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The Najl Marks, | It you are to ho spir lle.shanked or ’ And 80 he did; for he became the

THrrE was ones o littlo boy, whe, | dumpy, the stretsh or the squat will
liks uil other children, had somo bad | have bogun to grow op you. A great
abits.  His good father was trying to | vritor, who has had much to do in

|

| nobody could tell when ho would make

famous Gereral Biuer, i an attack with his red-shirted soldiera ;
A wonsn fell off a dock in [taly. | 87 indiscreot sometimes as to make his

She way fat aod frightenrd. No onw | fellow.patriots wish he was in Guines,

of a crowd of men dared

‘8lp him correot them, and at length
Hiought of a plan,

“Johnnie,” said e, “supposing every

educating boye, says: “The Jatter lifo
of & man is much more like what he
way at school than what he was [at

jump in after | but aleo so brave and magnanimevs
her; bhut a hoy s'ruck the water almost | that all the world, excopl tyrants,
a9 goon a8 she, and managed to keep ! loved to hear and talk about him,

A boy used to orush the flowers to
got their colour, and psinted the
white side of his father's cottage in
the Tyrol with all sorts of pictures,
which the mountaineers gaped at
a8 wonderful. This was the great
artist, Titian,

An old pninter watched a littlo
fellow, who amused himself making
drawings cn his pots and brnshes,
eagel and stool, and said: “That
boy wili beat me one day.” So
he did, for he was Michael Angelo,

A German boy was reading a
blood-and-thunder novel. Right
in the midst of it he safd to him-
eelf: # Now, this will neverdo, I
get too much excited over it. I
can’t study so well after it. So
here goes !” and he flung the book
into the river. He was Fichte,
the great German philosopher,

There was & New England boy,
who built himsslf a beoth down at
the rear of his fathers faim, in a
swamp, where neither the boys nor
the cows would distarb him, There
he read heavy bocks like Locke
“On the Human Underatanding,”
wrote compositions, watched the
balancing of the clouds, revelled in
the orash and the flash of the
storm, and tried to feel the near-
ners of God who made all things,
Heo was Jonathan Edwards,

ne you are disobedient, or get angr,
9¢ say any naughty word, wo ahonld
fitvo w nail into the door of the
$¥codsbod 1
w4 Well,” said Johnnie; ¢ that
“will make me think, won't it1”
.« Tho door began to fill up protty
{hat, and Johnnio folt vary badly
‘ghout 1,
- ¢ Now,” eaid his father, ¢let ug
11 iy another plan.  Every day that
-] Jou are obedient and truthful and
i End, we will draw a nsil out,”

This plan worked charmingly,
for it is a great deal better to try
to be good, than to be merely
watching and marking ourselves
ftr being naughty.  By-and-by
svory nail was out, but Johnnie
stood looking at the door with a
very sad lace.

#“Why do you look so unhappyt”
mid his father; “are you not glad
the nails are out? ’

i ‘ Oh yes, sir,” answered Johnnie,
1] “but tho marks are there.”

! heard a gentlernan speak in a
veting a little while ago. Hoe
hid been o wretched drunkard for
¥ 11 thirty years, but now is saved
E (f throvgh Christ, and for the lawt
| three - ears has been going about
2 | towarn pecple agatnat strong drink,
| ['sv 1 to tell thera how they too can
be .ved. * Little boys,” he gaid,
“don't do as I have done. God
has forgiven, I hope, all the rins of
thcee dreadful years. and has
blotted them out of the book of His
rememance, But I can't forget
t em; the scars are still thore,”

let us ssk the dear Saviour to
ke'p us from sin, that there may
be no scars in memory and con.
science, to muke us sorry all our
lives,

college,” w4 4 her up until stronger hands got hold of |

i

—— -

Look at the spectacle! In this
last quarter of the ninoteenth
contury, under a Ohristian civiliza-
tion, we have a gigsntic ryndicate
for the premotion of alcoholism.,
I¢ consists of the brewers, distillers
and dealers to the number of 202,-
262, united by a8 common in‘erest
and by formal orgsnization, This
syndicate commands a capital esti-
mated at $1 200,000—invested in
brewerfes, distilleries, and dram-
shops altogether constituting an
enormaous machinery fox the manu-
facture, ealo snd supply of poiscned
drinks. The results are that gome-
where from 50 000 to 745 000 citi-
her. Everybody said the boy was very zens are wmurdered every year—Na-
daring, very kind, very quiok, but alro | tional Prokibition C mmittes.
very reckless, for he might have been
drowned. That boy was Garibaldi;
and if you will read his lite, you will | “ Dearm snd drink-draining are cear
find that thess were just his traits all { neightours," says an old Scotch pro-
through—that ho was so alert that| verb,

Y,

For the Boys.

Dr. Luprow, in the Sunday-
School Times, says: A portrait
jamter once told me that the
picture of a child younger {han
twelve would nat be apt to look
like Jim an he became a man;
but that one taken after that age,
won'd show the settled outline of
teatn-on which ¢ven the wrinkles of
*W ays would not crowd ont,  Your
physician will tell you that about that
A tame time the body too gets into shape.

THE NAIL

MARKS

A Swedish boy, a tough little knot,
foll out of the window, and was
geverely hurt; but with clenchod lips
he held back the orv of pain, The
king, Glustavus Adolphus, who saw
him fall, prophesied tha+ that boy
would make 8 man for an emergenay.




162

BHOMNM AND HOHOOL.

r—

Homao Pictures,

Tox most entrancing plotures
Not framos expensive hold,
'Neath handeome, frescoed veilinga
‘That gleam in blue and gold.
Thog'ro not ths dearest pictures
That hang in hallx of art —
The desrest, brightest plctures
Are picturea of the heart.

We sos tho humblo cottage,
As o'er the the rails we whirl,
And aoftly from the chimney
The lilac amoke-wreaths curl
Wa seo the patient farmer,
Who plows the furrow long,
His features full of sunshine,
Hia bosom full of song,

Wao see the good dame rocking,
While sunbeams ’round her smile,
Her knitting-noedles flashing
Unceasingly the while,
Wo sce about her romping
And laughing till they’re sore,
The ohildren with thelr playthings
Upon the well-swept fioor,

Wae soe beneath the rafter
The cheery ember & glow,
Which makes it sweet to listen
To winds that ﬁercely blow.
We seo the kappy spaniel
About the kitchen room,
And, hanging o'er tho mantel,
The logend, **Home, Sweet Home,"

Wo seo the purring tabby
Run up against the chair;
Wae sce the ri%ht rag-carpet
That blooms like a parterre.
And Molly in the kitchen,
So busy making bread,
And tempting pies arrangin
On white shelves overhead.

Thene are the tender pictures
That ever we adore,
And in our dreaming moments
Delight to linger o'er, .
Thexe pictures from us never
Can utterly depart—
Thews scenes of home are always
Reflgeted in the heart,

BARBARA HECK,

4 S8TORY OF THE POUNDING OF
UPFPER CANADA,

BY THX ETZITOR,
OHAPTERXIV.—A HOVE SPRINGS up,

Tae early Methodist preschers not
only proclaimed their glad evangel in
the woods, in the bighway, in barns,
snd wherever an opportunity ocourred ;
they also visited diligently from house
to house, seeking by their godly counsel
and prayers to deopen the impressions
of their public ministry, The house of
Oolonel Pemberton was not overlooked
by either William Losce or Darius
Dunham in these visitation, Although
the gallant Colonel bore little love to
the Methodiat itinerants, atill his Vir.
ginian hospitality and his inatincts g &
gentleman made bim give them a sort
of constrained welcome to hig house,
The Methodist preachers, moreover,
felt it their duty to go not merely
where they found a oordial reception,
but wherever they had an opportunity
to speak a word for their Magter, They
had also additional reasons for visiting
the Pemberton mansion, as from itg
fize it was nerally called in the
neighbon:hooc{° Mrs, Pemberton, al-
though not a Methodist, wag g, saintly

soul of deetp religious experience, and
the visits of theee godly men, and any

tidinge they conld bring of hor wander.
ing boy—exiled from his father’s house
—wad welcome as water to thiraty lips,

Miss Blanche Pemberton, too, the
Colonel's only daughter, exerted a
powerful attraction over both of these
homeless, wandering men, To & face
aud form of great personal beauty she
added a ocultivated understanding and
» character made up of a strange blend-

ing of her father's high apirit and her
mothor’s gentlencss of digposition and
spirituality of mind. Hor baptismal
nameo wag cortainly a misnomer, for
the warm blood of the South mantled
in bor ducky clcek, s its fires glum.
bered in her deep dark oves, muking
one feel that notwithstanding the seom-
ing langour of hor wanner, thore was
in her abundant energy of character if
it were only aroused, She possessed
groat keenness of percoption and a readi.
ness of expression, and had enjoyed a
rangs of reading wncommon in thsg
day, that made her company a rich
delizht to both of these Methodiat
itinerants, Neithor droamed at tho
time of being the rival of the other in
socking tho affections of the 'ady, for
neithor had a home to offor, and ncither
thought of asking the delicate’y nur-
tured girl to leave her father's comfort-
able house and share their wanderings
in the wilderness,

The exigencies of the itineracy now
sent Losee to a distant part of the
Province on the lower St. Lawronce.
Mr. Dunham, during his periodical
returns to the deck Settloment, felt
the spell of the fair Blanche's attrac-
ti ns, and as often as duty would
permil, sought her soclety, The young
lady, too, found in his presence
and conversation a pleasure different
from any experienced in the rustic
community of the neighbourhood.
Elder Dunham, & man of very superior
parts, and of a natural eloquenco of
expression, had cultivated his powers by
a considerable amount of resding, and
by extensive travel and intercourse with
many minds of d ferent walks and
ranks of lifo, Huwanity, after all, is
the grandest book, ¢ The proper study
of mavkind is man,” and no study will
80 ou‘tivate one's powers and increase
one's ¢fliciency as a loader and teacher
of his fellow-men, ;

The habit of introspection and self-
examinationg of the early Methodists
soon revealed to Elder Dunbam the
true state of his feelings towards tao
fair Blanche Pemberton. Like an
honourable man, he at once declared
his gentiments to her parents, From
her mother he received, it not encour-
agement, at least tacit approval,

“I would never attempt to coerce
my daughter’s affections,” she said, for
she was not without a ve'n of tender
romance in her gentle nature, ¢ Her
heart is a woman’s kingdom, which
she must rule for herself. Hor all of
happiness for time and often for
eternity is at stake, and she must
decide for herself.” -

“'Tis all I wish, my dear madam,”
said the preacher with effusion ; and
then with that proud humility which
every true man feels in comparison
with the womsn whom ke loves, he
went on, “I know I am unworthy of
her, and have nothing to offer for the
priceless gift of her love but & heart
that will never fail in its devotion,”
“No woman can have more,” gaid
the wise mother, “and I desire for hop
no greater happiness than the lave of o
true and loyal heart,”
From the father,
proacher met a very
ception,

“What! was it

however, the
different  ye-

not enough to steal
from me my son, without trying to
take my daughter also! No, sir, I
will not give my consent, and I forbid
the girl thinking of such 2 thing, or

indeed seeing you at all unless you give
your word of honour that you will not

bzoach such a preposterous idea,”

Now, no men likw to have the
homnge of hix hestt treated ax a preo-
posteroun fdea. Novertholess, Blder
D .nham, with an « flort, restrained his
feolings and calmly answerel .

