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BIBLE LESSONS. 

Sunday, March 10th, 1867. 

Concert: Or Review of the past month's sybjects | 
and lessons. 

seasese 

Sunday, March 17th, 1867. 

Acts x. 23-48: The vision understood. 2'Kings 
x. 1-17: Jehu’s doings. : 

Recite—PsaLx i. 1-3. 
— mm oe re— — 

What and How. 

_ “Dear me, Aonie,” said Aunt Cordelia, open- 
ing the stove door to see whether the fire would 
last through the evening, “it is your birthday, 
isn’t it ? Shouldn't have thought of it, if I 
hadn't heard Sarah just now wishing you a 
happy new year,” and she rattled the dead coal 
into the pan. “ Eighteen, isn't it?” 

“ No, I’m nineteen to-day.” 
“ My | how fast you are all growing up. An- 

pie, do get me the coal-hod. You never think 
of the fire till it is just going out,”—and that 
was the total sum of Annie ame's conver- 
sation respecting her ninteenth birthday. 

If you, that are reading about ber, long ago 
outgrew all birthday thoughts, you will wonder 
any one should thick Aunt Cordelia lost a 
chance—or that Annie put her band up sud- 
denly to her throat as if tating choked her, 
as she stepped out for the coal. You are forty, 
fifty, perhaps. The passing day that marks off 
one year more ‘rom the flying earthly lile finds 
you too busy to reflect, too occupied to do more 
than glance, it may be, quickly toward the west, 
and pray a glad, short prayer for strength till 
the end. You long ago steered your boat into 
the right current ; just to row steadily is all you 
have to do. 

Annie was so much younger. There are not 
many girls who are very settled and happy at 
nineteen. They laugh and talk, go to parties, 
read some books, make calls, alter their dresses, 
and do a thousand such things 
sary, but by this time they have done them all 
a good while. The cry will not be hushed— 
“ What ! is this the whole of life ?” 

Such a question as this was the actual knot 
in all the tangled mass of questions and en- 
treaties that bad filled Annie. Grahame’s mind 
through the dull November day— her birthday. 
A wreath of red berries round a little loaf of 
cake, and a ial kiss all round, bad quite sat- 
itfied her on these days, till she bad counted a 
good many years—but even at nineteen there 
are fewer lips to give the birthday kiss, and 
those red berries only grew in the old garden. 

. Besides, life had come now. That wonderful 
future she used to dream about was right here. 
She was already in it, and *“ What is it all ? 
What am I amounting to 7” she kept saying to 
herself. “don’t see but I am busy all the 
time, but it isn’t living. When I get through 
1 shall have nothing to show. There's Lizzie 
Porter. She can draw and paint. I see how 
she can fill her life up well enough—and Lucy 
King is going South next month, to teach in a 
colored sc 
way out.” . : 

Poor Annie! something definite was what 
she wanted. Of vague energy and eagerness 
she bad enough. She didn’t need so much to 

~ be taught, “ Whatever thy band findeth to do, 
do it with thy might,” as how to find. It is 
trae of balf the young Chistian girls, who want 
to serve, and live to real pu y, but don’t 
know whee to begin. When they come down 
from abstract thinking to the regular, hopeless 
Mooday, and Tuesday, and Wednesday, it is 
coming against a blank stone wall. 
Annie Grahame’s home was very pleasant, 

Her lather was a stirring maa of business—here 
and there—absent much of the time. The 
only brother who was left, was in a store in the 
village—a kind, good-natured man, who moved 
on in a certain even way, loved Annie, and told 
her so sometimes, but knew as much of her in- 
er life as the king of Persia. = At home every- 
day were her mother, this unmarried aunt, and | h 
one servant in the kitchen, 

Mrs. Grahame was a thoroughly practical wos 
man, busy with her dairy and ber garden, and 
more industrious than her sister, who bustled 
about all day long in a sort of disconnected 
way. 
Ritson Annie's secret thoughts and this 

bome circle there was a most impassable gulf, 
They could help ber less than she could help 
berselt ; only this night the burdea seemed too 
heavy to bear. There was no use in going 
away to cty over it. She bad tried that before. 
She was in no mood for reading; so she took 
her unfinished dress, put the shade on the lamp, 
and sat down to rew on the braid. 
* Tinkle, tinkle,” went the doorbell. 
“ (, dear,” she sighed to herself; * I cannot 

talk  - i bat she wens to the door. 
“0, . Thayer, good evening,” and the 

mivister’s wife bad a hearty kiss and welcome. 
Something in her quiet eyes met Annie's 
od. Her mother was out.” Sbo untied the 

friend's white hood, and sat down 
i 

ey were a , if Mrs, Thayer would only 
. talk to ber and help her a little. However, it 
was only by intuition one could bave told her 
thrage. pever knew bow to first. 

