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THE CHRISTIAN MESSENGER.

dlouths’ Department.

were all that Deb had; except a mother,
and she didn't amount to much, for she

Leassons for 1871.
THE WORDS OF JESUS.

Soxpay, Marca StH, 1871.
Unassuming Piety,—Ma t. vi. 1-18.
Recite,—Seripture Catechism, 183, 184.

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.

e

No. Lx1.

Here are the six names described and the
texts :

Johabod . . . o 1 Sam. iv.
8-beb-a . W e 1 Kings x. 1.
A-aro n. Exad. iv. 14.
[-8h: AN Hosex ii. 16.
Ch TR S s 2 Sam. xv. 32.
H-iddcke-l . Genesis 1i. 14,

Compare them  with the deseription in
eur last, and see if they answer to it.
Now take the initials and they form Isaxam.
And the finals, and they form DaNiEL.

Are they the same as you found? or
were you too idle or too busy to think
about thew, and find them out?

—— 5 B S ——

BIBLE SCENES.

No. xvI.

Here is a-picture of sadness which pre-
‘cedes one of triumph :

A royal city on the bank of a river
which flows through eultry plaics to join a
broader fluod. -

A man with rent garments, wearing
sackcloth and ashes, and uttering loudwnd
bit.er cries, passes through this city to the
street before the king's gate. Enter he
cannot, for no sign of sorrow or death may
come within that gate to remind the in-
mates that they are mortal.

Royal servants are sent to him with fit
clothing, but he rejects the present. To
him the mourner confides his sad tale, and
gives a copy of the document which attests
its truth. : ;

Armed with this, the faithful messenger
returns to the royal friend who alone can

“avert the threatened ruin, and whose

brave cxertions are soon crowned with
SUCCESS,

Who is the mourner? and who his royal
friend ?

D =
DEB.

“ | wonder,” said Deb. Ard she did
wonder very much. What about! I think
that she hardly knew, herself. She only
knew that she wondered —and wondered.

All the world was a wender—the great,

eoft, shining snow-drift that curled up

sgeinst the fence opposite her window ; the
beautiful whirlpools that the snow made
when the wind was up; the ice in the
strects, and the little girls that tripped oo
it, and the little boys that didn’t; the cross
grocer who brouzht flour and beans into
Brick Alley every morning; the pleasant
baker who sometimes tossed her up a seed-
cake through the window ; the factory-girls
with the little pink bows on their nets,
who strolled by in the evening after mills

were out, and Jaughed so that ehe could |

hear thew quite plainly, or sang a little—
and she could hear that quite pluinly too ;
the erkics when they wade faces at her
through the square top of the alley—gray
and silver and blue faces, or flame-colored
and gold faces, or black faccs, or faces
crowned - all about with stars: the river
too, all that she could see of it, and that
was just a crack away betwcen two houses,
and a crack of slope that banked itin, In
winter the slope was shining white, und in
summer it was ehining green ; and as for
the cruck of a river, sometimes that was
white too, and sowetimes it was greee or

purple or gray or blue, and sometimes it

tossed stout, and sometimes it was as still

a8 Dcb herself. That was all she knew
about the river, And 8o she wondered.
But most of all gshe wondered about the
bells. The town was full of bells. There
were belle in the streete, and bel's, she had

heard, to the mills, and bells, she thought,
to the river too ; but all the bells that she
knew about belonged to the grocer and
baker, and these sbe had never done very

was busy and worried and hurried and eick
and ansious and poor—very pocr, and the
room was full of children whe could run
out and see the bells, and knew all about
the ‘river, and who never wondered ; 80,
when she bad put Deb out of ber bed into
ber chair, or out of her chair into her bed,
she thought no more about her ; so, as 1
say, she didu’t amount to much.