“1 can give no wuch prominy, sir;
and T tell you frankly, I shwll foel at
pexfect liborty to win yonr daugiter's
heart and hand if [ can.”

“What ! will you beard me to my
vory face?” evelnimed the oholorio old
gentloman,  “I'll keep the girl under
lock and key, if fies ssary, to provent
her linking her fortun:s with & wandor-
ing ocircnit rider, without house or
home,”

“God will provide us both in Hia
own god time,” said the preach r,
devoutly ; * and consider, sir, you may
be frustiating your daughter’s happiness
as well as mine,”

“B'anche has too much of hm
fathor's npirit,” gaid the old man
haughtily, ¢ to degrado hersolf-—excuse
me, sir—to degrade heisolf to such a
lackland marriage.”

“Miss Pomberton will aover do
aught that will misbocome her fathor's
daughter ; of that you may be sure,”
said tho preacher, with a hectic spot
burning in his cheok, and bowing
st.fil+ he left the house,

Elder Dunham was not the man to
give up his quest for such a ropulse rs
this, especially with such an obj et in
view. Novertheless he was ¢ usidor-
ably embarrassed, His sonte of por-
sonal dignity and propriety would n t
allow him to enter a house in which
such words had been addressed him ag
thoss which fell, like molten lead, from
the lips of the angry Colonel. He was
a man of too high honour to attempt a
olandestine intercourse or aven inter-
view, What should he do? Ho did
not wish to make Biancho's mother a
mediatrix against her husband’s wishes,

Yet it was at least right that Blanche hi

should know definitely his feolings, of
which he had not previously ventured
to speak to her. He determined to
writs a full, f ank letter, avowing his
love, recounting her father's objectiona
to hia suit, and expressing his confiden :e
that God would give 1 smile and
blessing to their union in His own
good time,

“I do not ask you for an answer
now,” the letter ended, ¢ Wait, reflect,
ask guidance.from on high. The way
will open if it be God s will, and I feel
sure it is, I will have patience 3 Thave
faith,”

This letter is enclosed, unsealed, in
& note to her mother, requesting her to
read it and then hand it to her daughter

This letter, without opening it, Mrs,
Pemberton han ied to Blanche, suying :
“ Daughter, if this be, ag I suspect, the
offor of & good man’s love, take counsel
of God and of your own heart, and ruay
both guide you aright,”

In less than an hour Blanche came
out of her little private room witn a
new light in ber eyes, and a nobler
bearing in her gait.  Jncedis 7eging—
the walked & queen, crowned with the
noblest wreath that woman’s brow can
wear-—the love and homage of a true.
hearted man,

‘ Mother, I have loved him long,”
she said, and she flung herself upor cnat
tender bos m which all her life long
had throbbed only with truest, fondest
mother love,

“God bless you,
whispered the mother through her
toars, ag ghe fervently kissed her
daughter’s forehead, and pressed her
to her heart.

my  darling,”

Fuw wotds worn g oken; no o
thore need.  There ir? 8 Ml ney ;,:,J:H
vlequent than sperch,  "Phyi, vpinlg’
wera in full aco rd, and DOVUE way 1h,
sympathy betwoon their Lo, 4
nirong, wo full and fren ag when b,
nature derponing, well-like, clear- 4,
daughter sat at ber, mothe's feet, g
longer a light-hearted girl, *ip ma‘ldxu
meditation faney freo,"—hat B Womay
dowered with lifo's richest Bift —the
love of & truo and loyal heart, 'y Wpy
mothexr ! happy child] who cach inso g
an_hour enjoy the fullegt contidenc,
and sympathy of the other,

“ Well, what answer ghull | Bond |
arked the mother with a smilo,

“Ouly this,” said Blancko, hand,
her mothor her Bible—g da nty volv- 4
bound in purple velvet, with g len
clasps—n birthday presont from her
mother in the happy daye bo 0.0 thy
cruel war. “Oply this, Ko wiil
understand,  We must wait till G 4
shall eprn our way,”

“Ba brave, my «hild ; be patient, be
true, aud all will bo well,”

Alhough Elder Dunham had not
asked an sniwer, and hardly expected
'no, yot ho paced up and down, inno
small perturbation, the little room i
:he hospi able homo of Paul and
Burbara Heck which thoy designated
“tho prophet's chamber,” and wbizh
was et apart for the use of the travel.
ling preacher. He tried to read, he
triod,to write, but in vain; ho could
fix his mind on nothing, and his norvous
agitation found relief only in a hurriod
and impatient pacing up ‘and down the
floor,

“What is tho matter with the
preachor to-day I wond r?” ssid Dame
Barbara to goodman Paul, # He never
went on like hat afore.”

“ Ho has som’mat on his mind, you
may be sure, Perhaps hes waking up

ig sermon. A rare good one i¢ will be,
I doubt not,” said Paul,

“Ihope he is not ill, posr man. I
noticed he lnoked pale when he came
in)’ replied Dame Barbars,

It she could have acen him s fow
minutes later, a8 he opened tho small
package brought him by & messengr
fiom tho Pemberton furam, sno weuld
have been relieved of all anxiety ag to
his well-boing of body or of mind. As
Lo unfolded tho dainty parcel, ho
observed a loaf turned sand t1o Bitlo
opened of itself at the book of R ith.
A special maik on the margin celiod
his attention t> the 16 h and 17 h
verses of the first ohupter, Not &
written line but those pencil marks
with the initials “B, P,” mado him
the happiest of men as he read tho
touching declaration ; * Whither thou
goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest,
I will lodge: thy people shail be my
people, and thy God my lod: where
thou diest will I die, and there will I be
buried ; the Lord do soto me, and more
also, if aught but death part theo snd
me.” He raised the sweet words to his
lips, then pressod the book to his heart,
and said with all the solemnity of an
oath—“The Ld do so to me, and
more also, if I be not worthy of such
love,”

OHAPTER XV.—A BLESSING IN
DISGUISE.

The call of duty summoned the zoal-
ous itinerant to vhe turthest end ot the
vast circuit, But ag he rode through
the miry forest trail—marked out by
the “bl z6” upon the trunks of tho

trees—he folt no sense of loneliness,

ALk
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for & fair preronce sevmed over to
Inighten his path, and & roft veien
reemed over to whisper in hig 6ar,
¢ Whither thou goust, I will %0 ; where
houn Jodgost, ¥ will lodge.” Ile cherish.
«d the sweel thought in his roul, and
wog intpirod thereby to loftier faith,
«nd g andor courag~, and sublimer
jatience, ard into ser zeal. And he
td need of all,  Tor weary weoks ho
vecoived 1o sign nor token, no word of
¢ mwunication from the objsot of his
heart’s devotion. Whon he preached
st “The Heok 8 ttlement,” avery
member of the gquire’s houschold was
ccnspicuously absont except the faithful
tHacks, who, though the slaves of an
carthly master, rejoiced in the liberte
whorcwith Christ makes his own people
froe,

“The fquire takes on powerful bad

raid gordman Paul Heck one day, “ He
kind o spites me, too, for lending him
the colt, But right is right, and if it
wag to do I'd do it aga n,”

“Ho nexd not be so bitter,” gaid
Dame Barbara, “He won't oven let
his wife or yaughter attend the preach-
ing any more. He minds me of these
thut shut up the kingdom of heaven
against men, who veithor go in shem
golves nor suffer them that rre entoring
to go in, What can he oxpect for
hardening his heart sg.mst God but a
judgment like that which befell Paa.
raoh §" .

And beforo long an aflliction which
the pious Barbara rocognz:d as a
| “judgwent” did befull the proud
Colonel, which humbled his stubborn
heurt beneuth the mighty hand of God

| Onoe day lato in November he was with

bis hired mon rafiing timber down the
river for  barn which he proposed
framing during the winter, By an in-
adverwence of the man who was steering,
the raft wag driven by the rapid curront
upon a sunken 10ck and kunocked to
pPleces. It was near the shoro, 80 they
all got safo to land without mwuch
trouvle ; but the immersion in the coid
wa or after having beon over-heates
by exerise, brought on » severs attack
of theuwatism upon which supo veneu
8 fovor of a t,phoid type. The old
genteman was at firsb very irascible
under the exoruciwing agonies which
racked his frame. Bt the patient and
loving attentions of his wife and
daughter, who min stered iike angels
beside his couch of pamn, sscmed to
work a wondrous change in his natu e,

“You make me ashamed of myself,
my patient Guistlim,’ he said one day
to his wife, who watched with unwearie
luve the long night through beside him,
“l1 am a great frotful baby, yet you
nu:ge me s tenderty as & mother hor
firgt-born,”

“You are more than a firat-born to
me,” she #.id, laying her haud in a so't
caress upon his brow, I{e caught her
hand and pressed it to his feverish lips,
and ghe fe.t & hot tear of compuno ion
fall upon is,

“ 1 ve used you shamefully,” he said,
“ Will you forgive me? And I hope
Gos wiil forgive me too. You shadl
worship Him as y ou please henc forth.”

The faithful soul rejuiced with a
groat joy, remembering the words, « For
wha, knowest thou, O wife! whether
thou shalt save thy husband?” and
said gofuly, “Let us worship Him to-
gother, my heloved ;" and kneeling by
his stdo she lifted up her heart and
voice in fervent, tremulous prayer to
God. Her husband's hand lay like a
benedicton on her brow, and their

abour his won joining the Methodists,”

8pirits urow cluser together thun at any
time singo ber firat-horn gon—her to.
loved Reginald--had been driven from
his fathor's houan,

The next day, ag Blancho sat by hor
father'sside, be said abruptly: “Blanche,
gend for your brothor.”

“Oh, father! ron are so good, so
kind1* sho eried, as ohe flung her armsg
around hid neok, ““ I will send this very
dsy, but it may be a woek hofore ho
can gomse,"

“I am not good, child, nor kind,
but, God helping me, I'1l try to be 8,
falterod tho old man 88 with feoble
hand he carcgsed her brow.

