecutive days they
travelled over thirty-five miles each
day. We are proud of auch men, and
we shall joyfully welcome them home
when the trouble is over, which God
grant may speedily be the case.—Evan-
gelical Churchman

CouMUNICATIONS have been sent to
Methodist missionaries at various
points in the North-West conveying
messages to our Indians assuring them
that the Church relies upon their
loyalty to the Government in the
present crisis, and urging the mission-
aries to use their wtmost influence
with such bands as they can reach, to |
maintain pesce. We trust that very §
soon quiet will be everywhere restored.
Apart from the loss of valuable lives,
we shall acarcely regret the present §
outbreak if it only leads the enlightened |
sentiment of the country to insist that §
the Indians ahall not bo turned over }
to the tender mercies of unacrupulous
politicians, who receive appointments §
ss rewards for services rendered to |
“the party ;* but that the work shall |
be committed to Christian men, of
know nintegrity, who will be guided by }
conscience in the sdministration of §

smopdrdaashed
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Ir the end of one mercy were not
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AX INDIAN VILLAGE IN WINTER.

SCENES IN THE NORTH-WEST. . unnecessary slaughter of these useful
As our Canadian North-West is . 80imals. Spears and bows and arrows
attracting 80 much attention at present, ' &ere l:he honl{edweapons ;‘th aﬁ":l;.h
we give in this number a ocouple of | ey then hunted thom. ~ But 8

h . Y is changed. The pale face has come,
Tofvons o T i S0, D2 0 e 00
poverty of tho Indian tribes. Tho firat [ 1800%ed &7 tho wise laws for thel
g . . ,

m(:;catlu thleu-gele n dl:nu: x:seu:::f ':g slaughter has gone on until now the
g?m;xg?l\xg: vyvintege upon the chmyoe of | buffalo is, or very soon will be, classed
catching fish through openings cut in | *10P8 the extinot animals. A few
the ice on the lakes und rivers, The | JEAr® 80 a8 many as one hundred and
second shows the bleak and cheerless | 1Xt thousand were slaughtered for
sspect of an Indian village in winter. the robes alone. ~When killed in the
The skin wigwams are but a poor fall of the year for meat, their robes
proteotion from the piercing cold, The | 27 t:hou; '°r;hl°”’ but during the
poor squaw in the foreground carrying dmtn rw :: ¢ eg;;mt in prime c:: Ry
her axe and the load of faggots she has ﬂl 1;:!3 a8 118 l:h “;’ °?rl;:m°r°°’lt ig
cat down, and the child dragging the fe 18 poor an bl 4 In ° roet;) :
branch of brush, show the hard and | there was a double slaughter, to obtain
unwomanly and unchildlike work to meat ',md %0 obtain robes.

which they are exposed. The poverty { I8 it any wonder that under such
and distrees of the Indians make them | Wholesale slaughter, those plains that
very restlees in seasons of scarcity, and | 0nce teemed with plenty should now
one cannot very much wonder that | bo 80 devoid of life; and tbat half-
they are guilty of acts of violence to | breeds or Indians should, from their
procure food. present halfstarved condition, wish
The Rev. E. R Young, in an admir- | they could ses those days return againt
rable article in the Methodist Magasine | 1 remember once, when conversing with
on the North-West troubles, writes as | the ate honoured Rev. Geo. Mcl).ouga'll
follows : The great cause of the present | 00 the expensivenees of getting in
trouble is the scarcity of meat sinoe | 5upplies to my northern mission,
the deetruction of the great buffalo | hearing him say that the matter of
herds.  Both Indians and half-breeds | Obtaining provisions for his own, and
well know that the extinction of these | 800’8 f,‘mlhe"» the previous fall was a
animals i3 due to the coming of the | very simple affair. Ho said that he
white man, with his superior firearms, | and one of his sons, with their pocketa
and his wanton slaughter for the mere | full of bullets, with their powder horns
excitement of the chase, and also his | on their neoks, and with their guns in

greed for th fita on the sale of the | their hands, had mounted their well-
robes, or £ profita on the sa’e of the trained buffalo runners, and during the

afternoon's sport, had killed fourteen
fat buffalo cows, which furnished them
with abundance of fresh meat all
through the winter.

The great yoarly ovent in tho life of
the half-breeds was the t fall hunt
of the buffalo. When the little crope
were secured, like a great military
procession they wended their way
westward toward the vast feeding
grounds of these animals. Wives and
ohildren followed after in quaint, ca-
pacious, ungreased, and consequently
noigy, vehicles, known as the Red
River carts. Hundreds of buffalo
used to be killed, and thousands of
pounds of dried meat, and pemmican,

The buffalo was ever regarded by
the Indians as the special gift of the
Kiche Manato, the Great 8pirit.  His
nutritious flesh furnigshed the bost of
food; his bide gives them tents, bed-
ding, olothing and moocasing; the
sinews were ecasily made into the
strongest of thresd. With plenty of
buffalo they hardly need anything else.
Travellers who visited those broad
prairies years ago have given us glow-
ing descriptions of the vast herds that
then roamed oyer thoee fertile regions,
literally the cattle upon a thousand
hills, 8trict laws, very similar to our
present game laws, were rigidly en-
forcod by the Indians to prevent the

and tallow, and hides would be securcd,
This with the produce of their little
farms, although they made miserable
farmers, gave them abundance of food,
There is no use in disguising the
fact that these people arein a wrotched,
half-starved condition. The transi.
tion has been too sudden, the old Jife
waa t0o deeply ingrained to be forgotten
in & year or even a decade. Placed on
their reserves or settlements they have
never felt contented, and it will take
long years and much patience and
firmnees in dealing with them.,