Del) was not ugly to sec—except ior the
curve in her poor shoulders, and bher little
soft, white, withered feet, that hung down
uscless from ‘her high chair. In the {ace
Deb was not ugly at all to see. She had
solt hair, and ber checks were white and
clean, and her eyes had grown so large and
blue with fifteen years’ full of wonder,
that il you were once to sce them you
would mever forget them as long as ycu
lived.

A young lady that I beard of will never
forget them as long as she lives, and you
shall bear about ber presently.

In the daytime Deb shut her eyes and
tried to think what it would be like to run

] about with the children who did not won-

der ; toesee streets, or a crowd, or a church-
spire, or a fuveral, or people going to a
wedding, and other strange thinzs of which
the children who did not wonder talked to
each other ; and which, because her eyes
were shut, she saw or s>emed to see, and

yet always knew that she never saw them
all. ‘

At right sl: liked to open her eyes, and
to lie with them . open a long, late time,
after the children who did not wonder
were aeleep. She liked to open her eyes
at night. because then the two things that
she liked best happened—the dark and the
bells. It seemed, indeed, that the darker
it was, the more bells there were alwags.
First, there were the mill bells, in the early
winter dusk ; they rang very hard and very
merrily, to let the factory girls go home to
put the little pick bows upon their nets.
Then there were the church-bells, they
rang very heavily and respectably, to call
people to the weekly prayer-meetings, but
they did not call the girisin the little pink
bows. Sometimes there were fire-bells,
that shrieked at Deb out of a yellow sky,
and frightened her. Atnine o’clock when
it was darkest, Deb heard the closest,
pleasantest, awfulest bell of all. This was
the great Androscoggin bell, the largest in
New-England. Deb held her breath—
every night she beld her breath—to listen
to this bell. It was more like a voice than
a bell. Sumetimes the little cripple thought
it cried. -Sometimes she thought it prayed.
But she never beard itlaugh. The streets,
the river, the crowd, weddinge, funerals,
chureb-spires, all the strange things that
Deb in the daytime saw with her eyes
shut, came, or ceemed to come, at night,
when her eyes were open, and talk to her
—hut alwaye prayed or ecried, and never

smiled—out of the sulemn Androscuggin
bell.

The solemn Androseoggin bell was ring-
ing the will-girls in by broad sunlight one
noon, a little testily, when there came a
knock at the door, and behind it the young
lady of whom 1 heard. Deb was startled
by the knock, and frightened by the young
lady. It was not often that visitors came
to Brick Alley, and it was still less often
that Brick Alley had a visitor who knocked.

This was a young lady for whom Deb’s
mother did fine washing. Deb’s mother
wiped Lier hands and a chair, and the young
lady sat down. She was a straight young
lady, with strong feet, and long brown
feathers in her hat, and soft Lrown gloves
upon her hands.  She had come, ste said,
with that Cluny set which she Yound that
shie hould need fora party this very might;
indeed, she was in 80 much haste for it
that she had bunted Deb's mother up ;
which was a matter of some diffculty, as
she had never had the least idca where she
lived before, and bhow crooked the stairs
were ; but the lace was very yellow—as
she saw—and would ebe be sure to have it
| done by nine o’clock to-night? and—

" And there, turping her head suddenly,
the straight young lady saw poor erooked
Deb in her bigh-chair, with the wonder

moch more thas wonder at, after all, for |in her eyes. ,
they were two stories down in the yard, | ¢ Dear ime!” said the straight young

and she was in her high chair by the

window M

Now thie, you eee, was why Deb won.
got out of that M‘h
ehair by the window, except to get into
bher bed. And she hed. pever heen any-
where in all ber life except into that chair
‘and into bed. And she was fficen years

deved. She never

“Q,ﬂ A :

The bed aod the chair snd the window |

lady.
I wonder if T frighten ber,” thought
lpk, T K. !
¢ ls this your—" y i
** Yes,” snid Deb's mother, 4 the oldest.
Fifteen. #ﬁry,-,tt. wa'am, but I
m (i'» bt ¢ S~
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of soft cuffs—ubout in ber hands, in a
butiness-like way. A breath of some kind
of scented wood struck, in a little gust,
against Deb’s face. She wondered how
people could weave sweet smells into a
piece ef lace, and if the young lady knew;
or if she knew huw muoch pleasanter it
was than the onions that Mre. MeMahoney
cooked for dinngr every day in the week
but Sunday, upon the first floor. But it
gave her quite enougu to do, to wonder
without speaking.