Taat nigh a joyful surprise awalted
them all. The tary nigit-fall came
dsrk and cloudy; the wind moaned
through the surrounding forest, and
whintd hke a houtcle.s hound about
the door. 'The rain drove in pattering
gusts againet the windo~ pines, The
fire flshed and flickered and roared up
the ch.mney threat, A wistful 1 ok
was in tho eyes of the rick man, which
s-ewed a 1 the darker by contra t wita
his pallid brow and smowy hair; and
the muan and roar of the wind over
the chimney-top eeemed to troub.e his
mind, Was he thisking of his wander-
ing buy whom he hud driven into the
storray wer.d from the shelter of hiy
tuthor's house? Suddenly there was a
quick yolp, a8 ot recognition, of the
house dug, and a stamping of feet in
the outer porch, B snche sprang to
the door and flung it wide open, and
thero, with the rain drpping fiom his
groat friexs ooat, stood the object of his
father’s anxious thoughts, and of his
mother’s constant prayers, Fiinging
asi o his coat, atter a hurried embrase
of his mother snd eister, ho thiew him
solf on his knees at his futuer’s bedside,
«xclaim ng in a voicoshaken by emo fon:

¢ F.ther, I couldn’t stay when I
heard you were ill. Take off my sen-
tence of bani.hwent, Lot mo csme
back to help nuise you,” and he gaxed
eagerly and wih a look ot iuteuses,
aftectron in his f.ther's face,

** Welcome, my son, thrice welcome
to your father's house and to your
fathers hearc, Yorgive me, as I trust
God hae forgiven me My cup ot juy
iz full I am bapp er, with all thuse
pwing, thuu 1 ever was in m life ”

And very happy they all were, as
the flames leaped and roared up .he
wide throated chimn y as if in sym-
pathetic joy. In the few months of
his absence R:gin Id seemod to have
changed from a boy to a man, A
stamp of deeper thought was on his
face, a decpor tone was in his voice, a
graver air marked his mien, And as
he sat be.ween his mother and sis er
in the glancing fircligho he sxh.bited a
chivairous tenderness to the one and a
foad adection {or the other that bright-
ened into munly beauty his weathcr-
brovz d coun:ena. ce,

¢Thank God,” said the Qclonel
devoutly, “ for the ailliction that muken
ug once more & unied family, He
has d.alt with me in meroy, not in
anger, and the chasienings of His hand
are blessings in disguise.”

-

A Wise Rerry,—One day John
Newton was asked what he thought
about the origin of sin, e replied : I
never think about it, I know there is
such a thing as sinin the world, and I
know there iz & remecdy for it; and
there my knowledge beging, and there
my knowledge ends.”

The Yonr's Twelvo Children,

JANDARY, worn and gray,

Ltko an old pilgriio by the wa )
Watches the snow, and shivering sighs
An tan wild curlew "round hiin flies,
Or huddled underncath  thorn,

Sety praying for the singering morn,

Fobruary, bluff and cold,

O'cr furrows striding scorns the cold,
And with his horses two abreast
Makes the keen plow do his bohest,

Rough March comes blustering down the

108
In hie wr&thy hand the oxen goad ;
Or, with & rough and asgry haste,
Scatters the seedn o’or tho dark waste,

April, a child, half tears half amlles,
Tripa full of }Httle playful wilss ;

And laughing, *neath her rainbow hood.
Seoks tue wild violets in the wood.

Say, the bright maiden, singing goes,
‘o whore the snowy hawthorn blews.

Watching the lamby leap in tho dells,

List’niug the simplo viliags bells,

Juno, with mower's scarlet face,

Moves o'er the clover fleid apace,

And fasy his cresent scythe sweeps on
Q'r apots from whence the lark has flown,

July, the farmer, happy fellow,
Lnughs to seo the corn grow yollow ;
The heavy grain he tosses up

I'rom his right hand as from a cup.

August, the renlpe‘rt, cleaves his way,
Through the golden waves at break of day,
Or in his waggon, piled with corn,

At sunset hame is proudly borne,

Septombét, with his baying hound,
Lewps fence and pail at every bound,
And cast into the wind in acorn,

All caron and dangor from his horn,

October comes a woodman old,

Fonced with tough leather from the cold ;
Round swings his sturdy ax, and lo !

A fir branch falls at every blow,

November cowers before the flame,
Blear crone, forgetting her own name |
Watching the biue smoke curling rise,
And brouds upon old memories,

December, fat and rosy, strides,

His old heurt worn, well ¢ othed his sides;
With kindly word for young and old,

The cheerier for the bracing cold,
Luughing a welcome, fliogs,

His doors, and as he gues he sings,

Heroic Self-Sacrifice,

A rEw months ago all England rang
with the stery of a young pt y8 cian
who, to savg the life of a child dying
of diph heris, applied his lips to sn in-
cision made in her throat to remove
the putrid matter that was choking
her. ~ The lit'le girl died, and the
doctor fell a victim to hws herote effort,
“At the gate of heavea,” it was said
by one who loved her, “surely he will
bo firat welcomed by a little child |

It warms the blood 10 hear of a single
act of Such he oism, but the latest
accounts from Spsn tell us that a
whole city has rivalled this hero in
self-devotion aud cowrage. The pecp'e
of Sarsgossa were famous for their
dauntless bravery in the Moorish and
Peninsular wara,  The old fire appar-
ently still burns in their blood, but in
sav ng life, not in destroying it.

When the cholera broke out in the
city, the inhabitantd with one mind set
at work to remove every case of want,
to supply overy honsehold with plenti-
ful and nourishing food, and to give
to every vage of the cholers the utmost
skill and care. “Every citizen gave
money, food, or labour; such was the
csre taken of the patients that very
few had to be removed to the hospital,”

Individual cases of herofo self-sacri-
fico ocourred everyday. The Mayorwas
formost among ths nurses of the vic.
tims of the epidemiec ; the forty firemen
devoted thémselves night and duy to

the work, * without
their own safety ;
lifo,”

A poor washerwoman bringing home
clothes to a lady whom she found in a
stato of collapse, in which it was im-
possible to warth her, threw off her
dress jumped into bed, tock the dying
woman in hor arms, and rubbed and
chafsd the clavamty Jimbs until oirou-
lation was restored. This is but one
instance of the universal spirit of self-
devotion whizh animated tho wholo
community,

When the disease had spent itsolf,
the Spanish Government offered ro-
wards to the princips! officials, who
promptly rofused them, It then be-
stowed the Grand Crots of the Order of
Boneficones on the entire city. This
Oroes is givon only to a few individuals,
why have risked their lives for the help
of others; there i no order more
highly valued in Spain. Never befors
has it been conferred on an entire town.

Orce caono’ help wondering what
example or teaching lifted those psople
to such lofty heights of beroigm,

—-
Whitewashed Babies.

A M18810NANY stationed at one of
the Socuth Bea Islands determined to
give his residence & cuat of whitewash,
To obtain this, in the absence of lime,
coral was reduced to powder by burning,
The natives watched the process of
burning with interset, bslie thst
the coral was being ¢ooked for them to
¢at. Next morning they beheld tt~
missionary’s cottage glittering in the
rising sun, white as mow, They
danced, they sung, they screamed with
joy. The whole island was in camo-
tion, Whitewash beosme the rage
Happy was the coqiet-e who could
ephance her charms by a daub of the
white brugh, Contentions arose, One
party urged their superior rank; an-
other cbtained poss: ssion of the brush,
and valiantly held it againat all comers;
a third tried to upset the tub to obtain
some of the precious cosmetic, To
qriet the hubbub more whitewash was
made, and in & week not & hut, s
domentic utensil, a war-club, or & gar-
ment, but was as white as snow; not
an inhabitaut but had a skin painted
with groterque figurcs; not a pig that
was not whitened; and mothers might
be seen in every direction capering
joyouely, and yelling with delight at
the superior besuty of their white.
washed babies.—Gospel in all Lands,

& thought of
only eager to wave

Can’t Rub it Out,

“DoN'r write there,” said a father
to his som, who was writing with a
diamond on a window.,

¢ Why nott"”

*B cause you can’t rub it out,”

Did it ever coour to you, my ohild,
the* you are daily writing what you
cannot rub out? You made a cruel
tpeech the other day to yowr mother.
It wrote itself wpon Rer loving heart
and gave her pain, It is there now,
and hurts her when ghe thinks of it

You can’t rub it out, .

You whispered a wicked thought
ons duy in the ear of your playnite.
It wroto iteelf on his mind, and léd
him to do & wicked act, It is there
now ; you can't rub it out.

All your thouglits, all your words,
all your aots are written on the book
of memory. Be caréful, the record is
very lagting.

You can't ¥ub it out.—Solected,

Ty "




164

HOMRE AND

BOHOOL,

The Yogend of St. Ohristophaer,

“CARR% mo scross! ™

The Syrlan heard, ross up and braced
His huge Jimbs to the acoustomed toll H
** My child, sos how the waters boil !
The night-blavk beavens look angry-faced,
Bus life 15 little loss.

" T'll carry thee with joy,
1f needs be, safe as nestling dove
Fur o or his sprivg I pilgrima bring
In service to ona hriet, a King
"hom I hava never aeen, yet love.”
“I thank thee,” said the boy.

Chearful Arprobus tock
The burden on his shoulders great,
And stepped into the waves once more:
When lo! they leaplng rise and roar;
And 'geath the little cLild"s light weight
The tottering giant shook.

*“Who art thou?" cried ha wild,
Struggling in the middle of the f.rd:
‘‘Boy aa thou leoke:t, it seems to me
The whole world’s load I bear in thee,
Yet—"" “For the sake of Christ, thy Lord,
Carry me.” aaid the child.

No more Arprohus swerved,
But gained the farther baok; and then
A voice oried, *Hence Christopheros ba)
For carrying, thou hast carried Mx,
The King of angels and of men;
?l‘he Master thou haat nerved.’

And in the moonlight blue
‘The aaint saw—not the wandering boy,
But Him who walked npon the ses,
And o’er the plains of Galiles,
Till fillod with mystio, awful joy
His dear Lord Christ he knew.

Oh, little is all lous,
And brief the space *twixt shors and shore,
If thou, Lor Jesus, on us Iy,
Through the deep waters of our way,
The burden that Caristopheros bore—
To carry thee across,

—~Dinah Maria Mulech (Craik),
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A Word About New Zealand
Missions.