HOW TO TREAT THE INDIANS,

In the course of a sermon in Selkirk
Hall, Winnipeg, on Sunday evening
last, Rov. O. B. Pitblado eaid :—

The Indian can no longer find em.
ployment on his old hunting gronnds,
He can no longer get venison with
which to satisfy the pangs of his
hunger He can no longer got fur
with which to furnish clothing for his
body and covering for his tent, And
now on the vast prairies, where his
father dwelt at ease and lived on
plenty, the aborigine of the weatern

land roams an idle, naked, starving
outcast. What wonder if, in such

circumstances, the Indian should be
tempted to take by plundering what
he cannot get by hunting? What
wonder if he should seek in the new
fields of the pioneer settlers the food
which he cannot find on the old
hunting grounds of the plains! What
wonder if, in his desperation, he should

RESENT THR INTRUSION OF THE WHITE
MAN .
into his territory by shedding bis blood
and sacking his hume! But to the
honour of the redman of the North.
West, be it said, they have been known
to starve rather than steal. They
have pillaged whole Indian village:
when they would not lay a hand on o
white man's settlement. In this re-
spect the untutored heathen has often
withstood tomptations to which the
cultured citizen has yielded. He bas
patiently borne what you or I would
have resonted. Perhaps his patience
is now exhausted Goaded on by
designing rebels, the Indians have in
a fow cases been driven on to commit
deeds of violence and bloodshed, Their

destitution has no doubt been a
woighty factor in influencing them to
verpotratocrime.  One thing is cortain.,
The flames of war botwean them and
the new settler on the frontier have
boen kindled, If they are not extin-
guished

THRE RESULT WILL BE RUINOUS

to the colonization of the North-West,
oxhavsting to the resources nf the
Dominion, and detrimontal to the inter-
ests of Ohristian trath and morals in
our country.  Hence our policy with
tho Indian must still be peace, at almost
any financial price. It will atill pay
us better in every way to feed them
than to fight them, and it will bo found
far more ennobling to the nation to
hire good farmers to teach them how
to cultivato the soil, and for the
Churches to send missionaries to biing
them under the power of Christian
truth, than to keep up an army to
extermivate thom from the country.
The Indian wars in the United States
cost the Government $63.000,000, or

MORE THAN FOUR MILLIONS A YFAR.

The cost of the present disturhance
would, under proper regulations, defray
the expenses of feeding the Indians
and supplying them with teachers and
migsionaries for many years. Well, if
we will not pay liberally to diffuse
education, we must pay extravagantly
to suppress crime.  If wa will not pay
a little to farmers to instruct them, we
must pay a great deal to riflemen to
shoot them. If we will not pay a few
thousand dollars for provisions to pre-
vent famine, we must pay millions to
sustain an army to prevent massacre.
When we will not give a few hundred
dollars to erect churches, we will be
obliged to give some thoussnds to
maintain policemen. When wo will
not give freely to support missionaries,
wo will be obliged to pay reluctantly
in taxes to sustain soldiers. If we
will not pay to uphold morality, we
will be saddled with the expenses of
vice.

THE LITTLE KNIGHT,

HE knight of olden timo, they say,
\Went bravely out to battle,
Aud stood serene amid the strife,
The din and roar and rattle,
Because he carried on his arm
A ribbon or a glove,
And fought and won, or fought and fell,
All for his lady-love.

We boys may be like knights, thoy say,
Although our lives are quict,

And though wo nuay not nde to war,
With martial clank and riot,

Yot we may atill be brave and true,
And fight against the wrong,

And, like the gallant knights of old,
Help other lives along,

.
-

Tur McDougail Orpbinage, in tho
North-West, has now fiftoen children,
some of whom have neither* father nor
mother, and but for the .'nstitution
they woula be destitute. They are
taught tho English language, and are
being trained so as to be useful in
after life, Some of them Lave: itrange
Indian names, as for instanc© One
which weans ¢ Crept-on-her-hand s-and-
feot - through - the-long - grass - int( »-the-
camp,” ¢ Crawlor.” If funds - voro
forthcoming & much larger numba * of
children could be accommodated at 1 ‘ho
Orphansge.— dethodist Magasine,

« Prvsic,” says au old surgeon, “is
tho art of amusing the patient while
Nature cures the discase.”

. ¥
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WHERE THERE'S DRINK THERE'S

DANGER.

L\ ).,-RI'I‘E 1t on the liyuor-storo ;
Y Wntv it on the prison door ;

Writo it on the gin-shep tine ;

Write, ay, write the trathful line—
Where thero's dnuk there's danger,

Wnite it on the worh house gato ;

Writo it on the xchool-boy's slate ;

Writeat ou the copy-book,

That the young may at 1t look—
Where thero's dnnk there's danger,

Write st on the church-yanl mound,
Where the drnk-shun civml are found ;
Wiite it on the gallows high ;
Writeat for all passers-by—

Where the's drwsh there's danger,

Wiite it undeineath yvour feet,

Up aud down the busy strect ;

Woite 1t for the great and small,

hi the mauson, vot, and hall—
Where there's drink there's danger,

Write 1t on our ships which sail,

Borue along by steam and gale;

Write it in large letters plan,

Q'er the Land and past the main—
Where there's drink there's danger.

Write st deep on histary's pape ;
Writeat, patniot, scholar, sage;
Wiite it in the Sunday.school ;
Wnite, ay, wnto the truthful rule -
Where there’s dnnk there's danger,

\Write 1t n the house of God ;

Wnite it on the teeanng sod ;

Write it on Wil-top and glen;

Write it with a blouwd-dipped pen—
Where there's drink l{\\:r\:':s danger,

Write it tor our rising youth ;

Wnte it for the cause of truth;

Writo it for our fatherland ;

Write, "tis duty's stern rommand —
Wherv there’s dnuk there's danger.