“ Do you know, Annie,” said Mrs. Thayer, 
when gt gr va a little hpi common - 

aR or 

that are neces-| 

; but as for me, 1 can’t see my{good it would do her. 

Youths’ Department, Smhianhs TeUi or John, and I dust the rooms every 
morning ; but most of the things mother would 
rather do herself ; then auntie takesa good deal 
of care, so 1 don’t seem to be very necessary. 
The weeks go on, and I don’t see what it all 
amounts to.”’ : 
“You wert through school last summef, 

were n't you, Annie? You are young for that.” 
“ Yes, but father thought 136 Bn lon 

enough ; befides, my bead troubled me ne 
when I was stodying, it was of no use for me 
to try to go on. O dear! sometimes I wish I 
were 80 1 should have to support myself. 1 
believe 1 should be happier.” 

Mrs. Thayer was silent a minate, pondering, 
while she drew Annie to ber with a caressing 
motion. 

“ I understand,” said she. “ I've lived 
through it all. I think the great thing for you 
now is to know just what you ought to do. You 
want to find the right path between yielding in 
a lazy way to circumstances and trying to force 
your dreams against Teno Soppose we 
think things over, and see & little.” it 
“ Well,” said Annie, “I've wanted to go 

South with Lucy, to teach. 1 believe I know 
enough for that ; and there's such a need there. 
Bat you see I can’t stir a step. I'm the only 
daughter, and they think I'm not stroog,so I never 
could persuade father and mother that it is any 
thing but nonsense. There's no use in thinking 
any move of that. If I lived in a large town 
there'd be plently to do fer poor people, but 
you know how it is here. There it is—1 seem 
to be so shut up "—and her lip quivered a little 
as she went round the old hopeless circle again. 
“ But Annie, dear, God means to have you 

do something that calls out all your power. If 
He shuts you up here in this town the work is 
here. I in what you want to say. You 
have lived right bere so long, with every oer. 
going on in a regular way, you can’t 
through. You don’t know how to get any thing 
to begin with. It is like putting out your band 
to take an apple in a dream ; just as you put it 
out you wake up.” 
Anoie looked up with a smile and eyes brim- 

ming over. This was just the trouble. 
. Thayer was silent another minute or 

two, She knew Annie Grabam didn’t need to 
be directed into seeing home duties better just 
now. She wes already a good daughter and 
sister. The finer shades of help and home ser- 
vice she would find by degrees if she could once 
start in the right direction. To go out was the 
best thing for her first. 
The silence was broken rather abruptly. 
er you sew well, Annie? Do you like 

it 
“ Why, yes, pretty well ; but why?” 
“ You Ler firs. Watts. Did rhe ever think 

what she bas to do—with her feeble health to 
take care of her house and sew for those three 
children ? 1 propose that you take your work- 
bag the first pleasant aiterncon and go down 
there and sew for her. You can manage it all 
pleasantly, and you would give more comfort 
than you can think. When you come away, 
bring home somthing to finish. Then if 
can, interest some of the other girls in it. If 
you had ever been very tired and seen piles of 
sewing waiting to be done, you could feel what 

around then and 
see if there isn’t some one else who needs just! 
such belp. Iam very sure you couldnt make 
so much of your life amount to more in any 
way. Then, Annie, be all the time locking out 
for little chances to do something for every body 
you see. If you go over to the post office, don’t 
go dreaming or thinking of yourself, but watch- 
ing. It you meet Jim Clark, speak to him 
pleasantly, however sulky he looks. He is one 
of the kind nobody likes, so a little sunshine 
like that is what be needs. If you see Martha 
Cricks, don’t say in your mind, ‘Pab! how 
cross and gossippy she is I" but give her a kind 
word, and try to imagine what made ber so; 
and what she might bave been in different cir. 
cumstances. And so on, Annie; keep it ‘up 
week after week, watching for little chances in 
all sorts of ways to make somebody—any body 
bappier— better if you can. Don’t let any one 
slip by your thought simply because he always 
as. Stop and ask yourself, Now isn’t there 

something for him? You will have to think in 
a flash sometimes—but do it. Then there is 
Christmas coming. There are ever so many 
peogh here who live right on past all these 

ildays, and hardly ever know in their lives 
what it is to have a present. You could make 
some little things ; some cushion, or necktie, or 
collar, just some small thing, and astonish them 
with it. It would be such a surprise. It would 
give a thrill of hearty pleasure to persons who 
are not used to thrills of any kind.’ 
Annie drew a long breath, while a certain 

light slowly kindled in ber eyes. 
“1 think I shall bave enough to do.” 
Sbe laid ber head down on Mrs. Thayer's 

shoulder. A silent kiss told the story of a 
uzzle vik By pat hig 
er eager desire; u Christian 

ities of self-denial would oviiop the little 
ints iato i pc 4 life,—a pc however, 

to any who is at moment saying, | 
“ What ddes this all amount to ?”’ and * Wes 
can ldo ?"—W, & R. ‘ 