BY THE REV, J, CALVERT,

Tip1xas are coming to our shores of
voloanic srupt ons, burning lavs, and
sean of ashes in New Z sulund, and we
are beginning to think, perhaps, that
this is & country angry within herself,
and belching out her animosities in fire
snd burning:. True it is, she has act d
comewhat angril; of late, and our
sympathies are drawn out towards the
sufforers throogh the late “ eruption.”
N doubt but the Cauadian hesct will
express its sympathies ya heartily and

native population slike, evidences of

motto,

faithfully as any other portion of the
elobs.  But do’ not ¢t us suppose for
8 moment that these things are general
in New Zoa'acd, This is & partioular
and singular caso; and, if I mis:ake
rot, is without a parallel oither in the
history of the island or in Maorie
tradition, which dates back for more
than ten centuries,

New Zoaland has azother aspost,
o'her features, the result of other
fo:ces, which demand our obtervation
avd o nsideration; standing out as &
1 ght in the prearnt darknesy, and as &
h pe in the present distscss,

We have elsowhare stated that New
Z-alsnd was * professedly religious,”
She is more than that, Tho “root of
the watter” may he found within her,
and many of her Christians are worthy
of the admira ion of the world, The
Maorie has laid down his knife and
tomahawk and has taken up the paddie
and the fishingline, the hammer or
the plough. A sphit of lib rality has
been engendered among them, and the
writer remembers hesring from the
lips of one of New Zialand’s early
Ohristian heroes, that on one occasion
he was walking along the 10ad, very
despondent, thinking of the £50 dof.
ciency he was comp:lled to report in
#ome branch of the cireuit finances,
when he met A— C——, a converted
Maorie, who erquired ss to tho cau e
of his sorrow, and on recolving Mr.
B—— s reply, handed over the mouney
at once, And there are in New Z a
land to-dsy hundreds manifesting the
eame picty and equal liberality for the
cause of God and the work they hold
so dear, Bat wissionary work cannot
be oonfined to eforts put forth among
the aborizines. The opposition of the
Maoiie—or of sny other Mvage—i;
not and caa never be such a hindrance
to the progrees of truth ay the septi.
csm of unregenerate Europeana, Wo
are glad to state that the work js
proepering among this latter oclacs
Welt do we remember the revival of
1881, when fiom the Sanday-school,
irom the pew, and from almcast all
ranks of siciety, mouls were * born
aguir,” and the seed, rown no douut
by the early missionary futhers, bore
fruit to the honour anq the glory of

«d. The wmissionaries in New Zeatand
are encouraged in their work, God is
blessing thew. The p'easure of the
Lord is pros,ering in their hands, and
they are rejoicing,

We might point to the political and
commercial ¢nterprises of the islnd,
and tee in them something—.yen, even
& greav d.al—of the teachings of the
early fatherr, but we have gaid enough,
Is it not suffifent to kn.w thst on the
right and cn tae left, on the north and
on the south, among the white ang

grace are fuund, conversions are jre.
quent, and “ Forward " is the universal

When they firat their work began,
Small und feeble was thelr asy ;
ow the word doth awiftly run,
Now it wina its widening way :

More and more it apreads and grows,
Ever miguty to prevail,

8ir's stroughclds is now o'erthrows,
Shakes the trembling gates of hell,

Jesus, mighty to redeem,

Heo alone sue work hath wrought ;
Worthy ia the work nf Him,

Bim who apake a - vorld fzom nought,

———
Grr what you get honeatly, peace-

abl:, and prayerfully; then you will
exjoy it gratefully,

A

PET

Lotter from Rsv, A, Andrews,

WE taka the liberty of printing the
following intoresting letter from Bro,
Andrews:

D.ar Bro, Withrow,—% We are on
a tour of visitation and servioo on this
widely-extended D.strioct, Left Qu'
Apy elle station (sur company inclodiog
Mrs. Andrews) on Wedneeday, July
28th, at moon. Erc pting Sabbath,
during which we rested at an empty
house by the side of th trail, we have
travelled every day uatil yestorday
afternoon, tenting alung by ‘the way-
side, Both borses and pissengers
were gad to find hospitable shelter
with & good Ontatio famiy. Pri-
dentially we learned of the exis enow
of a srall Methodiat church here, and
a kind neighbour sent his ton to noti y
the peop'e for a meeting in tha sven.
ing, Twenty-two turned cut, a though
harvest is now here, We had an ex
cellent service, with very clear indioa-
tion of the Master’s presence. There
has been no Methodist minis‘er here
to labour since the rebellion The
friends p'edged themselves to do their
b st to support a migsionary, Taus
cannot be & great deal, ILa-t year no
Lrops, owing o the rebelion. This
yeac the pres ect for a fair return is
cd, and 1he crops, though limited in
extent, will turn cuc well, We formed
& Sunday school after preaching and
prayer-merting, and app inted Mr.
Samuel 8hipo.an, superintendent, They
are deserviog of help, and need i .
The secretary will ask you fir asist.
ance, and s, ecify what is desired, I
think a fiee geant this year would not
be out of place. They will keep open
whole year, Yourz very truly,

“ALFRED ANDREWS,"
Prince Albert, Aug. 5.h, 1886,
P 8.—We 4o not expec: to gat home

b>fora the 24 h, after travellng over
800 naile;,

— e

Tax Resire of kaowledge, like tre
thiist of riches, inoreases ever with the
acquisition of it,

TIGER,

A Pot Tiger.

IN our picture yoo tinve the likeness
of an uncommon pot—-3 youog tiger,
which an Eaglishwan caught when he
was out hunting fn India, The old
tigress had goneon a j ourney—no doubt
to look out for prey; and the sporteman
sud his men happened to come to the
cave where she had her lair during her
absence. This is one of the oubs then
found, Tt grew so tame that it fol.
lowed its new master about liko a
puppy, snd was always ready for a
gime. At laat it was unfortunately
smothered by being left under a vox,
where it hai been put to Xkeep it gnies,
The oub had its likeners taken beforo
this acoident happened ; and hero you
8eo it on the knee of the gentleman
who caught it, and who is the son of s
Wesleyan misuionavy,

~odiDe-

I cuALikNGE any man who under
stands the nature of ardent spirits,
sud yet for the rake of guin, coxtinues
to be engaged in the traffio, to show
that he is not involved in the guilt of
muvrder.—Lyman B, 3

NEITHER roay we gain by Lurting
our neighbour in his body, Therefore
w6 may not sell anything whioh tends
to impair his health, Buch iy eminently
all that liqaid fire, called drams or
spirituous liguors. Thoy may be of
rome ute in bodily disorders, although
there would rarely be ocassion for them
wero it not for the unakilfulness of the
practitioner. Bat all who se | them in
the common way to sny that will buy
ure poisoners-general. They murder
Her M josty’s aubjects by wholesale;
ueither doth their oye pity or spare,
They drive them to hell like sheep.
And what is their gain§ Is it not the
blood of these men? Who then would
envy them their large estates and
sumptuous palaces? A ocurss is in the
midst of them, A onrse cleaves to
the stones, the timb:r, the furniture of
them. The ourse of God is in their
gerdens their walks, their groves; &
tire that burns to nethermost hell

~John Weslsy,
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Qur Heroes.
BY LBEN K, REXFORD,

Herx's a hard to the boy who has courage
To do what he knows to ba right.

When lie falls in the way ot “emptation
He has a hard battle to fight.
bo atrives against aelf and his comrades

ill find & moest powerful foe;

All honour to him if he conquers,

A cheer for the boy who says **No1"

There's many & battle fought Jaily
The world knows nothing ab ut;
here's many  brave litsle soldior
howe atrength puts u legion to rout,
4And he who $ignts siugle-handed
18 1nore of & hero, 1 any,
Than he who leads soldiers to battle,
And conguers arma in the fray.

Be steadfast, my boy, when you're tempted
To do what you know is not right;
Btund firm by the colours of manhood,
4nd you will o’ercome in the fight,
Lo right!” be your battle-ory ever
In waging the warfare of life;
£2d God, who knows who are the heroes,
Will aive yon the atrength for the strife.

Emperor Moth.
Tux illustration represonts one of
the varieties of Aitacus or Emperor
Moth—its eggs, larva, and coooon—

EMPEROR MOTH,

fastened on the stem of a plant. It is
one of the most beautiful of the moth
{smily, and also one of the largest, It
is ccmmon about gardens and orchards,
The larva is a large worm, The reader,
not familiar with the history of insects,
may need to be told that this is not a
butter fly, nor a bird, as some have eup-
posed, who have fancied it to be a kind
of a bumming bird, The sphinx or
potato-moth (death-head moth) is, how-
ever, raore frequently aisjudged.

It may be of some scrvice here to
point out a few of the particulars by
which these insccte may be recognized,
and which may be judged easily—a
few particulars as regards their appear-
ance and habite. The butterflies have
their antena, or hornlike feelers in
front, of & feathery and tapering char-
aoter, and these ave generally covered ;
while moths have them straight in
front and with blunt or anlarged ends,
The butteiflies, when reposing with
their wings, are apt to have them cl se
together vertically over their backs;

while the moths incline tq have them.

spread and horizontal; or if mmall,
Iaid sgainst the body on each aide,

Butterflios are day-fiyers, while moths
are ovening or night-fiyers. Moths
alio are apt to be more conspicuously
doway on their surface,

It is presumed every reader knows
that butto flies and moths have four
stages in their lives; first the egg,
which, when hatched, makes the laiva
or worm, called caterpiliar. This is
the eating and growing stage ; and all
of their kind are very voracious—
leaves and fruits generally. sfiord the
food—but many eat the fibrous or
woody parts of plants, Some live on
animal food. When the feeding stage
is over, the caterpillar weaves for itselt
& cocoon or makes gome other provision
for protection while in what is called
the chrysslis state, in which it develops
its crust, legs, wings and other mem.
bers for the final siate, called the hut-
terfly or moth. -In this state it eats
nothing, buc sips nactar and enjoys its
happicr lite.—2he Quide,

“I THINK we are too ready with
complaint, in this fuir world of God's.”

Dostroying the Pillars,

A coaL wine near Wilkes Barrs,
Pa., had long been su-pectod of being
unsafe, but one morning in early Sep
tomber, tha wi'chman hastoned toglve
the alarm, The roof is working,” All
the men mvet leave without delay,
Thoy made haste to uhey ; not even
tuking time to get out the poor animals
eu ployed in the works, A fow minufes
later st.e black coiling fell with a terrifio
crash, and the sir was expe led with such
viclencs that timbers and ventilating
doors were shivered into kindlings,
aud loaded cars blown from the track
like autuma leaves. Over a hundred
acreg of the surface above wan affected,
a loug strip of half a mile sinking frcm
three to five feet, #nd the whole was
seamed by deep fissures, The men were
all saved, but “the poor mules were loft
to their fate, Yet all this danger and
destruction was csuzou by cutting away
the great coal pillars which bad been
loft here and thera to suppo'§ the roof.
All overhead looked g0 firm and strong
thal it secmed fooli-h to waste so much
good coal in thosn unnecessary supports}
8o one by one the careless worke:s
p'cked them away, snd ran the risk.

‘We look with surprise at these foo'-
hardy miners ; yet they were wise men
compared with {hose who wonld take
away the Bible pilars which alcne
make this world a place of safoty and
comfort,

A company of yrung men who hated
the doctrines of the Bib'e resolved one
evening to burn the book with suitab'e
coremonies, One of the gayest of the
company hed the part assigned him of
laying it upon the coals, Headvanced
with 2n indiflerent air sand wes pro-
ceeding leisurely t.ward the fire when
he glanced down at the bock. Suddenly
& trembiing seized him and bix whole
{rame seemod convulsed, He 1etu'ned
it Lo its y lace, and said with emphasis,
“We will not burn that bock till we
get & better.”