Write it for bright heaveu above ;

Write it for the God of Yove ;

Write 1t near the dear fireside ;

\Write it 100 for Clirist who died—
Where thete's drink there's danger.

BRITISH INDIA,

I1 has wlready been explained that
the cause of the troublo hetween Russia
and England is that England holds
the great peninsnla of India, and that
Russia’s sdvance seems to threaten
that dependency.

The question is often asked, How
camo the BEuglish to be in India at
all? How did she conquer it, and
what is the chamacter of her rule there?
It will perhaps make tho situation in
Asin more clear if somo answer is
given to these questions.

The English have been in Indix for
nearly threo hundred’years. But they
went there in the first instance merely
88 trading colonwts, The discovery
by Vasev da Gama of a water route to
Asia, eround Africa by the Cape of
Good Houe, in tho latter part of the
fifteentis century, gave a start to com-
mercial cnterprises  from  European
nations in that divection. Portugucso
and Dutch set tlements had long existed
on the coast of India boforo tho Eng-
lish made thieir appearance there.

It was jn tho reign of Quoeen Eliza.
beth, in 1600, thut a company of
London merchants received a charter
giving t}jem an oxclusivo right to trade
in Imtlia ; and it wag in 1612 that the
first Ersglish trading post was cstab-
lished ut Surat on the west coast of
the pr minawla,

. Tb is was the heginning of the famous
Ezst 1India Company. Gradually the
trac ng posts of this company increased
on both the west and the east coasts;
4r d in due time theso settlements came

t o have governments and troops of
cheir own,
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ward with the natives,
Jjonlous of this foreign intrusion,

their provinees.

tho Enghsh in Indin.
the dominions of the East India Con

tories ; and the company cither rule

3y the end of the last contury, Indi

pany,
British merchants,

peninsula, law and order and improve
ment tepluaced the old barbarous stat
of the country.

exist.
assumed by the British Government

Crown,
dependency cawe under hie hands,
Britain,
British control, or are under Britisl

influence and protection.
The English rule in Indis has boen

great Asiatic country.

oducation and established courts

THE CHILD'S BIBLE,

two bundred original illustrations.
With an introduction by Dr. J. H.
Vincent.
Co. 4to., pp. 738. Full gilt.
$4.00.

wuyfaring man—its wonderful narra-
tives of providence and graco make it
especially the book for childhood.
No stories 8o charm the infant mind

Joseph, of Moees, of Samuel, of David,
and, above all, of the Hoaly Child
Jesus, The Editor of this book has
wisely arranged in consecutive sequence
the narrative portions of the Seriptures
and other porticns specially adapted
to tho mind of childhood. The very
words of the authorized version are
employed so that the child becomes
familiar with their noble diction as
well ag with their holy truths, Merely
a8 4 mental training nothing can oqual

this. Ruskin attributes all that is

‘Then thore camo u period of Dbitter
who wero
Tho
company now raised armies, and ag
thoy deteated the native princes, began
to annox and establish their rule over

A Vrilliunt soldier, Lord Clive, mado
oxtensive conquests over the native
States in the middle of the last cen-
tury ; and his victories really Inid the
foundations of the political empire of
After a time,

pany extended over many largo terri-

the provinces by their governors, or
reduced the princes o be their vassals,

had really become subject to the com-
But its oxclusive privileges
wero taken from it by Parlinment,
which opened the peninsula to all
As the English
dowinion, slways bitterly contested by
the native princes, spread ovor the

Almost a quarter of a contury ago,
the East India Company ceased to
its powors und privileges wero

and tho Governors-General of India,
who had hitherto been appointed by
the company, were now chosen by the
A new Osbinet offico was
created, tho Secretary of State for
Indis ; and the ruls of the great

At present, with the excoption of »
littlo French or Portuguese sottiement
here and there on tho coast, the whole
peninsuls acknowledges tho sway of
The States aro directly under

on the whole, wise and beneficial, 1t
bag planted European civilization in a
The English
bave developed tho resources of the
country ; have built railways, tele-
graphs and highroads; have spread
of
justice ; have suppressed many barbar-
ous rites and customs ; have elevated
the woral and material condition of
the natives ; and have secured them
peaco, defence and orderly gavernment,

The Child's DBible, with upwards of

Now York : Cascell &
Price

While the Bible is a book for all—
for the wisest sago ag well ag for the

as those told at the mother’s knce, of

best in his wonderful uso of the Eng-
lish languugo to the Bible readings at
his mother's knee.

The two hundred admirable en-
gravings, most of them full-pngoe, of
this volume, fix upon the youthful
mind the meaning ot the text fur more
vividly than the words alowe. ‘The
costumes, nccesgories, und surroundingg
ure nll cavefully studied, so as to givo
not meroly the ideas of “the old
masters "—whoso errors and anachron-
e wero ofton absmud—but to give
true concoptions of tho unfamiliar
oriental lito of tho long, long ago.
Even the initinl lettors have little
vignottes illustrativo of the toxt. We
can bear witness that tho attention of
vory young children is arrested by
theso striking pictures, and their eagor
questionings demand such explanations
as often tax the best wisdom of the
parvent to answer. Childien thus carly
learn wud never forgot the great truths
of religion. We rojoice to know that
143,000 copies of this Child's Bible
have been called for. No better pros-
ent can a wise father give his children
than this bandsome volume, with itg
broad clear page, large open type, and
numerous beautiful pictures.  Our
friend, Dr, Vincent, contributes an
appropriate introduction on tho Bible,
the child's book.

e
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THE STONE LAMB,.

