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Samily Girrle. 

A Mother's Cares. 

[ do not think that I could bear 

My daily weight of woman's care. 

If it were not for this: 

That Jesus seemeth ever near, 

Unseen, but whispering in my ear 

seme tender word of love and cheer. 

To fill my soul with bliss! 

There are so many trivial cares. 

That no one knows and no one shares. 

Too small for me to tell. 

Things e’en my husband cannot see. 

Nor his dear love uplift from me— 

Each hour's unnamed perplexity 

That mothers know so well. 

"The failure of some household scheme, 

The ending of some pleasant dream, 

Deep hidden in my breast. 

The weariness of children’s noise, 

The yearning for that subtile poise, 

That turneth dutics into joys, 

And giveth inner rest. 

These secret things, however small. 

Ave known to Jesus, each and all, 

And this thought brings me peace. 

{ do not need to say a word, 

He knows that thought my heart hath stirred, 

And by divine caress my Lord 

Makes all its throbing cease. 

And then, upon his loving breast, 

My weary head is laid to rest, 

In speechless ecstacy! 

Until it seemeth all in vain, 

That care, fatigue, orgnortal pain, 

Should hope to drive me forth again 

From such felicity? 
—Christian Secretary. 

Grandmother's Birthday. 

« Eighty-three years old to-day! Ah, 

well, I must not be impatient, butif it were 

God’s will how gladly would I go home 

to-day!” 

Grandmother Wells leaned back in 

her easy chair, her poor crippled hands 

resting in her lap. For six months she 

had not left that chair except to be car- 

ried to the bed, or lounge by the win- 

dow. 

She was a lovely old lady. Her com- 
plexion had retained much of its youthful 

smoothness and fairness. She had large, 

tender blue eyes, and a sweet, childlike 

mouth. Her silver, hair was brushed 

smoothly over her noble forhead. 

Never was there a sweeter or more un- 

complaining spirit than hers, yet she could 

not always resist the gloomy thoughts that 

stole over her. 

Forty years ago she had buried her hus- 
band and now all their children slept by 

his side. 

It was several years now since she came 
to live in the family of her granddaughter, 

Mary Wilton. She had known many 

happy days there. 

Mary and her husband loved her dearly, 
and as for the children, “grandmother” 

had the next place to father and mother in 
their hearts. 

When sickues' arid infirmity came upon 

her and she was unable to take a step alone 

or even straighten her poor bent fingers, 

they all tried by a thousand tender minis- 

tries, to make these weary hours pass 

pleasantly for her. 

But the dear old grandmother, “though 

she strove to be cheerful, could not always 

drive away the heart-ache. To minister to 

others had been the comfort of her life, 

and now the smallest service was out of 

her power. Even her knittang must be 
laid aside. 

“If I could only feel that I was some 
little usefin the world!” she said to her- 
self mournfully, as she sat in her room that 
bright June morning. “ But I am utterly 
helpless—and poor Mary, it seems as if 
she had enough cares already. But is this 
not a fretful repining spirit I am showing! 
Oh Lord, make me cheerful and patient, 
willing to wait.thy time!” 
She closed her eyes and sat quietly mus- 

ing while a more placid and hopeful ex- 
pression stole over her countenance. 

A light tapping at the door aroused her; 
she opened her eyes and said very cheer- 
fully : 

“ Come in.” 
The door swung wide open and in filed 

the four oldest children, one after an- 

other, : 

Herbert, a boy of nine, carried a boquet 
of flowers in one hand and a Spuitery il- 
luminated text in the other. 

Six-year-old Mary bore a frosted cake, 
wed with § wreath of foyern. orl 

“ Why you little dears,” said grand- 

mother, as the procession halted in front 

of her, “what does this mean?” 

Herbert advanced a step, holding up his 
gifts. He was a delicate thoughtful looking 
boy, with something very winning ways. 

He paused a moment to collect his thoughts 

and then said: 

“Dear grandmamma, your oldest boy 
Gives you a greeting fond this day ; 

The winter's snow is on your hair, 
But in your heart the flowers of May. 

Oh! lonely would our household be 
Without your smile and words of cheer; 

May God preserve your precious life 
And make you long a blessing here.” 

“You dear boy!” said grandma, her 
blue eyes bright with tears, as he laid his 
gifts in her lap, and kissed her tenderly. 
She had no time to say more for little 

bright-eyed Mary took his place, looking 

something shy but very proud of the gift 
she carried. 

“ Dear grandmama accept this cake 
And wreath of flowers for Mary’s sake ; 
Kind hast thou ever been to me, 
May I thy little sunbeam be ! 
And the sweet lesson thou hast taught 
Bear fruit in every deed and thought!” 