Some English ctficers spoke d-g-
paragingly of mizsiin work among the
S.uth Sea lslanders, and said the
natives ‘“‘only repeatel like parnots
what the missionaries had taught them.”
They asked a company of them why
the believed the Bible was from God,

“8ee what it has done f.r us ! " was
their triumphaut reply, What else
could have cast down their idols and
transformed their land and their once
8avaga natures ! Take the Bible from
our land and all our learning and cul-
lure will not save us from dissster Fere
aud eterns! ruin heresfter,—Mrs J, £,
NMcConaughey, wn Youths World,

Tue whitest lio ever told was as
black as perdition.—Zalmage,

Gop makes the earth bloom with
roses that we may not be dizcontented
with our sojourn here ; and Hs makes
it bear thorns that we may look for
sowething better beyond,

CANON FARRAR says: “He alone by
whom tbe huirs of our hexd are num-
bered can count the widows who are
widows because of alookol; the gray
haizs that it has made gray; tho sad
hearts that it has c:ushed with sadnesy;
the ruined families that it has ruined H
the brilliant minds which it kaa
quenched; the unfolding promises
which it has cankered ; the bright and
bappy boys and girls whom it has
blasted into misery; the youag and
gifted whom it has hurried into dis.

honoured and nameless groves,”

—
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The Prodigal Son.
4 PRACMBNT IS 11 AANK ©1 4
WY K. KRBD HOLEXDEN,
Soxwe 1. ““AWAKENIKNG.”

““Tax portion of my grods is now all spent
In resels that my wakenivg soul abhors,
Those who have graced my miserable feasts,
Know me no more, and I am alt aloze.

My mhlpi:nt youth has brought me down
tc th

With hahinl care to tend thess unclean

swine
Whilet no man glveth food for me to eat;
Until I fain would feed upon these husks,
Which the awine chatmp with eager hungry

AWK,

Oh !J{or some remnant of the lavith waste

My servants made in my uahsilowed days !

How I have sinned, and fallen fearfully

How sweet the flowsr which oncs I might
have culled.

But now how far from every good I've
atrayed,

How many servante in my Fathor's housa

Have all they need, and plenty more to

&
Whlhp:fx:ngry eyet envy the feeding awine,
And g‘up remorse makea bare my hideous
*

Howdmuch of earthly gond I might have
one !
How many evil deeds tustead I've wrought |
The paing of death will soon $ake hold of me,
Usless from pity some one brings me food,
And drag me down into the deptus of hall,
lmpenitent ! Oh! what an awful curse,
Mis:t mine own torments in that hopeless
}
Te -f.':éud me thoes whem I have made
Lempanioas of the devils thare who dwell,
That very thought will make me seek to live,
And strive to uedo that which I haye done,
If but one soul may crown my Iater hours,
Uk ! Father! Father ! fearfully I've sinned,
And worked thia esil in the sigat of heavea,
1 will arise and tell 'Lhee ere 1 die,
That I repent, and seek to be forgiven,
Thou wi‘!’t.‘ forgive, such grace within Thee
dwe

His ¢ through all these evil days;
Whom.v?’gﬂend‘by every single sin,
Whose law f're broken in my every act,
To whoss great love l've made such poor
I lxl u-iuzud pend I

wi er as I go,
What 1 shall say, as at His teet I fall,
n.-?u not spurn me, He has too much grace.
Perohance He'll lot me 88 & servant live
1o the cld home, and eam my daity bread,
And strive to show how tzuly { repent,
By humbly doing all His femct will,
And tovh’ig Him whom £ have grieved so

»

sore,
Thua sayiag he aroes from off the stone
Whereen till now he'd stretched his liastless

|
And m«f on the swine, as though he Joved

And gather oourage for she dreaded task ?
No, lz;x:nhﬂumu, or else I feel
3hat despair will e secoma panitence,
And I shall siak, forever, in that slough,”
He slowly turned, then atrode acroas the

M‘:ouo'k his first steps om the homeward
way.

How can 1 mest the Father who has loved | K

1

My arns streteh forth to fold that form
By aln,
Somenimes 1 dream I hear that voice once
moze,
And wake to find the dark and aching void
Whilc}; in my heart has reigned s'or since he
t

elt.
My elder born complaineth of this grief
While he 1s still absut me, and &t homoe.
e never was a father nor can know
The depths and power of a Iather's love;
H but he did, perchance he'd ber with me
Wkhen sad and meurning for the son I've Jost.
Cau he be dead? s taat fair form naw ocold
And lsid away out of the sight of men?
"Twould be too sad that the youug bud
should fade
Wbi(list the old leaf atill Winter's frosts en-
ures,
Perchance he died & cruel bloody death,
Sluix; by some beast, or alaughtered by acme
00 ;
Perchance in penitence he Iaid him down
On hi; desth couch, and pasasd with thoughts
of me,
Ah lbwere that 23 my mourning Leart would
res
That even now ie nearly cleft in twain.
My son! My son § thon :nust come back o

me
Whate'er thy plight, $hou must come home
£0 me,
Sheuld’st {:hl:m be sick, I'll nurse thes back
t -

to health ;
Should’st thou be poor, I'll e thou lack’st
for nought ;
Should_’s: thou be sad, myself will toothe thy
rief ;
Shonsld'at thou be sorry, then will I forgive
As Irecly when thou com'st sa I do now,
Aye, and more fresly if thou onl{ say.ot,
‘Father,I've sinned ; forgive, forgivethy son.’
I have no comfors hungering for my son,
If he be living, he will sure y come
To cheer 1y eyes with one more sight of bin.
1f he be dead, whas comfort is in me? .
I will go down without it to the pit,
Losing tae lite for grief, which I would give,
Could'it but win my loss one back to me,
I wiil arise, aud hie me to the roof,
There will 1 ait, while I have ayes o see,
Straining my sight I 1l gase o’er all the plaia,
eeping unwearying watch for my loved son,
Perchauce my aged eyes will be the firat
To greet his dear form when he dosa retura.
h v:uryitxlllg steps, how you do try the
stzeng
That now is left me ia my hoary yoars,
Here will Iait me dowa and keep my watch
For aomathing tells me thas he will return.”

Scexe IlI. THE JOURNEY,

The sun was siaking %o bis early revt
And fooding ses and sky with raddy light
When, on the path between the ses sud hill,
A sorry figure picked his tedions way
Footsore and weary; tronbled n his m
Yet {oeling every *menght groat
Bocause it brought him nearer $o hix home.
That home where his mad folly wrought

such grief,

K'en their brute forms, which in his resson- | Yet never doubting all his father's love
ing houss Nor yet that after all it was his home,
Had besn the only ones 40 greet his oye. His still deapite the evil ha had wrought,
Lhan all sakanos be ayed the di . He onward strode nor cast one look bahind,
In which the scant remains of his form, } That life was now forever gone from him,
Whichk once ¥ad borne she image of his [ Its pomp, its vanity, its ainfulness
Maker, Were all distastelul to his wakened sout,
Wese olothed ; and & mew blush of L arning | But ever as he want, & plaintive ory,
Wrung from his sonl, found utterance at his
Bwept o’er his neck, and all suffused his face, lipa:
s How can I seek my Puther in these ‘*My father, Oh my father, I have sinned,
rage— And done thiv svil in the sight of men,
He who gave half His very all to me: Belore high heaven, aud also againet thea
These rags which bear the stains of riot, such | Anon he'd fling him dows upon the annd,
As in that sweetly pare and quiet home And groan aa though he'd cleavs his very
They little reck of3 Of my penance this sou
Is no amall part, and in thess rags of shame, With he great agony of his remorse ;
ponitent, must ssek my Father's face, Then hide his face, as though tse spotiess
oed I go to-day? cannot I wait awhile heaven

Were much too purs to look on such as he.
Then risiog up ba'd stride on manfully,
With seeth firm set, new iifs in avery atep,
Aa though delay would give she fisuds of hell
A hold on him by whioh e drag him back
From seeking out the father ha had grisved.
And tne whole time the devils tempted him
By pointing out how he'd made poor rsturn

,!

Until towards morn he was not far from
home.

Then he lay down beneath a Juniper, ,

And pondered in bis mind un#il she sun

Bhone in high noon on his uncovered head.

~ * L] - * »

Mesnwhils the grisving father from his rovl

Kept weary watch, astll strining sged eyes,

Three days and nights the father's Jove
kept watch,

And now tho sun had risen on the fonrth,

Yet had the father never left his post

But still sat waiting for the son's retarn,

For somethirg told him that he would ra-
turn,

Soxnk 1V, THE RERTURN,

**What is that object moving on the plain,
That seometh like  foatsore sraveller]
He cometh from the ses, perchancs he knows
And bringeth tidings of my erring son,
But—aurely 1 should know that manly form,
Though somewhat of ite ncble mien is gone,
My anxiouy, hungering weary wasch i+ o'er.
Atlset| At iast! I nes my much-loved son |
l{utg! let me down ] that I may greet him

rat. )

Haste ! lot mo down! thas I may welcome

im,
I will not stay, T will Eo forth to him
And falling on his neck, refresh my heart
By strainiog him in flesh against my breast,
yson! myson! thou hast come back to me
To bleas my aged eyes befors I die."”

Thus saying he descends the tedious stair
And, pausing through tho garden to the lane,
Goes forth to meet his son across the mead.
Mosnwhile the son discerns his father's

haste

And, burryiog forward, falls upon his knees
A humble supplisnt for » father’s grace.
Oh wondrous grace that never was deuied
To wandering child when truly penisent
And meekly craved for from a broken heart.
But ses ! ¢ chtherdounatb.hhhlpnd
But runs unto him, shedding tears of joy,
And falls upon his neck, an weeps his fill,
For a brief space they neither of them speak,
Contented at the ficat to meat onoe more,
Each gazes on the other, through the tears
They shed together, then the sobbiog son :

“.A.lghthor! Oh 1 my father, I have
8in against thee, and in the sight o

heaven,
And am not worthJ to be called thy son.”
The father’s hand baa genily raised hitn up,
The oicth:t’. oye hath marked his sunken
ek,
Hieh look, sud raggad unkempt drees.
Br&?fzth arobe, the best my dop:u oon-
¢
And plsoe it on my son sestored b0 me,
Fotch me a ring to pince npon his hand,
Asxd sandals find $0 clothe his weary feet,
Asd kill the fatted caif to maks s feast
And furalyh well the board with goodly cheer,
For this my son waa dead, and
The lost ia found, and I would fain rejolce,”
Theasevausequickly dotheir jord’s beheata,
The fImn-«l“l is spread, and raiment meet iy
oun

]
And they, within, begia to merry be,

The elder son was working in the field,
And coming home with wonderment is seized,
As sounds of revelry, which from that home
Hud long bsen ban shed, fall upon hix ear,
And sounds of feasting echo from the hall,

*“Whet meaneth this?” he saked of aknave,

Laden with meat just taken from the it.
" Thy brother is retarned, and now wni‘;hin,
Having a welcome from thy father’s heart,
The fatted calf, snd other goodly cheer
Awals my lord, upon the groauning board,”
Then is he wroth, and biundly blurteth ous,
I will not go and feaat with such as he.”