A GERMAN clergyman, Pastor O’Fou-
ke, tolls a story in a very interesting
book of his about things which have
really happened to him, or which he has
met with i his travels, In 1865, he
stood beforo the beautiful Roman Catho-
lic chapsl of Werden ander Ruhr, in
Germany, waiting for tho key to be
brought that the door might be un-
locked for them to enter. While they
waited they saw something on tho
ledge of the roof, which they found to
bo & carved stone lamb, and began to
wonder what it mesnt up there, So
thoy asked an old woman who was
hobbling along u littlo way eff, if she
could tell them about it, and she re-
plied *“ Yes;” and then related why it
had been placed in that strange place,
Many, many years ago, she suid,
where the lawhb now stands, a man
was busy repairing the roof of the
chapel, who had to sit in a basket
fagtened by & rope as he worked.
Waell, he was working in this manner
one day, when suddenly the rope which
beld the batket gave way, and he fell
down, down from tho great height to
the ground below ! Of course, every
ono who saw the uccident expected
that the man would be killed, especi-
ally as the ground there was covered
with sharp stones and rocks which the
workmen were using for building,
But to their great astonishment, he
rose up from the ground und stood up
quite uninjured! And this was how
it happened: a poor lamb had wan-
dered quite up to that side of the
chapel, in scarch of the sweet grass
which sprang up among the stones,
and the man had fallen exactly on tho
soft body of this lamb-—it had saved
his life ; for he had escaped with the
mere fright, and with not 8o much as
a finger broken. But the poor lamb
was killed by his heavy fall upon it.
So out of pure gratitude the man had
tho stone Jamb carved and sot up a8 a
lasting memento of his escape from so
fearful a death, and of what he owed
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Do yon not think this & beautitul
ntory 7 dous it not remind you of tho
Lord Jesus Christ, the Lamb of God
who wag slain for ug that wo wight
livo forever? Nover forget that *lo
was wounded for our tranegressions,
ho was bruised for our iniquitios.”
And let us copy the poor man's ex.
amplo in being truly thankful, and
showing wo aro so. 1le could not do
auything more for tho lamb which had
so wonderfully saved his lifo, than
mako a little monument or memento
of what it had done. Bat there is
much that wo can do for tho Lamb of
God who was slain for us. Wo can
love him for what ho hus done, and wo
can give him the one thing ho wants
from us. Do you ask what it is for
which oven tho God of' glory longs, ho
who has all the riches of the world,
and to whom heaven and earth belong?
Ho eays, “ My son, give mo thine
heyrt.”

A YOUNG MAN'S HISTORY IN
BRIEF, -

{ rirsT saw him in a docial party.
He took but ovo glass of wine, and
that at the urgent solicitation of a
young lady to whom he had been in-
troduced. '

1 next saw hiwm, when he supposed |
ho was unseen, taking a glass to satisfy
» slight desire. He mocked at thought |
of danger. f

I next saw him, late in the evening,
in the strect, unable to walk home., I
assigted him thither, and wo partod.

I noxt saw him reeling out of a low
groggery. A confused stare was on
his countonance, and words of blas-
phemy were on his tongue, and shame
wag gone.

I saw him once more. Ho was cold
and motionless; and he was carried
by his friends to hiy last resting-place.
In the small procession that followed
every head was cast down. His
futher's gray hairs were going to the
gravo in sorrow, his mother wopt that
she had given birth to such a child,

#Y returned home musing on his
future state. I opened the Bible and
read, “Bo not deceived; drunkards
shall not inherit the kingdom of God.”
This is a sad story. Alas! that it
should bo true. When a boy, our
friend was as happy us any of us.
More than once, when students to-
gother, did he sncer at my teetotalism.
When I urged him to sign the pledge
he laughed at me, and scoffod at the
bare suggestion of danger.

Poor Fred! his father had the glass
on the tablo, and there the appetite
way formed. Young men, beware of
tho first glass, Fathers, banish the
glass from your tables, if you would
not bury your sons drunkards.—Golden
Cenger.

@ e

A WORD TO THE BOYS,

Boys, did you over think that this
great world, with all its wealth and
woe; with all its mines and moun-
tains, occaus, seas, and rivers; with
all its shipping, its steam-boats, rail-
roads, and telegraphs ; with its millions
of darkiy-groping men, and all the
scier 20 and progress of ages, will soon
be given over to the boys of the pres-
ent age—boys like you,-assembled in
school-rooms, or playing without them?
Boliove it, and look abroad upon your
inheritance, and get ready to emter

to the poor lamb.”

upon ita possesgion,—Farmer's Cabinet.
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FOR BASS.-WOOD CHAPS.

@ HE bo)i that likes spring or summor or
al

Bater than old King Winter

Is a sort of a bass-wood splintor—

Soit stufl ; m fact, ho's no boy at all.

Away from the stove, and look out there !
Did ever you seo & picturo so fair?

King Winter, from mountain to plain

Not a beggar in all his teain,

Tho poky old pump,

The ugliest stump ;

Onco i3 in ermine from chips to chin,

The other—no lamb can begin

To look 8o warm and soft and full,
Though up to its eyes in wrnnkles of wool,
See old Damo Post with her night-cap on,
Madam Bush in her shawl with the whito
nap on !

Crabbed old Bachelor Hedgo—

Where, now, is hiy prickly cdge$

And scraggy old Gran'sir L'reo,

Shabby as shabby could be,

Tfow ho spreads himsolf in his uniform,
Jlonling it over the cold and the storm !

