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Baby Has Gene to School. 

The baby has gone to school ; ali, m«! 

What will the mother do, 

With never a call to button or pin, 
Or tie a little shoe? 

How can she keep herself busy all day, 

With the little “hindering thing’ away? 

Another basket to fill with lunch, 

Another “good by’ to say, 
And the mother stands at the door to see 
Her baby march away; 

And turns with a sigh that is half relief, 

And half a something akin to grief. 

She picks up the garments here and there, 

Thrown down in careless haste, 
And tries to think how it would seem 

If nothing were displaced 
If the house were always still as this, 
How could she bear the loneliness? 

—Ez. 
— 
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ALYPIUN OF TAGASTE 
A Tale of the Early Church.» 

BY MRS. WEBB, 
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ee ~— 

«CHAPTERIV. 

For some days Alypius wandered 
about like a troubled ghost. Hise 
studies were utterly neglected; his 
“vain philosophy” gave him no com- 
fort, and failed to divert his mind 

from the thoughts and feelings which 
had taken such strong possession of 
hin. Even the society of his friend 
Julius had lost its zest; for Julius 
rallied him about his admiration of 
Medora, and also expressed some 
little astonishment, snd even con- 

tempt, for the pity which he had 
manifested towards the Nazarenes. 
One of Alypius’ favourite rambles 

was to the Point of Lochias, the 
promontory that bounded the great 
port to the east. From this point, 
and the rocks which proceeded from 
it a considerable distance into the 
sea, a fine view was obtained of the 

whole harbour, fringed, as it were, 

with towers and palaces and temples; 
and dotted with innumerable vessels 
of varied size and picturesque forms, 

bearing the wealth and the laxury 
of many distant lands into this great 
emporium of trade. Across the en- 
trance of the harbour, and at about 

the distance of a mile, rose the noted 

Pharos, built by Sesostris of Cnidus, 

in the reign of Ptolemy Philadelphus, 
283 years before the Christian era. 
This splendid lighthouse was erected 
on a small rocky island from which 
it took his name ; and was connected 

with the main land by an artificial 
dyke of great length, at each end of 
which was a passage for ships from 
the great port to the port of Kunos- 
tus, lying S10 the west of the city. 
Over thesé channels were two fine 
drawbridges, which completed the 
Heptastadium, as the whole eonnect- 
ing embankment was called, and 
formed a very favcurite promenade 
for the gay citizens of Alexandria. 
The less frequented Lochias was 

Alypiug’ chief resort. Thither he 
had often walked with his friend; 
and on tke rocks which jutted into 
the sea, and were washed by its 

waves on either side, he had sat for 

hours, discoursing with him en the 
doctrines of their leading teachers, 

and the so-called religion of the phil- 

osophers. Now he repaired to this 

spot alone, and he mused on very 

different subjects. He thought of 
the ancient religion of the Egyptians, 

which he had been taught to despise 
as barbarous and obsolete, but of 

which he had been told the lovely 

Medora was a votary, and her bro- 

ther an officiating priest. He knew 

little of the tenets of the Egyptians; 

but he believed them to be marked 

by ignorance and superstition, and 

not worthy to be compared te the 

enlightened opinions of the Greeks 

and Romans. Of these opinions his 

knowledge was very extensive; but 

the influence which they exercised 

over his feelings or his conduct was 

very slight. Indeed, he regarded 

religious belief as a matter which 

chiefly concerned the lower orders, 

and was useful as a restraint upon 

those who were incapable of being 

guided by those principles of honour 

and morality that were incuicated in 

the schools, and were considered 

quite sufficient for the educated 

members of society. 

From these principles, and their 

often unsatisfactory results, the 

thoughts of Alypius turned to the 

Christians. He knew, as- we have 

said, something of their doctrines 
from Monica and her friends. He 
knew that the main principle of their 
lives was an entire and self-denying 

devotion to the Master whom they 

served, and a constant effort to pro- 

mote his glory by their lives, or, if 
need be, by their deaths. He knew 
that purity and holiness, to a degree 

undreamed of either by the Egyp- 

tians, the Greeks, or the Romans, 
was inculeated by their teachers, and 
practised—or ut least aimed at—by 

all who professed to be followers of 
the Nazarene, whose holy example 
they sought to emulate. All this he 
had known from childhood, but the 

subject bad never greatly interested 
him. He bad followed the opinions 
and the ways of his teachers and his 
young companions; and especially 
bad be been led by Monica's son, 
Angustine, whose lively talents and 

.| captivating appearance and manners 

had rendered him a very dangerous 
friend and associate for Alypius, in 
the days of their intimacy at Tagaste. 