Th::: the knave goes and tells his magter

8
Who absightway rising, cometh out 4o him,
Entreatiug him that he will enter in :
But he will not the father’s wih acoord,
And answers roughly angey wounding words:
‘Lo I have served thes now theve many

s
Neit{or tr‘mguuod thy laws at any time,
Yot mo a kid thon never guvest yet,

That mine own friends with me might feast

CHORTS OF WHLOOMING. ANey; .,

Waelcome, welcome, sinnor home,
Weloome now. il thou wilt come,
Thou wils find the Lord will sa .

* Walcome, sioner, home to Xuy.
For thee 1 1 did shed My blood,
Hanglng on the oross of wood,

For thee! in the grave I lay,

Till the resurrection day.

For thee | shing from the tombh

I bave taken away dfie gloom

For thee when I won the strife,

1 did gain eternal life,

With thee | thro' the world I'l1 g,
Helping thee againat each foo
When death’s paina aball thee o'ortake,
Then I will not thse forsake,
Through the portal of the tomb

I will guide thee safely home,

In My Pather's houss shero bo
Heavenly mansions walting theo,
Taou by His awn presence blest,
Thou for evermors shalt rest,

And in ralmont white aud fair
Live shy Saviour’s fellow-helr,”

Ottava, Ont.

COrossing the Line,

A noY who went with his father on
& voyage to Bouth America was anxious

! For all the father’s mighty, lasting love, awhile;
Scexx IL THR Ft’ﬂﬁ“ é Wasted his goxﬁon, mude himself unclean | But this thy son! who has devourcd his
“Oh1 Reyal David! theu did'st know she iB herding fiithy swine for ssrvant’s wage, share,
¥ griad th thia greas battls waging in his heart, | And left hia hatlots to ratarn to thee,
: Which rends my hesrt aad kills the joy of [ He turned him from the sea up the steep cliff, | No sooner cometh than thou must kill for him
T Mt | Gntil he renched aa open, spreading plain, | The fatbed oalf} no, T will uot goin”
 Whea Tor thy von, thine Abmlom, thou | Wik Buee s woods sun here i Bain, | The father eyen him lovingly, and aighs,
wop'st. { And now a brook, whereat he'd quench his| *Son thou art ever with me,and thewhole
Oh little shamber buils wpon the gate, t, Of this world’s goods, yea, all I have is thine :
‘| Would I had maoh a whersin to mowrn IFu sweeter draft than any ruby wine 'But it was meet that we should now rejofoe,
:| My younger son, my fairess, snd moat loved, 'Quafied from jewslied cups in hia unhallowed §. For that thy brother has come home o me.
/| Mare leved wuan ever ainos his wiitul wa, i days, 1Thlmhlmad, he that was desd alive,
\ ‘Couk bim awey from me, and from bis heme, 80 all nighs lang.hhopn»i scruse the plain §, Aud e'en thomnbolﬂullvhq God
Oh how sy heart dethyearn for thet éalatase, |Li by the pals light of the hormed moon,  |jRejeioe because & soner doth repent,”
1
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to ste the equatortal line, and said to A

an old milor, “ Jack, will you show me .

the line when we crows it 1" ¥
¢ Oh, yes, my boy.”

After a fow days psssed the boy A
asked whether they had crossed the f
line, The old tar said, * Yes, my lad.” ‘

“Wey didn't you tell me and show Al
it to me1” the little fellow asked.

The sailor replied, 01, my lad, we A
always oros3 the line in the dark.” |

Moderate drinker, you always cros
the line between moderate and iw-
moderate driuking in the dark, Men.
tal aad moral night settle down on ¥
you as you cross the line between fove
moderate drinking and inabriety, blind. give
ing you to the awful facta of ruin and Roti
death only a little way farther on the W
rosd you are travelling.—Christian char
Advooate, boy.‘

‘*To be Told to Our Boys.” Aun

Ouarses Laup writes: *The waters and |
bave gone over me: but out of the 5"“‘
black depths, could I be heard, I ut
would ory out to all thore who have '":;
oot & foot in the perilous flocd. Could ‘{‘h :
the youth %0 whom the flavour of the “A tho
first wine s deliclous as the opening unt
semes of life, or the entering upon 48 8o
some newly discovered paradise, look was ¢
into my desolation and be made to under- a A
atand what a dreary thing it is when he b“‘n
shall feel himself going down a precipice usy l
with open eyes and pamsive will—to °‘;IH
see all godliness emptivd out of him, ‘; 9"1
and yet not be able to forget a time fan
when it was otherwise—to bear about ;ﬂ)’:’l |
the pitecus spectacle of his own ruin; cacty
could he see my feverish eye, faverish “.’l‘l""‘
with last night's drinking, and feverish " t}; ‘
lookiryg for to-night's repetition of the c“’“g
felly ; could he but feel the body of .
death out of whioh I ory hourly with f‘“g';»
fesbler cutory so be delivered, it were &
enough to make him dash the sparkling :unc
beverage to the earth in all the pride o‘a;’;ﬂ
of its mantling temptation.” n V:‘

- ladies

NEvzr try to appear to bo what ance,
Jow are not. people
. No labour for the dizovery of trath “y
is too grest, ] hﬁ% l:::

Day by day we are making the influ-
enoes whiohd.\’vill y be our rulers ;‘:"'8;‘;
we are making onr destiny, We are much
choosing our habite, our associates, our ‘oauge
traits, our homes. In time theee a6 wh
scquire a power over us which enslaves tomper
our will, and we neithcr will nor oan wp
break loose, “Tt in

- g <xv [ ——
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The Feoplo's Prayers,

tJ to the moroiful Faither
The prayers rise day and night.

Awny through the mist aud darkness,
Away on the wings of light,

And nune that was really earnest
Kver has lost his way,

And none that asked for a blesning
Ever was amawered nay,

Passlonate, quick, and eager
Are some of the prayers that rise;
Leisurely, lomi. and thoughtful
Are others that reach tha skies;
And somo are aung in the temple
n solemn or joyous tones,
And some are spoken in whispers,
And some go forth In groans,

But so that they veach the Pather
We know that all is well;

Sud were our hearts and rostless
It we could our troubles tell

To the tinder sympathizer,
And feel thut He will care;

But the heart grows still and joyous
That pourw itself forth in prayer.

But why will the Father hearken?
If we cast away our sin
And knock at the gato of meroy
He graciously lots ua in;
And, why, but because He loves us
With measureless mighty love,
VYor as dear are His earth-bound children
Au the aufer ones above,

And so let none of the people
Ever neglect.to pray,

For prayer can briug some sunshine
Into the darkest day;

And patience, and atrength and courage,
And power to work or to bear,

And peaco, and wonderful gladuess,
Are the answers unto praysr,

Who Does it Hurt?p
BY EDWARD CARSWERLL,

Mrs. CLARK was taken down with a
fever, and her sister Augusta had to
give her whole attention to her; so a
notice wan put in the paper :

WaNTED — A governess to take entire
chargo of two children, & girl and
boy.  Apply, ete.

Alico Gray was the first to apply.
Auot Augusta thought her too young,
and she had no recommendations, She
wag poorly clad in rather shabby black,
but she had & sweet, honest face, and
was very neat in her well-worn drees
and ludy-like in her conversation. So,
although she was not such a person as
Aunt Augusta would have chosen, yet
38 some one must be had at onoce she
was engaged,

A few daya after Alioe gave the ohil-
dren s story to read while she was
busy at some task, They soon found
out thut it was a temperance story, and
when she entered the school room
Frank broke out with ** Aunt Augusta
8ays children should not trouble their
hesds with such nonsense as temper-
snce, She mays only orazy men aud
silly women be ong to temperancs so-
cieties,”

“Plesss do not mind what Frank
8ays,” sald kind-hearted little F.nny.
“Ma would not talk that way, but
sunt s proud and rometimes moolds
mamma because she will not allow wine
on tle table,’

“ Well,” said Fraok, “sunt says
ladies and gentlemen never ¢ 1k temper-
ance, and that its low and v gar
people who drink tco much.”

“‘Tnen why did she tell psps that he
had 1aken too much last night 1"

This svemed to put Frank in a cor-
ner, so instead of anawering the queation
Le said: * Well, yon meedn't BAY 80
much about it. It don't hurt girls,
‘ause they dom't drink; and I don't
8ee why IMiss Alice aays wo much about
tsmperance sither.”

“I will tell you & story,” said Alioe,

and I muat tell it to show dear Frank
that others benides the low and ignorant
sometimes drink thomselves to poverty
and ruin, and tha* it will hurt even
littlo gitls, Once there wana Iady and
gentleman, and they were very good
and very happy ; they were rich, edu-
cated, and refined. They lived in &
largo city and had two littln girls. The
youngest way called Minnio; she way
very beautiful, with large blue eyes
and long flaxen hair. She was a dear,
kind hearted little angel, and overybody
loved her, Her fathor seemed to almost
worship her, and they were ail 5o happy.