Sumor?  Oh, yes, I know she will dress
Her dainty dear-dears in loveliness ;

But Winter—The great and suall,

Angelic and ugly, all

Hu tailors g0 tine, you would think cach ono
The grandest persooage under tho sun.

Who is afraid he'll bo bit to death

By & monster that bites with nothing but
breath 7

Thore's move real manhood, thirty to three,

I tho little chicks of 8 chickadee :

Never were werrier creatures than they

When summer is Lundruds of miles away,

Your stay-in-doors, bass-wood splinter

Knows not the first thing about winter.

A fig for your sumuier boys,

They're no whit bettor than toys.

Give mo the chap that will off to town

\Whon the wind is driving the chinney down,

When the bare trecs bond and roar

Liko breakers on tho shore.

luto the enow-drifts, plunged to his knees,—

Yes, in clear up to his cars, if you please,

Ruddy and ready, plucky aud strong,

Pulling his little duck legs along :

‘The road is full, but he's bound to go through

it,

He has basinoss on hand, and is round to do
it

As yonder you sce him, breaking paths for
tho sleighsy,

Su ho 1l be on tho lead to the end of his days:

Quo of Winter's own boys, & hero is he,

Nu bass.wood there, but good hard hickory !

—Jokn Vance Cheney,

A GAME OF MARBLES.

Uxcre James watched the boys as
thoy playod a game of marbles in
front of tho house. At least Ned and
Ilarry wero playing, and talking loudly
sud excitedly, but Will leaned against
the fenco with his hands in his pockets
and & vary discontented look npon his
faco. The boys were 8o eager and in-
terested in their play that they did not
at first notice Uncle James, But as
Harry won the game and atopped to
gather up the marbles ho caught sight
of his uncle,

“Q Unclo James!” he exclaimed,
“this i3 the sixth game I'vo won
straight along.”

“Yes,” said Will, in an aggrieved
tone, “‘and you and Ned have got sall
ny marbles away from me.”

Harry laughed and shook his marble
bag. “I only had five warhles when

“8orry toseo my nephowa gambling,”
gaid Uncle James, quietly.

“Gambling 1 exclaimed Nod, Jook-
ing up from tho ring he was rearrang-
ing ; *“who's gambling 1"

“If Harry strikes a marble to a
certain point, ho {akes that marble,
does he not?” asked Uncle James,
“ Yes, sir; but that isn’t gambling.”
“JIgn't it! What do you think
gambling really is1”

 Why, men put up a lot of monoy,

and tuke chances to win it with cavds
or dice.”

“ And when some boys put up a lot
of marbles, and take chances to win
them away from cach othor, what dp
you call that?”

Will laughed, but Ned and Harry
wero silent.  Uncle James went on.

“If you, Harry, had but five marbles
when you began to plry, and by chanco
have won away all Will's and part of
Ned's, oxcept so far as the value is
concerned you might ag woll have been
playing for money.

“ Gamblers proceed on exactly the
same plan, You boys shoot & marble
to a given point ; the gambler depends
on a certain number on the dico or
cards, The principle is the samu, my
boys, whether you work with marbles
or money, QGames of chanco are
dangerous, however innocently you
may begin.  After you have played
for ‘keops’ in marbles awhile, o gamo
of cards or billiards with a small atako
of monoy may be very apt to follow,
Men rarely become gamblers sll at
once, and many no doubt can traco
their ovil caveer back to even such a
simple beginning as playing marbles
for ‘keeps.’”

Unclo Jaues knew boys too well to
talk any longer ; he turned and went
away.

Ned dug in the ground with his
boot-heol, Will whistled, and Harry
industriously sorted the marbles. He
put usside five, and tossing the rest to
Ned and Wil said,

“ Here, boys, pick out your own.
I'm done gambling if that's what we
wore about,”--Luey Randolpl Fleming.

THE CHORUS OF CHRIS.
TI1ANITY.

I nrymxMBER hearing & story in con-
nection with our battle-ficlds, Oano
weary, dreary night, while our army
was on the eve of a great and important
battle, & soldier paced up and down
bofore the tent of his general. Wearied
with his work, he began to sing half to
himself, “When I can read my title
clear,” After a little his voice grew
louder, and he sang the hymn as though
it were a song of victory. His tones
rang out on the still night air.  After
a little, another soldier, off yonder,
hearing the music, and fascinated by it,
Joined in. There wasa duet. Alittle
longer, and avother voice farther off,
joined, and there was a chorus, and it
was not long beforo the whole army as
far as the mind could reach on either
side, were joining in that wondrous
chorus, and singing in the presence of
the enomy,

*“Whon I can read my titlo clear,
To mansions in the sky.”

Well, brotbren, when I heard the
story, it seemed to me that I could see

in the far-off distanco that wondrous | tear.

carpenter's Son of Nazaroth, standing
alono and singing, “Glory to God
in the highest, and on earth peace
and good will to men.” Afler a
little, twelve disciples took up the
refrain, and joined in the chorus.
After s little longer, in the next
contury, a still larger company gathered
and sang it with all their hearts. In
the next century, & still larger number
added their voices, snd now, after
cighteen hundred yosrs bave gone by,
the music of that wondrous song,

wwhich began with Him who stood in
his father’s workshop, i sung, and

ochoed, and re-echoed the whole wide
world over. It is our revelation from
God, and it is tho impulse that lifts us
all up to God,——Dr. Hepworth,

CURED OF THE TOBACCO
HABIT.