Since Alypius had resided at Alex- 
andria, he had heard a great deal of 
the doctrines of the Christians, who 
dwelt in great numbers in that city 
and neighbourhood. Though Chris- 
tianity was new the religion of the 
Emperor, yet the condition of those 
who professed it in the provinces 
dependled, to a great degree, upon 
the character of the Prefect for the 
time being, and that of the inferior 
magistrates ; and also upon the influ- 
ence which wae brought to bear on 
these men in authority by the feeling 
and spirit entertained towards the 
Christians by the heathen populace. 
Many of the Roman governors, who 
were themselves supremely indiffer- 
ent to the religious opinions of their 
subjects were induced to commit 
acts of cruelty and persecution for 
the sake of securing their own popu- 
larity. This had been the motive of 
Fabius in the instance which we have 
just recorded ; and this had been the 
oceasion of putting once more to the 
proof the oft-tried faith of the Chris 
tians, and displaying once more their 
indomitable fortitude, to the scorn 

and derision of some, but to the ad- 

miration and sympathy of others, 

who, though heathens themselves, 
could yet understand and appreciate 
the devotion and the noble self-sacri- 
fice of the martyrs. 

Alypius was one of these. His best 
feelings had been aroused by the 
heart-sickening speetacle in the Cir- 
cus. The victims had appeared to 
him to be heroes, worthy of the 
brightest days of Roman virtue. The 
eriminals had seemed to him far 
superior to the judges and execution- 

ers. The disciples of the lowly 
Jesus had worn in his eyes an aspect 
of dignity such as no seat of govern- 
ment, no robes of state, could ever 

equal in glory. He had seen what 
faith—confiding faith—could work, 
not only in the strong young soldier, 
but also in the aged man, the gentle 
maidens, and the young and untried 

boy. What could be the powerful 
principle that had - enabled all these 
to meet death—and such a death— 
with courage, and without one effort 
to avert their dreadful fate by deny- 
ing their Lord and Master? Such 
thoughts were salutary, and they 

were not without fruit ; but Alypius 
had much to experience, and much to 
feel, ere he could truly comprehend 
the value of the Christians’ motives, 

and the Divine beauty of the Chris. 
tians’ conduct. 
Long he sat on the rocks of Loch- 

1a8, and walched the lengthening 
shadows of the vessels, and the re. 

flection of their sails in the blue 

water. By-and-by the light on the 
summit of the lofty towers of Pharos 
was kindled, and shone as a guiding 
beacon far over the sea. Other 
lights sprang out of the growing 
darkness ali round the circling bay, 
like a fringe of fire-flies trembling in 
the distance. Nearer to Lochias, in 
the eastern suburb of the city, stoed 
the Cesareum—the royal palace or 
temple of the Cmsars—with its two 
obelisks on each side of the entranee, 

rising tall and slender above all the 
surrounding buildings, and pointing 
to the unfathomable depth of deep 
blue sky that hung cloudless above 

them. There also rose the great 
Museum, with all its adornment of 

statues and frescoes, now scarcely 

visible in the waning light; and 
there was the magnificent Exchange; 
and hard by stood the beautiful tem- 
ple of Neptune, which contained 
treasures of bronze and marble. 