“But by and by the little girls
noticed that their papa was often cross
in the morning ; then his eyes became
red, and then he began to look shahby
in his diess, and would forg:t to kies
his little girls, Then he would some-
times speak crow words to them, and
even swear at their kind, patient
mamms, and she hegan to fail. She
beoame thin and pale, and her little

the gervants left, and things went from
bad to worse, and the little girls knew
ibat their father wog & drunkazd, At
Iast the beautiful houso and ail the
pretty things were sold, and one morn-
ing the family found themselves on the
strect-—almonl barefoot and ragged.
On! how bruve that dear little mother
was. How she tried to comfort and
protect the little children, and even
tried to cheer the poor, trembling,
helpless map, who was sober that morn-
ing becauss he could not procure the
liquor, Well, the next home of the
little girle was in & shanty on the bank
of a stream, nesr a little Oanadian
village. Just below the shanty on the
other side of the stream stood an o'd
dis'illery, and between the two a stick
of tirzber lay aoross the stream on which
people could oross from one side to the
other, Every morning the poor man
would go to the distillery with an old
tin coffee-pot and get it filled with raw
whisky, He would always remain
there until one of the little girls would
go and bring him home to the breakfust
that the poor wife would somehow
always manage to have for him. One
morning he went as usual to the dis-
tillery, and as he was very cross before
he went ¢ Minnie’ was sent for him,
for ske could bring him home when no
one else oould; she found him halt
diunk, with one or two old sots, but
he would not come, Then one of the
poor old wretohes asked Minnie to take
s little to warm h:r up, for sbe was
shivering with the cold, Her father
also tried to make her take:ome, '.ut
she would nut,- Then he said if she
would take a little he would come
home, and the poor dear took a mip of
the fiery atuff, and it nealy strangled
her. Sobbing and dizsy-headed she
started for home. In a li tle time her
father followed, Rut why does he stop
so suddenly when hslf-way actom the
stream ! %hy does the drunken song
die upon bis lips? Why does he drop
the cld coffee-pot and spring into the
atream? I will tell you, Down in
tho water he suw the white, upturned
fuoe of his little Minnie ; her blue eyes
wide open, and her long golden hair
floating down the stream. The sight
soberes him aud broke his heart, He
brought home the desd child, Oh!
what & home. The poor mother lay
on the floor ay it dead; tho father
frantio wi h grief and remorse; the
lictle dead body on the old ragged bed ;
the sister trying frantioally to bring

“It is & very sad one, but it is true,

Minnie back to life. I will not try 70

girls often found her in tears. Then | had

desoribe it. There was a little pine
coflin, a littio funeral, a little grave,
and the most miserable home in the
world, The mather nover recovered
from the shock, and there soon WA
another funeral, Then the poor shat-
tered father took to his bed, Oh! how
he mourned himself, how he condemned
himeelf, and how he longed to die, and
yet wanted to live to oare for his one
chi'd. How patient he was! One
night he held his girl to his breaat, and
begged her not to think of his bad
deeds if she conld help it when he was
dead ; and sho told him how much she
loved him, and that she always
would (and she always did) Then he
said:  ‘God bless you, my darling ;'
and those were the iast words she ever
hoard him speak, for in the morning
e was dead, and she was alone in the
world,”

 And what became of her}” waked
Frank,

“ Well,” said Alice, ** ag her mother
been her teacher, she was not a
bad sohelar, so she tried to find & place
a8 & teacher for small children, and,
after being & nursery maid for year,
shas found such a place with two dear
children to take care of, a little boy
snd girl”

Fauny here made s rush fnto her
armg, and, throwing her arms around
her neck, she sabbed out: “Oh you
was the other litile girl yourself, Oh!
iou poor dear.” Frank drocped his

ead and pretended to be ddeply inter-
ested in a hook, He moon after sud-
den'y threw his arms around her neck
snd blurted ont: * Pleags, Miss Alice,
don’t be angry at what I sald, and I
will be a teetotal tem boy as
long as I live.” And he has kept his
word.—Temperancs Banner,

e

A Wonderful Thought,
BY SUSAX COOLIDOR,

THx great round world is full of things,—
Not only armies and realms 2nd kings,
Aud lands and seas and forests tall,
Bat little things, sc small to ses,
So many they cannot counted be,
Yet, \ﬁonderful thoughs, the Lord knows
all!

The wide winged eagles he nees, and $00
The tiny ‘aest with its egge su blue,

Which vhe meadow-lark has hidden oloer ;
Not only #hs storm-cloud sweeping vast
But the least dew.droplet, folded fast

In the bosom of the summer rose.

The filament fine of purpled gold,

On the creat of the batterfly one day old,
In ordered and messured by his will;

He hears the thrill of the bobolink's song,

And, though the thunder be loud and long,
If the cricket chirps, he notes it atill,

He counts each drop of the lifting wave,
Each grain of sand on each nimeloss grave,
Each blade and ear of the vanifold grains,
He hears the sigh of the heart's unrest,
The laagh from the happy childich breua
And tliu plash of a tear in the rush of the
ralos,

Oh wonderful thought, shat he can knowall,
Not only the mighty, but the small ;
Not only the Aip, but each fiake of its

sgows !
And he pities and pardons, and loves an well,
Thas you aad [ in the thought may dwell,
Andknot be afrald, though we know he
knows,

Ir you would enjoy good health,
remember the conditions are warmth,
plain, wholetome food, pure air, and
plenty of sleep. He would confer a
bl on hummnity who could im-.
press the above facts up~n the minds
of sall the people, with the methods to

bs adcpled to accomplish that end,

The Broken Rottle,

“CoME on, boys, lot us go in and
teke a parting drink,”

The spoaker wis Willinm Beott, a
bard-workitg mechanio who, with three
of his shopmates, was on his way home
at the close of the weok's Iabours, All
of them had taken several drinks, and
were beginning to show the effects of it,
especially Soott, who staggered slightly
88 he walked,

The four went in, and stood before
the bar of the ssloon, which was but
a short distance from Scott’s home and
had for years been patronizad by him,
Drunken men seldom drink and leave
& saloon when there are twe or more
together, aud on this ocossion 8oté
and his friends stcod at the bar and
conversed, as one after the other treated
in turn,

Suddenly their conversation was in.
terrupted by Scott accidently dropping
the bot‘tile, fro;n whlf;.h he was sbous to
pour & dram, from his unsteady grasp,

“Halloo!” said he, * thst’wu an
acoident.”

* Accident or not, you'll pay for
that liquor and bottle,” retorted the
saloon-keeper, whose attention had
been directed to Soott by the orash.

“You don't mean that, Tawrence,
mid Soott; “it was an accident.”

“That's ail right,” replied the saloon.
keeper, *bot the price of that bottle
and liquor will take the prefit off many
s drink; I can't afford to lose it, and
you'll have to pay it.”

“ But,” pleaded the mechanic,  I've
but half my wages left and I muat
take it home,”

The saloon-keeper, however, wag in-
exorable, and Scott handed over the
money which was to have given his
wife and little ones a Sunday dinner

When he got his change he turned
to the saloon-keeper and said :

“I didn't think you wo=ld do that,
Lawrence, after I've been spending a
good part of ny wages hero for the

ten
“Well, if you bave, you got the

eqivalent of every penny you spent,”
g ufllv responded’ Lawrence.

“Did 11" said Scott, quietly, and
picking up the pieces he started from
the saloon,

There was something in his manner
that Lawrence did not like, and taking
the smount he had receiv.d from the
mechanic from the drawer, he threw it
noisily on the counter and called to
Scott to come back ; bu* the latter had
reached the door and went on out.

He praceoded di-ect to his home,
and, meeting his wife, he placed the
picces of broken bottle in her hand
saying :

“Thete, Botty, I peid a lot of
money for that, but I think you'll oon-
sider it cheap before we get through.”

Mrs. Boott did mot for a momeat
understand him; but loo at the
pleces of the bottle and inhaling the
famey o{i.tho liquor, sl‘;e inmitivlel,y

meaning, and with a glad
!fere.l'i*ﬁedinberhoannhouid: '
“What do you mean, William 1”
“I mean,” ssid Boott, * that for ten
years that botile has heon awallowing
my earnings; but now I've Lough: it,
snd I am going to see if the broken
bottle is not better than the whole
botst::t: kept his promise. H
ept ® naver
drank again, and in after ‘8, when
he had a comfortable little home and a
prefitable business of his own, he always

told hinfrimdnthtitallmthm‘h
 the broken boitle,” .

 —
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HOME AND BUHOOL.

The Miniatering Hand.

Aoross ths fislda I saw her go,
A fair young mald of motion fleet;

The ialiing potalz drifted snow *
From pale white blossome grazed her feet.

The morning breeze was fresh and clear,
The biue axy crowned a perfect day,

While that fine chorus fliled the ear,
Which makes the orchestra of May,

So rosy-chesked, so young aund fafr,
Her stepa [ noticed long and well,

And fcuod they took her yuickly wkere
A aufferlng household cnanced to dwell,

She bore within her basket’s space,
Dataties and food for those in need ;
And all $he swestness of her face,
I saw reflected in her deed.

She lifted up the hesrts struck down
By lifelony sorrow and deapair,

And by her presencs, shed around
Their humble hone her love and care,

She did not seem to make a taak
Of what befoll s fair and free ;

But notbing more cuuld crushed hearts ask,
Than her most welcome ministry.

Oa, there is beauty in the spring,
And strange delight in summer days—
But oh, what joy one hand can biing
When touched by Loves transcendent
grace,

o

LESSON NOTES.
FOURTH QUARTER..
STUDIRS IN THE WRITINGS OF JORN,
AD,30]  LESSON IIL  [Oct. 17.

Jrsus Drtaveap 70 32 CRUOIFIED.
John 19, 1-16, Commit ve, 14-16,
Goroxyx Trxr,

Then delivered he him therefors unto
them to be crucified.—John 19 18.
CrxrraL TroTH,
Jesus condemned contrsry to justice and
to consclence.
DaiLy Rxzapixos,

M. John 19, 1.16. Tu, Matt. 27.19.31.
W. Mark 15, 11.20, TA. Jobn 10. 23.39,
P, Ps. 2. 112, Sa. M.tk 10. 16-39. Su.
Matt. 23. 25-39.

Tixg.—6 to 8 o'clock Friday morning,
April 7, A.D. %0,

Praos.—Pilate's palace in Jerusalem,

Pararrer Hisrory,—With vs, 1-3, Matt,
27. 26.30 ; Mark 18. 15-19.

Hzers ovax Hamp Pracss.—Order of
Events,—(1) PILATE WARNED 3Y RIS Wire's
Dazax (Matt, 27. 19). Pilate’'s palsce early
Friday morning while the people were de.
ciding %o chooss Barabbas, (2) Tux Exp
or Jupas (Matt. 27. 3-10; Acts 1. 18, 19).
As soon as Judas saw that Jesus was reatly
ocondemned to death, and made no reais:.
ance, he was struck with remorse, and com.
mitted suicide. (3) PiLaTE ORDERS Jasus
20 B SCOURGED {v. 1; Matt. 27 26; Mark
16. 15). Couart of Pilate’s palace, 6 to 7
o'clock A.M. (4) MockxRy BY THE 801 DIXRS
(vs, 2. 8; Mats 27, 27 30; Mark 18. 16-19),
2 4 le robe—One of the soldiers red
clonks, Matthew eays they put a reed in
his hands, and Mark that they spat upon
him. (5) Pirarz Maxxzs AxorHik Errorr
10 RELEASE Jasos (va. 4.7). Outside the
paince, His obj ct was to appeal to the
pity of the mulsivude. 7. We have a law
(Lev. 24, 18)-=Blasphemy was to be punished
{8) PiLaTE CoNFaRy

Within the palace.
11, From above—From God. Governments
are ordained of Uod. The greater sin—
Calaphas aud the Jewish lesders sinued
against greater Might, filled ar cffice more
sapeciaily ordained of God, and were trying
to porauade Pilate to disregard the duties of
his office. (7) V'HE JAWS AOC MPLISH. THEIR
Porross (vs. 12-16), 18, Gubbatha~—1. e, A
hill. 16 was a tesssllated pavement on rising
ground, outside the palsce. 14. Preparation
~—For the Saibbath, the great day of the
feast. Sixth hour—Six o'clock, Roman
notation, like ours, as salways in Johm,
Chis was when Pilate's prooveding began.
(8) Exp or Tax Muaprxins. Judas huog
himeslf; Caiaphas was depoeed the zext
year; Pontius Pilate was soon deposed, and
committed auicide 40 years after the cruci.
fixion, Jerusalem was destroyed, and muny
of these very Jews or their children were
crucified by the Romans,

dosszors yor Sraciay Raromrs.—The
movkery,—Why Pllate henitated to do jus-
tice.—The iafivences that would lead him
to do right,—The ead f Judms.—Why

hy death by atonlog.
wITH JusUs (va. 8. 12),

Pliste was afraid.—Pilatas power given
from above.—The groater ain.—What in-
duced Pilate to yield at last

QUESTIONS,
INTRODUOTORY,~In what books of the
Bible is cur lesson to-day recorded? Give
the atate of things at the closs of our last
leason. When and where did the events of
this lesson take placo?