We give the following, suppressing
names and dates, as sn illustration of
the power of roligion to enable a man
to overcomo evil habits,—Eb.

My doar Dr. Withrow,—You will be
glad to hear that your labours are
being blessed of God, and bringing
forth fruit unto righteousness. Tt has
always been a part of my work to try
and persundo my follow-creatures, and
especially  professing Christians, to
abstain, not onmly from intoxicating
drinks, but from tho loathsomo habit
and ugo of that noxious weed tobacco.

In the month of Decomber last
while makipg a circuit-tour and dis.
tributing our valuablo Suuday-school
pericdicals, I got into the company of
tour or five habitual smokors—they had
all been previously spoken to about
their obnoxious practice, but with little
apparent effect ; however, on this oc-
casion anothor attempt was made Lo
accomplish the desired end by reading a
short article in Home and School,
date Nov. 22, entitled ** What the
Tobacco Money Bought.” The reading
of thig article, with an explanation of
their own individual cases, made a
wonderful impression upon them and
finally led them to resolve by the grace
of God, to become abstainers. Siace
that time I have made two visits to
that place, tho last of which was made
a fortnight ago, and [ am happy
 to inform you that each one was still
proving the strength of Divine grace to
enable him to keep his pledge.

About eight months ago threo of
them tried to become abstainers, and
even went a8 far as to break their
pipes otc., but as the resolve was made
in their own strength it proved a
failure. This time they made their
resolution with prayer and said, “ By
the grace of God we will overcome.”

-

A CHILD'S HEART,

TuR other day a curious old woman,
baving a bundle in her hand and walk-
ing with a painful effort, sat down on
a curbstone on Wocdland Avenue to
rest. She was curious because her
garments were neat and clean, though
threadbare, and curious because a
smilo crossed her wrinkled face as
children passed her. It might have
been this smile that atiracted a group
of three littlo ones, the oldest abont nine.
They all stood in & row in front of the
old woman, saying never a word but
watching her face. The smile bright-

faded away, and a corner of the old
calico apron went up to wipe away a

Then the cldest stepped forward and
said, “ Are you sorry because you
haven’t got any children $”

«I—1] hed children once, but they
arc all dead !” whispered the woman,
a gob rising in her throat.

“] am awfully sorry,” said the little
girl, a8 hor own chin quivered. “I'd
give you one of my little brothers hero,
but I ain't got but two, and I don't
believe I'd like to spare ona.”

“Gad bless you, chbild—bless you
forever 1" aobbed the old woman ; and
for a full moment her face was buried

in her apron.

ened, lingered, and then suddenly | go0d

“But I'll tell you what I'll do,”
seriously continued the child; * you
may kiss us all at once ; and if little
Ben isn't afraid you may kiss him four
times ; for ho is just ag sweet a8 candy!”

Pedestrians who saw tho threo well-
dressed children put their arms about
tho strange old woman’s noeck snd kiss
her were greatly puzzled. Thoy don't
know the hearts of children ; and they
did not hear the woman's words as she
rogo to go: “ O children, I'm only a
poor old woman, bolieving I'd nothing
to live for; but you have given me &
lighter heart than I've had for ten
long years.”— Detroit I'res Press.

4@+

TWO CENTS A WEEK.

‘" WO cents a week,” tho Master asks
From every loving daughter’shands:
Two cents a rweek, to tell his love
And teach his word in foreign lands,

¢ Two conts a week,” to place ajar
The gates of mercy, high and broad,
T'wo conts a weck, to spread alar
Tho knowledgo of our risen Lord.

** Two cents a weok,” O preeious thought !
May savo sonie soul from deathand hell ;
Two cents a week, from my poor purse,
May teach some tongue his lovo to toll,

¢ Two cents a week,” may send a blaze
Of gospel light o'er India’s plains,
Two conts & weok may free a raco
For ages bound by error's chains,

“ Two cents a week,” from Chiua’s shore,
We catch the cr{; and hear the plea;
Two cents a week, a few years more,
Aud struggling China shall be free.

¢ Two cents a week," may wake the note
Of Zion's song in far Japan. .
Two cents a woek, O blessed Christ,
May tell of all thy love to man.

.

“ RELEASED."

FIrTEEN years beforo Mrs, Wesloy's
death she wrote thus to hor son John :

“You did well to correct that fond
desire of dying bofore me, since you
do not know what work God may have
for you to do ere you laave the world.
Besides, I ought surely to go to rest
before you, It is what 1 have often
desired of the children, that they would
not weep at our parting, and so make
death moro uncomfortable than it
would otherwise be to me."

‘When she camo to her last hours she
made this request:

¢ Children, as soon as I am released,
sing a psalm of praise to God t”

Released! is the simple but grand
idea of Mrs. Wesley's mind just before
the clay tencment is vacated. Re-
leased ! the bondage of the soul ended,
and freed to wing its way to the
presence of God in heaven ! As soon as
1t i8 released, sing praise to God! See
how a Christian can die.

The character and memory of this
mother are precious to thousands
all the world over. Dr. Adam Clarke,
in summing up the incidents of her
life, says :

Y have been acquainted with many
pious femalea; I have read the lives of
others ; but such a woman, take her
for all in all, 1 have not heard of, I
have not read of, nor with her equal
have been acquainted. Such a one
Solomon has described at the end of
his proverbs ; and, adapting his words,
I can gay, ¢ Many daughters have done
virtuously, but Susanna Wesley has
excelled them all’”—Memoirs of the
Wesley Family. .