All these, and many more stately 
and beautiful buildings, met the eyes 

of Alypius as he gazed thoughtfully 
around the bay; and the calm loveli- 

ness of the scene sank into his heart, 

and stilled the anxious workings of 
his troubled spirit. At length he 
rose to return to his lodgings in the 
city. He walked slowly along the 
way that led by the obelisks, on 
which the rising moon was now shed- 
ding a weird and silvery light. How 
tall and gaunt they looked against 
the clear night sky, and how many 
thoughts they awoke in his mind of 
the old days of Egypt's glery and 
power, when they had adorned some 
grand temple, perhaps far up the an- 
cient and mysterious Nile ! 
So much did his own thoughts en- 

gross him, that Alypius was all 
unconscious of the few passengers 
whom he met by the way; and he 
was only aroused from his sense of 
solitude by coming in contact with 
the crouching figure of a woman 
near the base of one of the obelisks. 
She did not move or speak; and for 
a moment Alypius feared she was 
dead. But soon she heaved a deep 
sigh, or rather a groan, and he ad- 
dressed her :— 

“Why are you here alone, and ly- 
ing on the ground ?” he asked, gently; 
and he laid his hand on the woman's 
arm, as if to raise her up. 
She looked up in his face with a 

sudden start; and, as the moon's 

soft light fell on her face, Alypius 
saw that it was pale and sunken, and 
that her eyes were shining with a 
wild and unnatural brightness. 
“The ground—the ground!” she 

repeated, slowly. “Would that I were 
beneath it, and at rest!” 

“Are you in distress, then—in 
want ?”’ asked Alypius. 

“I want nothing on earth—nothing 
that you can give.” 
“But I may help you, if you will 

tell me the cause of your grief. I 
ean pity you, if I can de nothing 
else.” 
“How should you feel pity for me? 

You have never known what it is te 
be twice bereft of all you love.” 

“Have you no home—no friends— 
| poor woman ?” asked Alypius, in a 
voice of such sympathy, that it seem- 
ed to touch the woman’s withered 

heart and pent-up feelings. Tears 
glistened in her eyes, and she said, 

in a wandering manner,— 

“] have a home, but there are no 

kind voices now to welcome me there. 
And there is one little grave beneath 
the acacias and oleanders. I made 
it, and decked it for him, and he 

sleeps there—all that remained of his 
blessed form when the wild beasts 
left it.” 
“What do you mean?’ exclaimed 

Alypins. “Was one of those Chris- 
tians whe perished in the Circus a 
relative or a friend of yours 7” 
The woman looked up suspiciously, 

and the cold look came back to her 
eyes. 
“Are you going to denounce mc ?” 

“I did not say that I was a Christian.” 
“And if you had said so, you need 

fear no harm from me. I would not 
hurt a hair of any Christian's head. 

I saw those martyrs die; and I shall 

never forget it.” 
“You saw them die! You saw my 

brave and beautiful boy torn to pieces 
by the tigers; and, more cruel than 
the wild beasts, you did not try to 
save him!” 
She rose from the ground as she 

uttered these words in a deep, hissing 
whisper; and then she stood con- 
fronting Alypius, and looking as if 
he were answerable for the death of 
kim she mourned. 

“I would have saved him—I would 
have saved them all,” he replied, 

so earnestly that the woman’s coun- 
tenance again relaxed. “I would 
have thrown myself between that 
roble boy and the savage beasts ; but 
I could not reach him. The sight 
almost maddened me.” 
“Are you a Christian, then?” 

“No; but I can feel for the injured 
and oppressed of every religion.” 
“Can yon? Then may the blessing 

of Christ rest upon you; and may 
he give you that faith which may 
indeed bring upon you suffering and 

death in this world, but must lead 

you to everlastipg glory and happi- 

ness hereafter.” 
As the woman spoke these words 

she looked earnestly at Alypius, and 
then raised her eyes to heaven as if 
in supplication. Her countenance 
was now calm, and she seemed to be 

raised for the moment above the 
sense of maddening grief which had 
80 lately overpowered her. What 
was it in her face which made Aly- 

pius start, and gaze upon her so fix- 
edly? He could not tell; and 

whatever it was, it passed away 80 
quickly, that he could not even recall 

the sensation te which it had given 
rise in his breast. The wild glitter 
returned to that afflicted woman's 
eyes, and the hurried whispering tone 

to her voice ; and she laid her cold, 

thin hand on the arm of Alypius, and 
drew him forward as she said,— 

“I can trust youn. Come with me, 
and I will show yon where he is 
sleeping ; and there is ne one to weep 
over his grave but me!” 
She hurried on in silence, and Aly- 

pius obeyed her guiding hand; for 
he felt a deep interest in her, and 
earnestly desired to know more of 
her sad story, and to endeavor to re- 
lieve her distress. 