Supicr: 1ux Uraust DEcIstoN,

1. By tur SoLpikRs MeckiNg CrRrisr (va.
1-3).—How did the soldiera tieat Jewue!
What was their object? Why was it mean
as well as wicked?

II. By TBx JEwS (va 4-7) —Whe.e did
Pilate bring Jesun? What was his object?
What did he say to the Jews! WWhat was
their reply? What law of theirs did they
charge hiw with breaking? Would he have
been guilty if he were not divine?

II1. INrnumscxs 10 LEAD PILATE TO A
Rianr Dxoistox (vs,8-12),—Howdid Pilate’s
wife try to influence him? (Matt. 27. 19.)
How did the claim of Jesus to be the Son
of God affect him? (v. 8.) Must Pilate
have known something of Jesus’ miracles!
What did Pilate say to Jeeus?! (v. 9)
From whom did Pilate receivo his power}
Who wers greater sioners than even he!
Why? How did this suying infuence Pilate
to release Josus?

1V. By Pirarx (vs. 12.16),—What was
the lass argument used by the Jows? Why
was this effectual? Where was the final
decision rendered? At what time had these
things taken gllm? How did Pilate try to
remove from himaelf all blame for his de-
cisfon? (Matt. 27, 24.26.) In what ways
do people now try to throw the blame of
their sins on others? '\ hat was the final
decision? Was Pilate greatly to blame?
Are we always to blame if we reject Christ?

V. AGraxce ForwARD.—Whatbecameof
Judas? (Mats. 27. 3, 10; Acts 1, 18, 19.)
Whas became of Caiaphas? What calani-
ties soon came upon the Jows?! What might
they have been had they accepted their king?
What will be the results to us whether we
reject or accept Jeaua?

PRAOTIOAL SUGGESTIONS,

1, Valn areour efforts to eacape a decision
a8 to what we wiil do with Jeaus.

2, Cowardly fear is the motive not of the
Christian, but of thoss who dare not become
Christians,

3. Those who iempt others to sin are
worse than thair victims,

4, By rejecting Jesus as King, the Jews
rejected their hope, and glory, and true
kingdom,

5. Pilate, by his crime, lost the very
tlléing;) he scught to preserve by it (Matt,

REVIEW EXERCISE.

11. Whas did the soldiers do to Jeaus?
Axs, They crowned bim with thorns, and
mocked him. 12 What was Pilate’s three.
fold testimony to Jesus? Axa, I find no
fault in him, 13, What final argument did
the Jews bring? Axs, Lhatreleasing Jeaus
would be treason to itome. 14, What did
Pilate then do? Axs, He delivered Jeams
up to boe crucified,

LESSON 1V,
Jrsus CrucirFizD.
John 19. 17-30. Commit vs, 17-29.

Gorpxy Trxr,
It is finished.— John 19. 30.

CrwNrRAL TRUIH,

Christ orucified is the wisdom and power
of God for the salvation of man.

Datny Rn_xgmas.

M, Jobn 19, 17-30. Tu. John 19, 31-42,
W. Matt. 27, 32-50. Th Mark 15. 22.39,
F. Luke 28, 33.45. Sa. 1 Cor. 1, 1831,
Su. Ina, 53, 1-12,

Tiue.—Friday, April 7, A.D, 30, from
9 am, todpm

Praor.—Calvary (Golgotha), just outside
the walls of Jerusalem on the north-west,

PaBALLEL Aocounts —Matt., 27, 32.50;
Mark 15, 22-37 ; Luke 23, 33.48,

Hxrrs over Harp Praoxs.—(1) Ox THR
Way 1o T2% Cross (v. 17),  And ke deariny
his cross—Each victim was accompanled by
four soldiers. Jorux bore his croes s long
as he oould, and then Simon from Cyrene
in Afrioa was compelled tohelp him A yreas
multitude followed, Golgotha—Hebrew for
“gkull,” Oalvary is from the Latin for
skull. The place was a knoll in the ehape
of aakull, (2) Tus Cruoirixiox (vs, 18-22),

A.D. 30.) [Oct. 24.

Jesus was nailed to the oross so that hla
f~ot would bo but a short distance from the
round., 20, Hetrew, oto,~Tne three chlef
anguages there spoken. (3j Tux Finer
OF THE SKVEN W(RDS YROM THE CRoss.
*t Father, forgive them,” spoken while Joeus
was being affixed to the cross (Luke 23. 34).
t4) Tug Forr Soibikks pIVIDR THE (GAk-
MENTS OF JRSUR AMONG THEMS)LVES (V&
23, 24), Soon after 9 o'clock 23, Hs coat
—A long tunic. or undergarment, 24. 7he
Serpture fulfilled—Ps, 22, 18, (5) MCCKRRIES
ARUDND THx Cress (Matt. 27. 38-44), 8 to
12 o’clock, (6) ConvnsioN u¥ THE Pxxi-
TeNT Repper (Luke 23 39-43) Towards
noon, 25. /.& miher's sister—Salume, the
mother of John, Cleapas—Rather Ciopas,
the same as Alprm s, the {ather of James
the leas. (8) DArkNErs OVER ALLTHR LA D
(Matt, 27. 45). Frem 12 to 3 o'clock, (D)
Trr CrosiNa Scxxks (ve, 28:30) Abuut
3 o'clock, 28 Al ., .. accomplished —the
same word as finished (v, 30). His whole
work was done; all that the Scriptures
had foretold; all necessary for redemp.
tion, Scriplure—Ps, 69. 21. 29, Finegar
—Common sour wine for the soldiers to
drink, (10) AccoMPANYING N1aNS. Earth.
quake, veil of the temple rent, and graves
vpened,

Sussrora ror Seacran Rerorts,.—Crucl-
fixion —Calvary—The title.—The women
around the cross,—John and the mother
of Jeaus,—It is finished..—Accompavylng
eigna,—The atonement.

QUESTIONS,

IxTRODTCTIORY, — Where did we leave
Jeauw in our last leason? In what other
Gotpels are the scenes of to-day's lemson
recorded? Have you read them?

Sorykor: Tux Cross or CHRIST.

1. Tue CroucinxioN (v, 17-19).—Where
was Jesus crucified? 'What fs its common
name! Give tome of the incidents that
tcok place on the way? (Matt 27, 32;
Luke 23, 26 32,) Give an account of the
method of crucifying, Why muat Jesns die
such a terrible étath? At what hour was
he crucified? (Mark 15, 25.) What title
was placed over the cross? In how many
langusges? Why?! Was thistitls a truth?
Who were crucified with Jeaust Rolate
the atory of the conversion of cne of them.
(Luke 23, 89.43.)

II. Tux Sxvex WoRrps rRoM THE CROSS,
—What did Jesus say while they were
nailing him tu the crots? (Luke 23, 34,)
What to the penitent robber! (Luke 23.
43.) What to his mother and Johu toward
noon? (ve. 28, 27.) What was the fourth
word, toward thres v'clock? (Mark 15. 34),
What was the fifth word? (v, 28,) What
was the sizth? (v, 80.) What was the
sreventh?  (Luke 23, 46,) What lessons can
you learn from these seven words?

IIL. TrE WATcHRRS AROUSD THK CROSS
(ve. 25-27).— Whas did the soldiers do near
the cross? What Soripture was full.lled by
them? (Ps 22, 18.) What did the crowd
do? (Matt. 27, 39-44.) Whnat frienda were
around the cross? How many are named?
Why did theis remain, while his disciples
feared to approach? What toucning scene
took place in regurd to his mothert What
lesaons does this teach us?t Would you
have been one that watched near the crose?
How can you prove whether you would ?

LV, Tux Crosixa Scenxs (va. 28 30).—
What took place at noon? (Matt. 27, 45.)
At what hour did Jewsus yield up his life?
(Matt, 27, 48 ) What wero his iaet words?
%v!.‘ 30; Luke 23. 46.) What was fiuished !

‘hat took placs immediately ufter hia
death? (Mutt, 27, 51-54)

LrssoNs ¥rom yur Cross,

1. Calvary is the centre of the histo:

th; wﬁrld. : "y of
. Even those who have no intereat
in it, the Soripture ix being fu!filled.

3, There is one death-bed repentatce in
the Bible, that all may hope; there ia only
one, o prevent rrunm tlon.

4. The cost of cur salvation should make
us fecl its worth, and take great pains to

obtain it.
REVIEW EXERCISE,

16, Where was Jesus orucified 7 Axs, On
Calvary, called Goé%otht. near Jerusalem,
on thenorth, 16, When?! Axe. On Friday
April 7, A.D, 30, from nine to thres o'clock,
17. Whatdid hesay? Axs, Heapoksaeven
times, called the seven words from she crose,
18, What were the Inst words? Awms, 1t
is finished; Father into thy handa I com.
mend my apirit,” 19, Why was he crnol-
m ! Aws, To make atonement for our

“PANSY” BOOKS,

Probably no livieg author has exerted ap
fnfluence upon the American people at largo,
at atl comparable with Pansy’s, ~ Chousand,
upon thousands of fumdlies read her book,
every week, and the «ffoos In the direotion
of right feellng, right thinking, and right
Hving is jucaloulable,

Each volume 12mo. Cloth,

Price, $1.26.

Spun from Fact,
One Cominonplace Day.
Interrupted.
Christie's Christmaa,
Four Girls at Chautauqua,
Chautauqus Girls at Home,
Ruth Erskine’s Crosses,
Estor Ried.
Julia Ried,
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What She Said, aud People who Haveu't
Time,
Zach volume 16mo. Prics,
90 cents.
Next Things, b

Pansy Sorap Book,

Five Friends,

Mrs. Earry Harper's Awaken? -y,
New Year's Taugler.

Some Youag Heroines.

Each volume 16mo.

60 cents.
Gelting Ahoad.

Tvio Boys,

8ix Little Girls,

Pansics,

That Boy Bob,

Jersio Wells,

Doola’s Journal.

Helen Lester,

Bernie's White Cbicken,
Mary Barton Abroad.
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78 & 80 Kina Stuxer K. a1, Tomonro.
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Cloth.

Price,
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