ORILDREX have more need of models

than of critics,
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GATHERING THEM IN,

WAS nigh to a bar, that had long been
madse,
Teaned a rum-seller old in the liquor-trade ;
His work was done, and he paused to count
The receipts of the day—a large amount.
A relic of jolly old toper was he,
‘And his hair was as white as the foam of the

sea ;

And these words came forth with the fumes
of gin : .

T gather them in, I gather them in,

¢ ] gather them in, both old and young ;
To my den of death they go and come—
Some to the scaffold, some to the grave,
Some to the prison, out none I save.
Come father, mother, daunghter, son—
All I will ruin, one by one. )
With my rum or whiskey, brandy or gin ;
1 gather them in, I gather them in

¢¢] gather them in to a life of shame ;

1 blast the fairest honoured name ;

Make widows and orphans to cry and moan
At the foot of old King Alcohol’s throne.

The highest or lowest, [ don’t care which,
Will soon find their level in a common ditch ;
The law protects me, and it is no sin;

I gather them in, I gather them in.” -

The old man ceased as he closed his till ;

Soon all was dark and gloomy and still ;

And I said to myself, as he went to his rest,

“Can it be that humanity dwells in your

. breast ?

Man may forgive you, but God never will.

Though your ill-gotten gains foot the minis-
ter’s bill,

And his voice will be heard o’er the last
trumpet’s din,

Hell gathers you in, hell gathers you in.”

————

A TOUCHING INCIDENT.

Tae still form of a little boy lay in
the coffin, surrounded by mourning
friends. A masoncame into the room
and asked to look at the lovely face.

“«You wonder that I care so much,”
he said, as the tears rolled down his
cheeks ; “ but your boy was a messen-
ger of God tc me. One time I was
coming down by a long ladder from a
very high roof, and found your little
boy standing close beside me when I
reached the ground. He looked up in
my face with childish wonder, and
asked, frankly, ‘¢ Weren't you afraid
of faliing when you were up so high ¥’
And before I had time to answer, he
said, ¢ Ah, I know you were not afraid
—jyou had tad your prayers this morn-
ing before you began your work’ I

.bad not prayed ; but I never forgot to
pray from that time to this, and by
God’s blessing I never will.”

-
TWO SMART GIRLS,

A LoNe time ago, in the Indian
country, two little girls slipped away
from the fort, and went down into a
holiow to pick berries, It was Emma,
a girl of seven years, with Bessie, her
sister, not yet six.

All at once the sun flashed on some-
thing bright, and Emma knew that
the pretty painted things she had seen
crawling among the bushes must be
hostile Indians with gleaming weapons
in their hands. She did not cry out,
nor in any way let them know that
she had seen them, But she locked
all about, saw that some of the creep-
ing Indians were already between her
and the fort, and went on picking
berries as befcre. Soon she called aloud
to Bessie with a steady voice, “ Don’t
you think its going torain$” So they
both turned and walked toward the
fort. They reached the tall grass, and
suddenly Emma dropped to the ground,
pulling down Bessie too. “ What are
you looking for?” asked the little
sister, in surprise. Then Emma whis-
pered to Bessie, and both stole silently

9.

and quickly on hands and knees
through the long grass until they came
to the road, when they started up, ran
swiftly to the fort, dashed through the
entrance, and had the gate safely
closed behind them ! Those girls are
quite old now, but they remember
very well the day they saved them-
selves, the fort, which their father
commanded, and the soldiers and other
people in it besides.—St Nicholas.

FISHING IN LAPLAND.

THE water i8 very clear at Ham-
merfest, in Lapland ; you may see
everything that goes on among the
fish, A few feet down you may see
the young cod snapping at your hook,
if you have one; a little lower down
the coal fish, and the huge plaice and
halibut on the white sand at the bot-
tom ; in other places the star-fish, as
large as a plate, and purple and green
shell fish of all sizes. *The plaice is
taken in the following manner:

In calm weather the fisherman takes
a strong, fine cord, to which he has
fastened a heavy spear head, like a
whale harpoon. This he holds ready
over the bow of the boat, while an-
other person paddles it forward slowly.
When the fish is seen at the bottom
the boat is atopped and the harpoon is
suddenly dropped upon him, and th:s
the fish is caught. In two hours the
fisherman will get a boat-load. The
halibut are caught with hooks. They
sometimes weigh 500 pounds, and if
drawn up carelessly will overturn the
boat. ‘

In many of the mountainous dis-
tricts the rivers swarm with trout, the
habit of which is to conceal themselves
beneath the boulder-rocks in the bed
of the stream, venturing out to feed
only at night, Men each with a heavy
hammer will enter these waters and
strike one or two blows on the stones,
when the fish run from their lurking
places partly stunned, dnd are easily
caught.

THANKFULNESS.

Saip a very old map, “Some folks
are slways complaining about the
weather, but I sm very thankful when
I wake up in the morning and find
any weather at al.” We may smile
at the simplicity ot the old man, but
still his language indicates a spirit that
contributes much to calm and peaceful
life, It is better and wiser to cultivate
that spirit than to be always complain-
ing of things as we are. Be thankful
tor such mercies a8 you have, and if
God seed it will be for your good and
his glory, he will give you many more.
At least, do not make yourself and
others unhappy by your ingratitude
and complaints.—The Presbyterian.

LESSON NOTES.

A.D. 68] LESSON X. [June 7.
GOD’S MESSAGE BY HIS 8ON.
Heb. 1,1-.8; 8. 1-4. G'ommit‘tomem. vs, 1, 1-8.
GoLpEN TEXT.

How shall we escape if we neglect so great
salvation f Heb. 2. 8.

OUTLINE.