“ Fifteen ! rapeated the young lady,
standing up very straight, and looking
very sorry. ** How long has she been—
like—that ?”

‘‘ Born s0,” said Del’s mother, *¢ She's
Jjest set in that chair ever sence she’s been
big enough to set at all. Would you try
gum on these, Miss?”

** But you never told me that you had a
crippled ¢bild?” The young lady said
this quickly. ¢ You have washed for me
three years, and never told me that you bad
a crippled child !

‘“You never asked me, Miss,”” said
Deb’s mother.

The young lady made no reply, She
came and sat down on the edge of Deb's
bed, cloee beside Deb’s chair., She scemed
to. have forgotten all abcut her Cluny face.
She took Deb's hand up Letween her two
soft brown gloves, and ber long brown
feathers drooped and touched Deb’s cheek.
Deb hardly breathed, the feathers and the
gloves, -and the sweet smells of scented
woods, and the young lady’s sorry eyes—
such very sorry eyes!—were s0 close to
the high-chair. Shimy

¢ Fifteen years!" repeated the young
lady, very low. ¢ In that chair—and no-
body ever—poor little girl, poorlittle girl.

What was the matter with the atraight
youhg lady 7. Allat once her bright brown
feathers and her soft brown gloves grew
HImp in little epots. Deb wondered very
much over the damp little spots.

* But you could ride!” eaid the young
lady, sucdenly.

7T don t know, ma’am,” said Deb, 1
never saw anybody ride but the grocer and
the baker. 1 ain’t like the grocer and the
baker.”

" * You could be lifted, | mean,” eaid the
young lady, eagerly: *¢ There is somebody
who lifts you?’

‘* Mother sets me gener'lly,” said Deb.
““Once when she was very bad with a
lame ankle Jim McMahoney =et me.
He's first floor—Jim McMahoney.”

‘¢ I sball be back here,” said the young
lady, still speaking very quiekly, but
speaking to Deb’s mother now, * in just
an hour. Ishall come in an easy sleigh
with warm robes. If you will bave your
daughter ready to take a ride with me, 1
shall be very much .obliged to you,”

The young lady finished her sentence as
if ebe didn’t know what to say, and 8o said
the truest thing she could think of ; which
is what we are ull in danger of doing at
tiwes.

“* Well, I'm sure!” said Deb’s mother.
*“ Dabittra, tell the lady—"’

But Dabittra could not tell the lady, for

‘she was already out of the door, and

down stairs and away into the street.
And indced Deb eould not nave told the

lady—bas never told the lady—ecan never
tell the lady.

If all the blue of summer skies and the
gold of sumwer sunlight and the shine of
summer stars fell down into your-hands at
once, for you to paint serap-books with,
should you know what to say ?

Into the poor little serap book of Deb's
life the eolors ol heaven diopped and blinded
her, oo that bewild.ring, beautiful, blessed
ride.

In just an hour the sleigh was there,
with the easicst cushions, and the warmest
robes, and bells—the werricst hells !—and
the straight young lady, And Jim Mo.
Muhoney was there, and be carried her
down stairs to **set™ her. And ber
‘mother was there, and wrapped her all
about in an old red shaw!, for Deb had no
**things,” like other girls. The young
lady had remembered that, and ehe had
brought the prettiest little white hood that
Deb ever saw, and Deb’s face looked like
& bruised day-lily bud between the shining
;nl. but Deb eould not see that ; and Mrs,

cMaboney was there, paring onions at
the children who did net wonder, the
groeer turned in at the Alley corner, and
the baker stopped as »‘tﬁw out, and
everybudy stoud and smiled to see ber start,
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reins into her brown gloves,and the sleigh-
bells eried for joy—how they cried !—and
uway they went, and Deb was out of the
alley in a-minute, and the people in the
alley burrahed, and hurrahed, and hurrabed
to see her go.