A man ah etoman himself with costly Sppanes 
and n his mind, is like one who illami- 
aihee outside of his house and sits within in| 

A writer to the Western Presbyterian thus des 
scribes the singing as he beard it recently of 
Spurgeon’s congregation, London : 

hymn was read entirely through, and 
each verse was read un was sung. — 
singing was started—not a person ‘who 
stood ® poside Mr. Spurgeon. Sot ase the 
familiar notes of Old Hundred, and for the first 
time for several months, essayed to joiu in sing: 
ing it. Bat I was surprised into silence by the 

ner in which the audience tosk possession 
of the tune. The most poweriul organ, it there 
bad -been any thing of the kind used, could 
vot have led t The second hymn was an- 
nounced to be, Jesus, Lover of my Soul. The 

said, * Let vs sing this ious hymn 
softly to the-tune of Pleyel’s ” When 
the first verse had been sung, id Atha he had 
read the second; ba said, ** Sing it softly I”’ 
With a countenance uplifted and beaming with 
fervor, bis book in both bands, keeping time in- 
voluntarily to the music, he sang with the con- 
grogeson. When he bad read the third verse, 
e said, “ You do not sing it softly enough!” 
They sang it sofily. It was as though some 
os, fn had dammed up the waters of the 
a 

through between two fingers and make soft, 
sweet music in its.great lap and plunge into 
the great basin below. Then when he had 
read the fourth verse, he said, “ Now if we feel 
this we will sing it with all our souls. Let us 
sing it with all our might ;” and the t con- 
gregation burst forth into song. pn as 
though the Great Hand bad been suddecly up- 
lifted, and the gathered waters were rushing on 
their voited'way in awfal grandeur. 

1 op Sd the members of the General 
Assembly o resbyterian church, with a 
great company of their wives, and rs, 
and friends, sing Old Hundred with a 
that thrilled me; 1 have heard oratorios ren- 
dered in Exeter Hall by a thousand selected 
voices, five hundred instramenfs, and a great 
organ ; J have beard operas rendered in the Im- 
perial Opera Eouse of the French Emperor by 
a great number of the best vocalists and mu- 
sicians that could be found in Earape, but I 
bave never heard music so va og and 
soul-stirricg as that made by those who wor- 
shipped with me in the Metropolitan Taberna- 
cle. "I was too much carried away to take par 
in it myself. Mr. Spurgeon always uses ? a 
“ precious hymns ” and the old loved tunen 

The Dutchman’s Parental Disci- 
pline. 

_ Here is a story with a very personal applica. 
tion : 

* Shou, mine Shon,” said a worthy German 
father to his heir of ten years, whom he bad 
overheard using profane language, “ Shon, mine 
Shon | comé here, am’ Twill ¢ 1 you von little 
stories. Now, mine Shon, shall it pe a drue 
story, or a made-pelieve ?” : 

“ O, a true story, of course,” answered John. 
“ Ferry vell, den. - Dere was once a goot, 

nice old shentieman, (shoost like I) and he had 
von little poy (shoost like you). Andt von 
day he heard him shwearing like a young fillin, 
an i be vas. So he went to der winkie (corner,) 
and took out a cowhide, (shoost as I am doing 
now,) and he took der dirty little blackguara 
by de collar, (dis vay, you see I) and vallaped 
him (shoost so) And den, pine tear Shon, he 
pull bis ears (dis vay) and smack bis face, (dat 
vay,) and tell him to go mitout his supper, 
shoost as you vilt do dis efening.” 

A happy Rejoinder. 

At Oxford, some twenty years ago, a tutor 
of one of the colleges lhmped in his ‘walk. 
Stopping one day last summer at a railwa 
station, he was accosted by a well-known pol- 
itician, who recognized bim, and asked if he 
was not the chaplain of the college at soch a 
time, naming the year. The doctor replied 
that he was. 
“1 wag there,” said his interrogator, * and I 

kcew you by your limp.” . 
_ “Well,” said the doctor, “ it séems my limp- 
ing made a deeper impression on you than my 

Feah, ge be reply, wif ready it, “ Ab, doctor,” was the reply, with wi 
“it. is the highest poh dt n wo can i. 
mipister to say be is known by his ¢ rather 
than by his conversation.” 

be chose. A young ma 
answer him two Cpe “ Most certainly,” 
was his reply. “ ell, sir, did Paul preach the 
ope Felix ?” « Yes, sir” And did 
elix tremble 7° « He did” The 

then took his bat, and simply said, * Goi 
sir,” in which he was at followed by the 8 at once by 

be nothing solid in it, but it eases jolts wonder 
tally | sugar, 

Singing by Spurgeom’s Congrega-' 
2 

Is of Niagara, leaving a thin sheet to wo 

to al 

March. 