1. The Divine Saviour, oh. 1, 1-8.
2. The great Salvation, ch. 2. 1-4.
Tiuz.—It is not known certainly when
nor by whom this epistle was written, but it
was perhaps about A.D. 68, scon after the
death of Paul.
PraoE.—Unknown.
EXPLANATIONS.-Divers manners—In many

ways—(a) The audible voice ; (b) the writing
on the stone tables ; (c) in dreams and visions ;
(d)in parables etc. Brightness of his (Father's)
glory—The effulgence of the divine m}iesty.
Express image—The exact i of his
substance or essence. The word character
properly signifies the die used in coining.
Flame of fire—Quick and bright as the light-
ning.  Slp—The allusion is to a leaky
vessel into which water has been poured, but
from which it glides away, as it were, unper-
ceived. Siyns—That is, miraculous works as
evidence, Wonders—Considered as the canse
of terror, amazement, etc. Divers miracles—
General term applicable to many exercises of
divine influence @ifts—Qualities imparted
by the Spirit, fitting men for special duties.

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON..

Where in this lesson do we find—
1. The divine declaration of salvation ?
2. The divine author of salvation {
3. The danger of neglecting salvation

THEE LESsON CATECHISM.

1, How did God speak to his people in
time past ¢ ¢ By the prophets.” 2. After-
ward how did he speak to them? ‘‘ By his
Son.” 3. What is the sceptre of Christ's
kingdom? ‘A sceptre of righteousness”
4. What should we go lest at any time we
should let slip the things we have heard?
Give them earnest heed.

DocrriNaL SucersTioN.—The divinity of
Christ.

CATECHISM QUESTIONS.

13. What precepts for parents and chil-
dren?

Ephesians vi. 4; Ephesians vi. 1.

14, What precepts for masters and ser-
vants? 1 Peter ii. 18; Colossians iv. 1;
Titus ii. 9. 10.

A.D. 68.] LESSON XI [June 14.
THE PRIESTHOOD OF CHRIST.

Heb. 9. 1-12.  Commit to memory vs, 11-12.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Wherefore he is able to save them to the
uttermost that come unto God by him,
seeing he ever liveth to make intercession for
them. Heb. 7. 25.

OUTLINE.

1. The Tabernacle, v. 1-5.
2. The Priest, v, 6-10.
3. The Christ, v. 11, 12,

TiME, PLACE.—See Lesson X,

ExrLaNATIONS — Ordinance — Ceremonies
of worship. Worldly sanctuary—The taber-
naele, so called because’made by men’s hands
and of perishable materials,  The first—The
first apartment ; the holy place ; and beyond
the vail the holy of holies. Thus ordained—
That is, set in due order.  Priests . . . high-
priest—A contrast between the many offerings
of the many priests and the one offering ot
the one priest. Reformation—The time of
straightening up, when vital and spiritual
worship should take the place of forms.
Qood things—Fuller light, removal of the
yoke of ceremonial bondage, and blessings of
the spirit.  Perfect tabernacle—This probably
refers to the human nature of Jesus, (chap.
10. 20,) while chap. 8. 2 seems to point to
heaven. Some understand the holy place to
prefigure the body of Jesus and the holy of
holies to refer to the heavens.

TEACHINGS OF THE LEssON,

‘Where in this lesson are we taught—
1. That there must be atonement for sin?
2. That the sinner cannot atone for himself
3. That Jesus Christ has made a complete
atonement for all sin ¢

Tae LEessoN CATECHISM.

1. Under the old dispensation, who were
allowed to enter the first tabernacle} The
priests. 2. Who were allowed to enter the
second? The chief priests once a year.
3, What did the chief priests do in the
second tabernacle? Offered blood for himself
and the people. 4. What has Christ ob-
tained for us? Eternal redemption. 5. How
did he obtain this? ¢ By his own blood.”

DoorriNAL SUc6ESTION.—The intercession
of Christ.

CATECHISM QUERSTIONS.

15. What does it teach about obedience to
magistrates and servants§

Romans xiii. 1; 1 Peter ii. 17. -

16. How are we taught to behave to minis-
ters of the gospel ¥ Hebrews xiii. 17.

[1 Thessalonians v. 13, 13.]
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(T'o be continued.)

THROUGH THE

DARK GONTINENT;

Or, THE SOURCES OF THE NILE,

Around the Great Lakes of Equatorial
and down the Livingstone River to the
Atlantic Ocean.

By HENRY M. STANLEY.
Abriged from the

Mﬂu

Origional
Volumes.
75 Beautiful Illustrations. 12mo. cloth, 312pp. $1.00

A larger edition of this book, $1.60.
For deep dramatic interest we know of nothing in
the whole range of modern travel equalling the scenes
here described,—Daily News, London,

Edition in Two

AUTHORIZED COPYRIGHT EDITION.

LIFB OF

R.E, C.B
With a Portrait on the Title Page.

By CHARLES H. ALLEN, F.R.G.S.

Becretary of the British and Foresgn Anti-
Slavery Society.

Price 5 cents,

post free

Over 300,000 copies of this life of “ Chinese ”
Gordon, by Mr. Allen, were 50ld in England in a
very short time.

OUR MISCELLANEOUS BOOKS

At 5c., 10c., 12¢., 15c., 25¢., 30¢,, 35¢., 50c.
750, 90., and $1.00, otc', SUITABLE "
for LIBRARIES, PRIZES or RE.
WARDS,. are NEW and CARE-
FULLY SELECTED from
the best Pllbllshing
Housesin England
and the United
“ States,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

78 & 80 KiNe Br. East, ToRONTO.
O. W. OOATES, Montreal. | 8, F, HUESTIS, Halifax,