Silently they passed on through 
several streets until they reached a 
small, low house in a retired situa- 

ation, among gardens, and wide- 

spreading tamarisks and acacias. 
The woman opened the door, and 
led Alypius tarough a dark passage 
out into a small enclosure behind the 
house, on which the clear moonlight 

was shining, and casting the shadows 
of the quivering foliage above. 
“Here—here he lies,” she said, in 

a voice half choked with emotion, as 

she drew Alypius to a little mound 
under the spreading acacia in the 
garden. “See—bhe is quiet, and at 
rest. The savage beasts, and the 
more savage heathen, cannot touch 
him here.” Then her wandering 
look and manner came back again, 
and she went on in a whisper, while 
she held up her finger to silence 
Alypius:— 

“Ah! do not speak; a strange voice 
might disturb him. Stay—I will sing 
to him, he knew my voice so well, 

and he loved to hear me sing. I could 
always make him sleep quietly—so 

quietly.” 

And she began to sing in a tone so 

sweet and touching, and yet so wild, 

that Alypius was deeply moved. 

Tears were in his eyes, and the wo- 
man saw them. 
“You weep for me,” she said, more 

gently, “and I seldom weep. My 
tears are all dried up. When my 
husband—he who taught me to be- 
lieve in Jesus Christ—was taken from 
me, I thought my heart would 
break; and my family had all cast me 
off because he had become a Christian, 

and had taught me to forsake the 

worship of stocks and stones. But I 
had comfort in the certainty that he 
was gone to the Master whom he 
served; and I promised him on his 

death-bed that I would be true to that 
blessed Master, and would bring up 
our child to be his faithful servant.” 
“And does that child lie here?” 

exclaimed Alypius, interrupting her. 
“And was it he who so nobly sealed 
his faith, and died for the honour of 

his Master’s name in the Circus ?” 
“Oh, no. That was not my own 

son—though I could almost wish it 
had been he; for then Ishould know 

that he was in heaven, where my 
husband dwells. But my boy—my 
Cleon—I know not where he is. Aft- 
er I was left alone and desolate, I 

left Alexandria, and went into Upper 
Egypt with a friend. We dwelt on 
the border of the desert, and in great 
seclusion, for a long time. Then 
came a band of wandering Arabs, 
and they robbed our dwelling of all 
that it contained—yes, even of my 
only treasure. My friend tried to 
save my child, and the savages mur- 
dered her. I had gone to the village 
in the neighbourhood ; and when I 

returned all was over, and the Arabs 

gone. A young Egyptian who had 

seen it all, and had hidden himself in 

our garden, told me the fearful story. 
I hardly remember what happened 
after that. But I know that I came 
back to Alexandria, and that I found 

a friend in Portia, the mother of this 

martyred bey. He was a son to me, 
and she as a dear sister ; but they 

were accused as traitors and enemies 
to the State, and cast into prison. 
There Portia died: and you know 
the end of Iciline.” 
“But how did ‘you procure the 

body of the martyred boy 
“I had a friend—a humble friend— 

to whom my husband onee rendered 
a great service, and he had not for- 
gotten it. He was one of those 

whose dreadful office it was to attend 
at the Circus, and to have the charge 

of the beasts. He knew my love for 
Ieilius, and that my poor heart was 
breaking. I said that I would give 
myself up and die with the sweet 
boy; but he prevented my thus 
throwing away my life in my despair; 
and he promised to try and save him. 
He did try—he used greet and noble 
efforts, but in vain. I waited in agony 
all that fearful merning, hoping to 
see my boy restored to me. But, oh, 
what words can tell my anguish 
when he brought me in his mangled 
body! All that I had felt when I 
Jost my own son came back to me— 
my senses seemed to forsake me, and 
strange sights and sounds te haunt 
my brain. I buried Icilius here; my 
friend helped me to lay him in the 
grave.” And again she sang in the 
same strangely sweet voice, which 
thrilled to the heart of Alypius; and 
again that leok returned which had 
80 greatly startled him before. 