That bewildering, beautiful, blcesed
ride ! How warm the little white hood
was ! how the cushions sank beneath ber,
and the fur robes opened like feathers to
the touch of Ler poor thin hands! Iow
the tells sang to her, and the snow-drifts
blinked at ber, ard the icicles and the
slated roofs, and eky, and people’s faces
smiled at-her!

¢ What is the muatter 7" asked the young
lady ; for Deb drew the great gray wolf's-
rohe over her, face and head ; and sat 8o,
for a minute, stiil and hidden, The young
lady thought that shie was [rightened.

“ But 1 only want to ery a little !” said
Deli’s little snothered voice, ** I must ery
a jittle first!”

When ehe had cried a little, she held up
ber head, and the shine of her jretty white
hood grew faint beside the shine of her eyes
and cheeks. That bewildering, beautiful,
blessed ride ! b it

Streets and a crowd and churéhfepirca
were in it—yes, and & wedding and a fu-
neral too! all that Deb had seen in her
high-chair in tLe daytime, with her eyes
shut, she saw in the sleigh on that ride,
with her happy eyes open wide.

She sat very still.  The young lady did
not talk to her, and she did not talk to the
young lady. They rode and rode. The
horse held up his head. It seemed to Deb
that he was flying. She thought that he
must be like the awful, beantiful white
horse in Revelation. She“felt as if he
could take her to heaven just as well as
nct, if the young lady’s brown gloves
should only pull the rein that way.

They rode and rode. In and out of the
werry streets, thriugh and through the
einging bells, about and about the great
church-epires—all over and over and over
the laughing town. They rode to the river,
and the young lady stopped the white horse,
s> that Deb could look acroes, and up and
down, at the shining stream and the shin
ing bank, _ c §E

* There's .80 much of it!" said Ded
softly, thinking of the crack of it that she
had seen between two houses for fifteen
years, For the crack seemed to her very
much like fifteen years in a high-chair ;
anq‘ the long, broad-shouldered, silvered
river secemed to her very much like this
world above which she had wondered.

They rode to the mills, and De¢b trem-
bled to look up at their frawning walls, and
to mget their bundred eyes, for the windows
starec like eyes ; but some of the girls who
wore the little pink bows, and who knew
her, came nodding to look down out of
them, and she left off trembling to laugh ;
then in & minute she trembled again, for
all at once, without any warning, great
Androscoggin pealed the time just vver her
head, and swallowed ber up in sound.
She turned pale with delighted terror, and
then she fluslied with terrified delight..

Did it pray ? or ery ? or laugh ? Deb did
not know. It seemed to her that if the
white horse would carry her into the sound
of that bell, she need pever sit in a high-
chair at & window again, but ride and ride
with the young lady. It seemed to her like
forever and forever.

They turned away from Androscoggin
without epeaking, and rude and rode, Day-
light dimmwed end dusk dropped, and see !
all the town blazed with lights, They rode
and rode to sce the lights. Deb could not
speak—there were €0 many lights.