« Bless you little darling!” said grand- 
ma, as Mary first deposited her cake on a 
chair and threw her arms around the old 
lady’s neck. 

¢, You are my sunbeams, all of you. But 
here is my Josie waiting to speak,” she 
said smiling. 

The little fellow laid his gift on her lap 
and stood hesitating a moment. 
He was a warm hearted affectionate boy 

but very nervous and excitable. 

“Dear grandmama,” prompted Her- 
bert. 

“I know it,’ 
dont’t tell me?” 

said Josie indignantly, 

“Dear grandma, please accept these gifts 
With love from little Joe; 

If all the love that’s in my heart 
Ini words could—words could—" 

«] can’t sink what comes next!” hiding 
his face in grandma’s lap. 

Herbert's prompting only iritated him, 
and at last grandma said in a soothing 
tone. 

other time you will say it to grandma, 
when we are alone together. Run to the 

sugar-plum drawer, and you will find 
something to comfort you.” 

Josie, whose tears were easily turned to 
smiles, obeyed promptly. 

Little Alice, at a sign from Herbert 

stepped forward, and resting her vase on 
grandmother’s knee, looked up with her 
confiding eyes into her face. 

She had more confidence than Josie; and 

it was in clear though lisping tones that 
she repeated her lines : 

“Thy little namesake offers thee. 
This vase of flowers and kisses three ; 
Oh, happy may thy birthday be!” 

“ You little blossom you!” said grand- 
ma, kissing her rosy cheek a dozen times. 
And now mamma, who had stood smil- 

ing in the back ground all this time, ad. 
vanced with baby Charlie in her arms. 

¢ Dear grandma, baby is too young to 

repeat verses, but he offers you his mouth 
for a kiss.” 

“ Bless his precious heart!” said grand- 
ma kissing him warmly. Did you hear the 
children repeat their verses ?” 

“ Oh yes, I was standing here all the 
time.” 

« Ma wrote the verses for us,” sid Her- 
bert. 

“ And Bridget made the cake,” said 
practical Mary. 

“ And I made the book mark myself, all. 
my own,” said little Josie, nestling up to 
grandma's side. 

“ And here's a little gift from Robert 
and me,” said Mrs. Wilton. 

It was a lovely engraving representing 
Christian and Hopeful resting in the valey 
of Beulah. : 
Grandma’s eyes grew moist again as she 

looked at it. 
“ Oh how lovely that is! Thank you 

Mary darling and Robert both. . This is a 
happy birthday indeed. Why ee are 
you there 00? 

oming, dear grandmother,” “Good 

said Mr. V Eilon, Shoring to kiss her. ow 

“ There dear little man, don’t cry. Some | F® 

one of the greatest blessings God ever gave 
us! 1” 

Grandmother could not answer. But she 
fell asleep with a smile on her lips, an emb- 
lem in her heart.— Christian Union. 

The Bad Boy of the Neighborhood. 

BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER. 

I have quite late ly been made accquainted with 

‘the miseries endured by some of my friends 

from certain bad boys who reside in their neigh- 

borhoods. The ladies have told me of the 

annoyances they suffer from having bells rung 

at untimely hours, windows broken, grass 

trampled upen, and chalk-pi¢tures drawn upon 

their front stoops. Far wa¥se and harder to 
bear than these, however,’ have been the -at- 
tacks made by these little ruffians upon deli- 
cate and getntly-bred boys on their way to 
school, so that the mothers have trembled 
when their sons were out of their sight, at the 
thought of what they might be enduring. One 

miscreant, who lives with his parents in a hand- 

some house on a pleasant street, has made it so 

uncomfortable for the neighbors, that one or 
two are considering the propriety of moving 

away, and others, who cannot ‘move, becasue 

they own their dwellings, think of speaking to 

the police. , 

The age of this particularly terrible juvenile 

offender is mine years. At nine, one would 

naturally suppose that he could be persuaded or 
awed into good behavior. But no! He lives 
the life of Ishmael upon his block, and is the 

terror of other boys, the inciter of dog-fights, 

the persecutor of cats, and the detestation of 

ladies and gentlemen. His hand is against 
every man’s and every man’s hand against him. 

His father admits that his boy is troublesome, 

| declares that other boys must defend them- 

elves, and fight their way. He refuses to in- 
terfere, and treats those who complain to him 

with curtness and contempt. 