I% was gone in a moment; and he 
waited silently until she ceased to 
sing. Then he took her by the hand, 
and led her into the house, and tried 
to recall her thoughts to herself, and 
her future life. 
She told him that her name was 

Claudia, and that her family were 
among the rich and great of Alexan- 
dria; but she firmly refused to tell 
their names, far less to permit Aly- 
pius to go to them on her behalf, as 
he proposed to do. She said that 
she did not require pecuniary assist- 
ance at present, as Portia had be- 
queathed to her all her humble poss- 
essions; but she thanked Alypius 
warmly and gratefully for his kind 
sympathy, and assured him that it had 
calmed and comforted her, and that 

she would gladly see him at her lonely 
dwelling whenever he would visit her 
there. 
So he left her in selitude ; but his 

mind was filled with plans for her 
future comfort and safety, which he 
lost no time in endeavouring to 
carry out. 

SCROFULA 
and ail scrofulous diseases, Sores, Erysipe- 

las, Eczema, Blotches, Ringworm, Tu. 

mors, Carbuncles, Boils, and Eruptions 

of the Skin, are the direct result ot an 

impure state of the blood. 

To cure these diseases the blood must be 

purified, and restored to a healthy and na- 

tural condition, AYER’S SARSAPARILLA has 

for over forty years been by emi- 

nent medical authorities as thi pow- 

erful blood purifier in existence. "It frees 

the system from all foul humors, enriches 

and strengthens the blood, removes all traces 

of mercurial treatment, and proves itself a 

complete master of all scrofulous diseases, 

A Recent Cure of Scrofulous Sores. 

“Some months I_was troubled with 

sorofulous sores (ulcers) on § legs. The 

limbs were badly swollen and inflamed, and 

the sores discharged large Quantities of 

offensive matter. Kvery r y 1 tried 

iled, until 1 used AYER'S SARSAPARILLA, 

of which I have now taken three bottles, 
with the result that the sores are healed, 

and my general health greatly improved. 

1 feel very teful for the your 
medicine has 
Yours my 
148 Sullivan St., Ne 

me. 
Mrs. AXN O'BRIAN.” 
w York, June 24, 1882. 

=F All interested are invited 

to call on Mrs. O'Brian; also upon the 

Rev, Z. P, Wilds of 78 East 54th Street, 
New York ty, who oe take ng 

© won orf e vy: 
) hort reapanila yg n the = 

this lady n own case 

any nots within his knowledge. 

The well-known roriter on the Boston Herald, 

B. W. BALL, of Rochester, N.H., writes, June 

7, 1882: 

* Having suffered severely for some years 
with Eczema, and having failed to find relief 

from other remedies, 1 have made use, during 
the past three months, of AVER'S S A 
RILLA, which has effected a ete 

era NTE TY or 
Ayer’sSarsaparilla 
stimulates and regulates the action of the 

digestive and assimilative organs, renews. 

and strengthens the vital forces, and speedily 
cures Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Rheuma. 

tic Gout, Catarrh, General Debility, and 

all diseases arising from an impoverished or 

eorrupted condition of the blood, and a weak- 

ened vitality. 

It is incomparably the cheapest blood medi- 
eine, on account of its concentrated strength, 

and great power over disease. 

PREPARED BY 

Dr.J.C.Ayer&Co., Lowell, Ma<c. 
Sold by all ot Ya $1, six bottles 

or . 

LONDON HOUSE 
‘Wholesale. 

Received since 1st June, 317 packages Britisb 
Foreign, and Canadian Manufactured 

DRY GOODS. 
EFAll orders by our Travellers, or Let- 

on bia have, as usual, prompt and. at- 
on. 

DANIEL & BOYD. 

NEW GOODS 
In Gentlemen's Department, 

27 King Street, 
New Long Scarfs, 8ilk Handkerchiefs; Made- 

up Scarfs, Yongees, Braces; French Braces, 
Rug Straps, Courier Bags, Dressing Gowns, 
Gloves, Merino Shirts and Drawers. 

IN STOCK :— 

ENGLISH ALL LINEN COLLARS in the lates 
(To be continued). 

Rheumatism can’t stop where Minard’s 
Liniment has been thoroughly applied 
and taken internally, this is the verdict 
of all users. 