Daring our long winter the farmers’ work is 

time that a‘supply of dry wood for the summer's 
fuel should be brought in, a quantity sufficient 
to last till elei Sng time comes ai 
next winter. We do not suggest the ma 
of maple syrup or sugar, because it is an ex- 
ceptional manufacture in this province, and 
those who find it profitable will not require a 
reminder that the sugar season is approaching. 
Every ambitious and industrious - farmer 
leave off his work in the woods as early this 
month as he can, and turn his attention to the 
farm, so as to prepare for spring work, Al 

The winter accumulation of manure 
should be carted out to the fields, or where it is 
to be used; this can only be dome when the 
ground is bard or covered with snow. It is 
time to arrange what are to be sown and 
in what quantities, and to look about to see 
where the best seed is to be obtained. Farm 
animals require much care and attention this 
month. All should be well fed, regaiatly 
watered, and protected from cold wi : 
wet. Cows about to calve are much better of a 
dose of Epsom or Glauber salts a week or so 
before calving. - The sal's may be dissolved in 
warm water, sweetened with molasses, and 

down the patient's throat by one man 
whilst another holds up ber head. If all cows 
were treated in this way, we should bear of 
fewer losses ; the medicine clears away all ac- 
cumalations in the alimentary canal, and lessens 
the tendency to inflammation, &c. Weak 
calves are strengthened by having a few raw 
eggs pushed down their throats from day to day. 
It is too early for ewes to be lambing now, bug 
the season is approaching, and where it can be 
done the ewes should be kept apart from other 
sheep, with plenty of feed and plenty of feeding 
room ; the latter is the more important provi. 
sion, and is too, often neglected. Weak animals 
should have grain or roots. Poultry of all kinds 
should be well fed, and the eggs looked for, 
morning and evening, to avoid destruction by 
frost. The eggs of are very liable to be 
lost in this way. In severe weather, foxes pay 
their respects to the poultry. 

It is not to be expected that much work can 
be done in the open garden in March, exce 
to repair fences and other erections. lot 
require to be made up sometime this month to 
furnish strong early plants of caulifiowers, early 
cabbages, tomatoes, ground cherries, and other 
summer open air A second sowing ma 
bo aside Ls dell, when oll Aho ahawe; ons Shi 
wise late ca for a fall crop may be sown. 
— Should the frost leave the ground sufficiently 
to enable it to be dug, a small sowing of ear 

may be made about the end of the mon 
weet peas should also be sown in the flower 
arden as early as possible, as they require a 

season ; but it is probable that these 

Stocks, asters, marigolds and flower seeds gene- 
rally may be sown in the hot bed at the end of 
March. The coverings over beds of Dutch 
‘bulbs, roses, &c., should not be removed till 
next month.—From N. S. Journal of Agricul 
wre. 

ERECTION OF A BONE MILL, 

On ordinary lands no crops can be got out of 
the soil without puttin i phasor the bess 
form of phosphate is to be Bone Dast. 
We have the satisfaction of stating that 

arrangements bave been made for the immedi- 
ate erection of a steam Bone Mill on Mr. Stan- 
ford’s premises at the Three Mile House, near 
S-— gd that pe Dust be for sale in 

time for sow uring the coming spring. 
arties Abebskins 4 wr. to oven will 

now have a market; and our farmers will be 
furnished with the means of eoriching their 
lands. It is estimated that bones to the value 
of $14,500 bave hitherto been annually wasted 

PRECOCITY OF A GAME PULLET. 

During the cmt ears that I have bees a 
breeder of poultry, ve not had an. instance 
of such ity as the one I am about to men- 

which they have not been since . On 
A 12th she began to lay, and in twenty- 
eight days laid twenty-three the 12th 

—W AM SLATER, in 

Never feed grain » oF git waler to a horse 
when warm iti gg on pon al- 
ways a sign of warmth ; place the band on the 
chest for & test. Water given after & meal is 

chiefly in the woods and in the barn. Jt is 

implements, waggons, &c., should be thoroughly 
r 
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ations will bave to be deferred till April— 
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