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Good Intenticns.
B7 JNARCARET K. SANGBTEL.

ihe w&r);derm things wo have planned,
ve,

Tho beautitul things woe have done,

ihe flelds we have tilled, the gifts we
have willed,

In tho Jight of another year's sun—
When we think ot it all wo are baffled,
There’s 80 much that never comes

0,
Recaute, Love, instead of our doing,
Wea're always just meaning to do.

Tho friends we are wanting to help,
ve,
They gtruggle alone and forlorn,
gy trla] and suffering vanquished,
Perchanco by temptation o’erborne.
But the 1ift and the touch
and the greeting,

LITTLE GENERAL ANTOINBE.

A small general was Antofne, with hls
short legs and round rosy cheeks! It
You could see his plcture, just as he
looked when he drovo tho cnemy from
their hard-won position, you would say,
*“Obh, that is only a iittle boy! How
could he be a gencral 1"

Walt until you have heard my story.

Antoine lived more than three hundred
years ago. His homo was in ono of
the lovely valleys of the Alps. It was a
happy home, though Antoine }ived in un-
happy times, when men were very cruel,
and thought nothing ot killing ono an-
other.

Antoine’s people were pot like this.
They were good and kind, for they read
the Holy Bible, and tried to live accord-

force them to go to the mase liko good
Catholics, and to own the Pope of Rome
as tholr lord and master. This they
could not do, for they had to be true to
thelr heavenly Lord and Master.

So all tho old and slck, with the wo-
men and children, wero taken to the safe
places in the mountains—great dens and
caves, which did not always proveo 3ale
places, to bo sure, but which were safer
than the pretty valley homoes, when once
the great army should appear.

The men all mado ready to fight for
thelr homes and familjes.

On came the army, climbing the steep
mountain paths, up which the pour
hunted people Liad gone. It was hard to
geo tho flerce soldiers coming %0 neur the
hiding-places of the women and children;
but what could the Waldenses do ?

That <well might have
ajded them through
The Derilous strait of ill-

fortune,
They miss—we're but
meaning to do. -
We dream of a fountain of
. knowledge,
We loiter along on its
brink,
And toy with the crystalline
waters,
Forever just meaning to
drink.

Night falls, and our tasks
are unfinished,
Yoo late qur lost chances
We Tue;
Dear Love, while our com-
rades were doing,
Wo émly were meaning to
0.

ON THE BANKS OF THE
NILE.

.The 1end of Egypt is &
strange Dblending of the '

present and _the past sh ‘ .
overhead stretcheg the tele- "t””'.&:b ﬁ-{; N7
graph wire, along the river | “Lim4 ~f§-:‘ﬁt‘
lies the railway, and on its ' R

bosoln  “ walks the water {.-
itkke a thing of life” the
weil-equipped  steamboat—
the products of the latest
civilization—while on efther
sicdes stand, in bold reilef
agsaingt the sgky, ruins of
ancient temples which date
back many of them four
thousapnd years. It is a
land of wonderfpl interest,
and has very striking illus-
trationg of the fulfilment ol
Holy Scripture. Y saw at
Karnak an obelisk erected
to the memory of Queen
Hatasy by her fatter, which
was 108 feat high, cut out
of & single shaft. This
Queen Hatasu was the
daughter of Pharaoh, who
drew Moses oGt of the bul-
rushes of thg Nile. Y

No monuments in Egypt

Sl
. uT:'p”“rj;a

comes from one of the side valleys, apd
the frightened soldiers fancy that a band
of men are ready to rush upon them from
some hidden path on that side

Quickly they seizo thelr arma !o meet
the new foe. Tho Waldenses above
heard the stir. and hastily scized thelr
arms and rushed dowa tho hill, thinking
the soldiers were coming up to attack
thom  But there brave soldicrs, toa
brave to pray {o the God af battles.
trightened by the noise of a single drum,
throw away their arms and ran, chased
by the Waldruses, and lostog in a half-
hour the good position it bad cost them
a whole day’s fighting to galn.

But where was tho little general all
this time *

Antolne knew littlo of the horrors of
But. just like any other boy, be
djd Hkeo 8 big nolse. So
when ho saw & drum atand-
tng tdle, heo stole softly
away, agd, soizing the drum-
sticks, began to pound with
ell his might., It was An-
tofno's drum that the sol-
diers heard, and which sent
them fiying down the moune.
tain side, so frightened that
they left thelr arms behind
for the Waldenses to uso
against them.