FACETIE. 
—_—— 

“What is the most forcible line that 

Grattan ever uttered, Calhoun?’ said 

Daniel Webster. ‘This,’ said, Calhoun, 

quickly: “Short lived, indeed, was Irish 
independence. I sat by her cradle; I fol- 
lowed her hearse.’ ”’ 

A gentleman had his boots blacked by 
one of two boys, and gave the shiner a 
two dollar bill to get changed. After 
waiting some time he said to the other 

boy: “Where’s your partner?’ “Oh,” 

said the youth with a grin, ‘“he’s busted 
up, and I’m his assignee.” 

A trying case: “Oh no!” she exclaimed, 

in consternation, ‘‘surely not, doctor!” 

“Yes,” be said, ‘‘you are certainly threat- 

ened with scarlet fever.” ‘‘What shall I 
do, what shall I do?” she moaned in great 
distress. ‘‘Oh, doctor, couldn’t you 

throw it into some other kind of fever? 
Scarlet is so trying to my complexion.” — 

Philadelphia Call. 

By lack of open air exercise, and the 
want of sufficient care in the matter of 
diet, the whole physical mechanism otfen 
becomes impaired during the winter. 

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla is the proper remedy 
to take in the spring of the year to purify 
the blood, invigorate the system, excite 

the liver to action, and restore the healthy 

tone and vigor. 
| ERE RA 1 § 

PUTTNER'S SYRUP HYPOPHOSPHITES. 
W.B. SLAYTER, M. D,, L.R. C. P., Eng., &c., 

consulting surgeon to P. and C. Hospital and 
Prof. of Obstetrics, Halifax Medical College, 
speaks in the highest terms of PUTTNER'S 
SYRUP HYPOPHOSPHITES. Sold by all drug- 
gists. Price 50 cents. 
T. TRENAMAN, M. D., CITY MEDICAL OF- 

FICER, Halifax: Having used PUTTNER'S 
SYRUP, I can testify to its value. 

C. D. RIGBY, M.D., SURGEON HALIFAX 
DISPENSARY: Having used PUTTNER'S 
SYRUP singe it has been introduced, I never 
found a reason to be dissatisfied with its results. 

pr eg Singers and Public Speakers, 
will find ** Phosphorized’ Emulsion, of the 
reatest benefit to them, where there is any 
ndency to weakness of the throat or Bron- 

chia) tubes, as it soothes the irritated mem- 
brane, gives full-tone and strength to the 
vocal organs and imparts new life and vigor 
to the enfeebled constitution. Always ask 
for “*Phosphorized*’ Emulsion, and Be sure 

styles ‘and the ‘ Deric” (Pa Tarn 
own), and THE Swi. Paper, 

tanding). COLLARS. 

i MANCHESTER, 
ROBERTSON, 

& ALLISON. 

THOMAS L.HAY. 
DEALER IN 

didesand Calf Skins, 
SHEEP SKINS AND WOOL 

RESIDENCE—59 WATERLOO STREET. 
Where Hides Skins and Wool of all su 

scriptionswill be bought forwhich the highe§ 
et prices will be given 

Patronize Home Industry. 
C—— 

PRICES REDUCED. 
Lower than the American Baptist 

Publication Society. 

mar2 

Sunday School Papers at ten per 

cent. less than United States 

Publications: 

THE CANADIAN RECORD, 

8 pages, monthly in clubs of'5 or mere 25cts, 

a year. Single copies 58cts. 

‘ THE YOUTH’S VISITOR, 

(I1lustrated,) 4 pages, monthly, in clubs of 10 
or more 12cts. a year. Single copies 25cts. 

THE GEM, 

Iustrated,) 4 pages, monthly, in chbs of 10 
or more 8cts. a year. Single copiés 15cts. 

J. E. HOPPER, 

Saint John, N. B. 

The Family Welcome. 

This is one of the largest and best story papers 
published in America. Itis full of 

STORY AND ROMANCE, 

WIT AND HUMOR, 

ANECDOTE AND ADVENTURE. 

1a fact, there will not be a line of dull reading 
in it. Published the 1st and 15th of be 
menth. Terms: One dollar per annum in ad- 
vance. Agents wanted everywhere. Samples 
free. Address—‘The Family Welcome,” Lon- 

you get it. don, Ont.