And still she could not speak when they
rode into Brick Alley,and Jim McMahoney
and her mother and the children who did
not wonder came out to meet ber, and take
her back to her high chair,

She was too happy to speak, She need
never Wooder any more, She could re-
wember,

But the young lady did not want her to
speak. She touched bher white horse, and
was gope in & mioute ; and when Andros-
coggin rung them both to sleep that night -
for the young lady forgot to ask for her
Clony, and was too tired t6 go to the party
—l am sure I cannot tell which. was the
happier, she or Deb,  Androscoggin did
not trigble himeelf to find out, Al he
said was, Forever and forever. Deb knows,

der | bim any more, . She understood.
. And this js all.1 heve to tell. Whethes

the young Jady teok Deb to ride again or

AN ey, TR YRS

She beard bim. Sbe bad po need to won- |
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A Temperance Golumn,

SONG OF THE DECANTER.

There was an old deeanter,
and its mouth was gaping
wide ; the rusy wine bad
ebbed away, and
left its
eryrtal side ;
and the wind went
humming,
bumming ;
up and
down the
> - sides it flew,
and through the
reed-like,
hollow neck
the wildest notes it
blew. | placed it in the
window, where the hlast was
blowing free, and fancied that its
pale mouth sangz the quecrest strains
to me. * They tell me—puny con-
querors! the Plague has slain his tem,
and war his hundred thousand of the ver
best of men ; but i”’— "twas thus the bottle
epake—*¢ but 1 have conquered more than
all your famous conquerors, so feared and
famed of yore. Then come, ye youths
and maidens, come drink from out my-*
cup, the beverage that dulls the brain
and burns the gpirit up; that puts to
% shame the conquerors that slay their
scores below, lor this bhas deluged
millions with the lava tide of woe.
Thoogh in the path of battle,
darkest waves of bloed may roll;
yet while I killed the body, I
have cursed the very zoul. The
cholera, the sword, such ruin
never wrought, as |, in mirth or
malice, on the innocent have
brought ; and still 1 breathe
upon them, and they shrink
beforemy breath : and year
by year iy thousands tread
the dismal road to ,dcuth."

‘““ THE WORK DONE INSIDE.”

One of my Iriends is » very eanrnest,
shrewd man, who scems always to know

One day he was passing a gin-shop in
Manchester, England, when he saw a
drunken man lying on the ground. The
gor fellow had eyidently becn ‘turned out
of doors when all his money was gome. In
a moment my friend hastened across the
street, and, entering a grocer’s shop, ad-
dressin@ the master, said :

‘** Will you oblige me with the largest
sheét of brown paper you have ?”

“ Whbhat for, my fiiend? - What's the
matter 7"’

‘“ Ok, you shall see in a minute or two.
Please let it be the very largest sheet you
have.”

The sheet of paper was soon procured.

‘¢ Now will you lend mea piece of chalk
éaid my friend,

“ Why, whatever are you going to de?”
“ You shall ece presently.”
He then quickly printed, in large lettere,

Specimen of the work done inside,

He then fastened the paper--over the
drunken man, and retired a short distance.
In a few moments several passers.hy stop-
ped and read aloud, ** Specimen of the
work done inside.”

In a very short time a crowd assembled,
and the publican, hearing the noise and
laughter outside, eame cut to see what it
was all about, He eagerly bent down and
read the inecription on the paper, and then
demanded, in an angry voice, ** Who did
that?’

* Which?” asked my friend, who now
Joined the erowd. . ** If you mean what ie
on the paper, I did that; but if you mean
the man, you did that! This morning,
when heo arose, Lhe was sober—when he

how to do the best thing at the right time.

oyt

walked down -this street, on his way to _

work, be was sober—when he went inte
your gio-shop he was sober, and now he is
what you made him. Is it not a true
specimen of the work done inside 7’ — Rew.
Charles Garreut, in Band of Hope Review.
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BIED BONGS. .
** Ye little birds,

Ye have no words ;

What can this be

Ye sing to me ?

“ We sing of woods
And eooling fluods,
And blessoms blue
And meadow-dew.

# We sing how free

1t is & very littlo thing o have o fell, but

rdn sweetest, saddcst, tenderést little

in the woild.— Our Young Folks,

i

‘when it was told to me, 1 thought it was "
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