Ab! how tho men snd
women prafsed and blessed
little Antoine. DBut still
more did they prajse and
bless the good God who nsed
she child’s hand to sound
the note which drove the
goldliors Away.

war

“FLAG THE TRAOK,
BOYS1"

On one of the New Eng-
lan@ rallroads there had
been a heoavy rain-storm
for several days, and the
water-courses were awollen
and fierco, whila * wash-
outs” were frequent along
the line.

Four mies &rum a station.
and but fifty feet from a
bridge that spannea a rapid
river, tho carth was washed
away from the road-bed,
leaving, howeover, the ralls
in place. It waz just at
dugk, and the engineer
could not gee the dangerous
placo before him, hig first
warnfng coming when the
rails gave way beneath the
engine and it was pitched
into a deep hole.

The baggage and express
ears Woroe precipitated
down a steep embankment,
but fortunatoly the pss-
sengoer-cars  did not leavs
tho track There was no
1oss of life, altheugh many
wern serfously fnfured.

The engineer was soverely
hurt, being crushed beneath
the englne, and scalded by
escaping stcam., But not

sre more commop Or more
striking than those of
Ranieses the Great, the
Pharapgh of the Oppression.
He Is almcst always represented sitting
like the large figure on the upper right-
hand sido of tho cut with his hands upon
his knees, and with an eoxpression of
peate, yet of power and confldence, on
his face.

The strange and fluffy-looking plants in
the foreground are the famous papyrus
plantg from whoge name comes our word
¢ paper,” becazuse from its pith-Fke sub-
stalce & sort Of paper was manufactured.
Omé of those papyrus rolls has been d's-
covered, containing tho oldest manuscript
of thp Book ot Jeremlsh that {s known
to exist. Tho strange-looking, long-
legBeq, long-necked birds in tho fore-
grouyd are a characteristic feature of
Egyptian landscape.

mr————
Have 2 heart that never hardens, and

a temper that never tres, and a touch
thst pever hurts.—Charles Dickens.

ON TEE BANES CP THY NILX.

ing to his teachings. And becauee they
did this, wicked men hated them, and
tried to drive them from the face of the

earth,

They sald—the wicked men—that these
good men were heretics; that they did
pot belleve and teach the right things
about God and the church and holy
things. And then thoy tried to show
how good their own bellef was by doing
wicked and cruel deeds, such as God cocm-
mands his childrer never to do.

Antolne's friends, who lived In theso
beautiful valleys, were all of the Church
of the Waldenses, and they had to bear
a great deal of sorrow and pain on this
account. But thoy would bear anything
sooner than deny the Lord Jesus whom
they loved.

At the timo our little general drove
the enemy from the fleld the poor Wal-
denses were {n great trouble. An army

bad been sert {nto the mouatains to

They bhad no arms but the sling and
cross-bow, and they were but fow, while
the soldlers were many.

But they had btrave hearts, and fought
nodly, going all the time higher and
higher up amoeng the lofty mountains,

Night came on, and, tired out, both
armies stopped to rest, the Waldenses
on the heights above their enemles,

All at once great shoats of laugater
rose on the alr. Whe! could it mean ?

The good Waldenses, on thelr knees,
wero praying to God to help them drive
their enemfes away. Looking up from
below, the wicked soldiers saw and
mocked them for thefr fafth in God

Does God hear, rnd will he help ?
Hark ! the laughter dles away. T.oud
and clear on the still alr sounds the
Tub-2~-dub-dub of'a drum! The soidicrs
look up. No: it is not from above,
where the Waldenses are atill on their
knees, asking help from God. The sound

a groan or complaint es-
caped tis lips when ho was
removed from the wreck.
His first thought and words
were for others,

* Boys,” he sald, “keep the dcors & °
windows o the passenger-car shut Il
be a cold night, and all the hoat s ~ut
off. Fiag the tracks, boys

So down the track went the fireman.
himself badly druized and scalded, and
crawled over tho swaylng bridge, flagging
the track on the opposfte siie.

The brzkeman, cut and bleeding as be
was, ran back to the station already
passed, to give warning !cat the next
train shouid mect the same fate, and to
gecure succour. He fauted from ex
haustion on the track befure the station,
hut waAR discovered in scason to prrvent
another serious accldent.

These are the brave deeds that are of
frequent occurrence, yet that sefdom ra-
celvo praisc or rocognition. And the
wmnan themseives would be the last ones
to 1sy claim to herolsm.—C E World,