An utterly ungoverned or misgoverued boy 
of nine has got a very bad start indeed in life, 

He is only a little fellow, but he is almost half- 
way on to manhood. What sort of a citizen 

will he make? What sort of a husband? 
What sort of a neighbor, when the despotism, 

cruelty, cowardice, which are now in their 
seed-time, shall have come to harvest? We are 
all, more or less interested in this thing, for 

the bad boy is, in the majority of cases, the 
predecessor of the man. If he belongs to Rag- 

Alley, or the Five Points, we can set a mission- 

school at him, and appeal to some sweet in- 

fluence to the dormant possibilities of his na- 

ture, but when he is a respectable member of 

society, clad in purple and fine linen, and faring 

sumptuously every day, we are at a loss how to 

ach him. ~ We see that he chews tobacco, 

smokes cigarettes, and we are aware that he 
persuades our boy to do the same. We know 
that if he be punished in school foran overt act 

of iniquity, he straightforward Vows vengen- 

ance on half-a-dozen of little fellows, who have 
had good marks all day. We have seen him 
fight like a bu]l-dog, and have heard him swear- 
ing. We have forbidden our children to speak 
to him, and yre have resolved that whenever we 

meet him ir will pass him by with severe and 

emphatic — pproval in our faces. 

Weil, is the best way? I know the coun- 

sel mothers generally give their little sons, with 
regard tq such a one as I have described. He 
is a bully, and the good boys are told to let 

him alone. to get on peaceably with him; if 

need bé to submit to his pummelling, and to 

say: ‘‘You,may strike me, but I will not 
strike back.” I am myself inclined tegjpeace 
measures, on principle, but I have my doubts 

as to whether this is common sense. I believe 

that the coward and the bully are near of kin, 

and I do net like the idea of giving the bad 
boy of the meighborhood his own way. Let 
the good boys take theif own part. Let them 
learn the art of striking ‘out straight from the 

| shoulder or otherwise, but of striking in self- 
defence when forbearance has ceased to be a 
virtue. Itis because young Quilp is allowed 
to go on {is career unmolested and unresisted, 
that his Quilpian traits attain sucha growth. 
No mother or auntie can feel anything but 
horror, of course, atthe idea of having her 

boy engaged im-anything so vulgar os fe dread- 
ful as a street fight. It would be simply intel- 
erable to her to have her darling come in with 
a black eve or a torn coat, but,— 

You see, the case was puf very ‘neatly the 
other day by a little man in our Sunday-school. 

His teacher, the Sunday previous, had asked 
each of her to endeavor to perform some 
kind or good Action during the week, urging 
this upon them in her own gentle way until 
nearly every one promised to keep her counsel 
in mind. Next Sunday came. She asked the 
little fellows about their week's record, and up 
spoke Oscar, always ready. 

he two boys who were fighting, 
teacher.” 

4 Did That was right and brave.” 
“oni and gave one of them an awful lick- 

ing,” Te 
OR ak Se very wrong Inds Iam 

worBiek ‘than her boy. Ttis fashion, or h 

housework, or her sewing, or her latest 
baby, or anovel, which fills up her days, or it 
may be she is an invalid, and cannot endure 
Johnnie’s noise. There was once a boy who 

came into the library, where sat his mamma with 

her feet on the fender and a book in her hand. 

He began to play, not very noisily, but her deli- 

cate merves could not bear even a little dis- 

turbance, so she said, ‘‘Goaway Jehnnie, I 

cannot have you here.”” The aunt, who happen- 

ed to be present, said her heart ached at the 

little fellow’s answer. “ Where shall I go? I go 

into the kitchen, and the cook says ‘ go away!’ 

I go into the nursery, and fhe nurse tells -me 

to go away. I come here by my mamma, and 

she tells me to go away. I know what I'll do, 

I'll go into the street.” 

Many a little fellow is driven into the street’ 

and there he learns with evil facility. If he 

had a place offhis own in the house, if he had 

pets of his own to love and care for, if he had a 

teol-box and liberty to use it, above all, if he 

had a sympathizing friend in sister and mother, 

he would not be so tormenting. I think if we 

would occasionally give him an invitation to 

tea, and put on plenty of sweet cakes and fruit. 

and then entertain him with games and pictures 

and music, we should find thdt we had taken 

one step forward. We should be helping him 
to discover the gentleman in himself, and if 
that once comes to the surface, the rough will 

hide his head. 

Let us not forget to distinguish always be- 
tween mischief and depravity. That which is 

mere recklessness fun, bravado, and overflow 

of spirits, is very different trom that which 
is vicious, mean, and dishonorable. I cannot 
feel satisfied when I think of a bad boy any- 
where, in any station, who is given up as in- 
corrigible under twelye years of age. Love can 
save him, you may depend upon it. 

Fireside Pastimes. 

CONDUCTED BY WILLIAM C. BURNHAM, A.B. 

$F Contributions of good original puzzles and 
answers are solicited from every reader of the Vis- 
1ToR for this department. communications 
should be written Ym. of one side of the pa 
marked ¢ For Fireside ’ and addressed 20 
William Vem a VISITOR Office, No. 85 Germain 
St., SaintJohn, N. B. 

DIAMOND PUZZLE. 

My first is a consonant. : 

My second is a serpent. A 
My third is an animal. 
My fourth is a poisonour reptile. 

My fifth a vowel. 

G. E. C. 

HISTORICAL QUESTIONS. 

1. What is the first naval expedition of 

which we have any account? 

2. What are the Arundelian Marbles? When 
were they found? Where are they now? 

3. Who invented the Telescope, and in what 
year? 

4. Where and when was the first baloon as- 
cension? 

5. Who was the first Governor-General of B. 

N. America? 

6. What was the name of the first Canadian 
steamboat, and when and where did she first 
ply? 

TECUMSEH. 

Westport, N. 8. 

WORD-SQU ARE. 

A South American shrub. 
At a great distance. 

A thin tin plate. 

A small eottage. / 
TECUMSEH. 

Westport, N. S. ' 

NUMERICAL ENIGMA, 

I am composed of 19 letters. 
My 13,11, 8,5, 17, 14isan ancient queen from. 

whom the royal estate was taken. 
My ,8 8, 10, 6 is a scripture mountain. 
My 9, 18, 12, 16, 4 is the key note in music. 
My 17, 2, 7, 19, 15, 1, is a vehement desire for 

something. 

My whole should be in every Baptist family. 
A. T.D. 

POETICAL TRANSPOSITIONS. 
Présin, 

Udrette ont eyt cmopernheded 
8i het istspri seloiecvs ryerpa; 
Fost bkueres ni ssngsilbe eddne, 
Ethrbangi rfmo rhe silp fo raj. 

DuPLEX, 

ORTHOGRAPHICAL PUZZLE. 

Fill the blanks with words pronounced alike 
but spelled differently. 

1. As I walked on the ——— I found a very 
large ——. 1 

2. He tried to —— him near the 
3, A large — tree grew on the 
4. Although his name is ——— he cannot 

as well as he wishes. . 
5. Did you see that ——— man as he 

for assistance, 
6. It is impossible to 
extent of the ———. 

over the ‘entire | 

look as b bright as the Sent itself ! . 

“ | 

8 Vow Jo rr Salo i 
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ANSWERS IN Two WEEKS. 
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VEGETABLE and FLOWERSE: ] 
including the/leading sorts of Peas, Beans, Cabig . 
Carrot Pars: h, Lettuce, &e. Our I 
Seed depa: ent has received extreme c wl 
atterition in the selection of what are most like]; 
produce su; or and beauriful flowers. 
Catalogues containing a large amount of inf 

expenses, of allow a large co 
new and 
say. Sample free. 

Rowell, 

department for sale low by the dozen or gross, 

¥ S 45 King Street, St. 
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ACENTS READ THIS. | 
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Black Lustres, Boot as 

"| Flowers, Feathers, Hats, Rib Velvets. 
/ 'Velveteens, Satins, Stine Epingios, 

Linen and Pa 
‘Stewart's and , Bi 
Braids, Scotch Yarns, and a full line of Small Wan 

hines K 

LONDON HOUSE WHOLE: 
AUGUST 2; 21,1878. 

First Fall Importations, 
¢ Caspian,” ¢ Nova Scotia 

ke [ Memphis," oL ibernian” and from RRIS 

108 /CASES NEW FALL GOT: 
Nea: 

| DRESS GOODS 
es, Italian Jeans, Siles 

rtings. Canvas. Oxford Shi 
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CLOTHS :— Worsted Coatings perfine | Bi 
, Doeskins, English, Sco hand how Edtmbe 

pans Prints, in great variety; White and Gr 

ry Gloves, Hosiery Handegclils, Ties and § yo 
Co! and Cuffs; Clark's 
‘bour’s Threads; 

sept 18 

Religious & Sunday Sch 

HE Editor and Proprietor of the VISITOR is 10% 
prepared to furnish 

SUNDAY SCHOOL IBRARIES 

BIBLE and HYMN BOOKS, 

COMMENTARIES, 

everything Teac by our churches taken 
promptly supplied 

CHRISTIAN VISITOR 

BOOK ROOM. 

AT REASONABLE RATES. ALSO 

HYMN and TUNE BOOK 

STANDARD RELIGIOUS BOOKS, & 

Orders “for SUNDAY SCHOOL BOOKS, PAPERS, and 

th co hi. be 

supplied on short notice, at 

IW. P CLARKE 

Office, += McLaughlin's Buin 
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