PLEASANT

HOURS.

“Can't; don't you scoe I'vo got all
theso periaters to plant 7

‘“Well, I call it awlul mean to have to
plant taters all day Sat’day, after bein’
. school at hard work all the week.”

“1 don't work very hard In school,
-ure,” sald Heman, slowly covering the
two ‘ hills * nenrest the fonce, and lewn-
ing on his hoe. ‘Truo enough, ho looked
longlingly at the poles and lines of do-
mestic manufacture, and the palls sug-
gesting dinner in tho woods,

*Como on; don‘'t drop taters all day.”

“1 notlce I drop 'em Into my mouth
fast enough, when they're grown and
cooked,” said Heman with a jolly laugh.

* Where's your Uncle 'Rias, why don't
he plant 'em ?"

“ He's out in the wood-lot, fellin® some
big trees. Budd Hunt hag his little
saw-mill set up at Inlet-head, for a
couple of weeks, an' Uncle ‘Rias wants
somo boards sawed out."

*“Come ¢n, an' leave them taters for
him to plant nex' week."”

“That would be a pretty trick,” sald
Heman, with scorn.

" Take you all day, won't ft?
you might be eatin' outdoors.”

* Guess I'll do that any way, soon as
Aunt D'rexy's gingerbread an’ apple
ple’s done, guesg I'll take dinner out to
the wood-lot for Uncle 'Rias an’ me.”

There was some malcvolence in this
romark; these viands of Aunt D'roxy's
making were famous, and Meman
shrowdly suspected that a largoe part of
the zeal for his company, fishing, was
due to the thought of the good things he
would bring to eat.”

“Hum—m,” sald one boy, ‘“‘fore I'd
work hke you do. an’ they ain't your
people neither.”

‘They are too, my peuple,” gald He-
man. “Aunts an’ uncles, they come
next to fathers an’ nothers, an’ gran-
mothers, dont you know anything ?-
and he covered two more hilis vigor-
ously,

“Come on, jes' halt a day, an’ work
at taters this afternvon.”

* Can't—Joey goin’ ?*

** He never goes 'less you do-—an’ his
mom’s makin® doughnuts.”

Heman laughed. * Well, I've got to
nurry up. Wouldn't be sprised if that
pile of black clouds brought suthin’?’’

Away went the boys disappointed and
commenting, and Heman hurried along
the rows tihinking about shiners and
‘ pumpkin seed,” and how nice a dozen
of little fish would smell, frying in a
pan for supper! Time flew as he went
up one row and down another, and the
store of cut potatoes in the big basket
visibly lessemed, for Heman was a dill-
ecent worker.  He reflected that of late
Rias had seemed less cheery than usual,
and even more zealous than ever in
crowding on work. He knew tod, that
Aunt Drexy often luoked earnestly at
‘Rias as i anxious to read his thoughts.
Theso were sober musings, but they
fitted the darkening of the day, for be-
forc Heman was aware the clear sun-
shine had changed to a dul! brassy light.
and now and then a puff of wind came
along with a shrill scream. One such
whirled off Heman's hat and led him a
rhase. When he picked up the hat he
saw that the big black clouds had
massed and heaped until they looked
like the picture of Mount Chimborazo,
as seen in his atlas, drawn by an artist
who delineated from Imagination rather
than observation. He heard Aunt
D’rexy blowing loud and shrill on the
dinner-horn. She wanted him; he turned
to run toward the house. A queer
world this, a panel or two of rail-fence
rose up into the air and waltzed about;
the potato basket turned over and went
trundling along the fleld—there was a
screaming, much more shrill than the
dinner-horn, and Heman reflected that
{reshly-ploughed land did not taste well,
and that he would bo a gueer looking
boy if ever he stood up after heing rub-
bed along for a while face dowrward in
the moist furrow. He appeared to be
sleepy, and forgot himself. Then, there
he was, scrambling to his knees, shak-
ing earth from his hair and spitting it
from his mouth, wishing he had a towel;
next he stood up, and his breath, which
had been gone, it seemed, came back.
fhe sun had come out, and the shriek-
ing nolses were stilled. Seaward, the
torn cloud-mountaln careened, hauging
low, as if to meet the waves, Yonder,
between him and the house, was Aunt
D'rexy, running as he had never seen
her, for D'rexy was squarely bulit and
sedate of movement. Heman ran to
meot her, and after she had laborlously
~Hmbed one fence reached her, and was
clagped, maud and all, to tke embdrace of
ner clean calico gown. *““ Now the dear,
kind Lord be praised, who has saved you,
my boy ¥’

* What was it, Aunt D'rexy ? I'm all
right, but the potatoes are upset, and
1 il have a great time gettlng them to-
gether.”

An’

“'Pears llke it was a pleco of a
cyclone, from what I'vo heard. It
didn’t hit our bulldings, but it took
down your dove-house, and cut the top
oft tho popple tree down tho road. I
wish I know about 'Rias, ‘'Peared llke
tho wind dida't go long our wood-lot
way through. Went toward the school-
us,

*Well, as socn as I'm clean enough
to seo atralght, I'll go look for Unclo
'Rias, an’ ask him to como homo for
carly dinner.”

Heman made hasto to wash and chango
his clothes, his rhoes were full of stony
carth. Uncle ‘Rias had tho two horses
at the wood-lot ready to haul out his
logs. “He may want mo to stay and
g0 with him to the saw-mill,” said Heo-
man; “if I don't come back soon you
know {t's nll right, Aunt D'roxy."”

Heman wont up the road at a rapld
pace, not that he was alarmed about
Uncle 'Rias, but he was thinking what
fun it would be to toll him of the antics
of the fence-ralls and the potato baskot,
and how he himself had tried ploughing
up the ground with his nose! Then {f
Uncle 'Rias ghould olect to go at once
to the Irlet-head, there would be no cnd
of a flno chanco to watch the anchored
boats, to see what now cat-boats were
belng built, perhaps to have a row, and
finally he and Uncle 'Rias could sit on
a log at the saw-mill, and oat a
*snack * of cheese and hard tack bought
at tho “ ship’s grocerles” store. Better
far all this than golng a-fishing. As ho
surmounted the low hill that looked
down upon the wood-lot he saw in an
unfenced stump-filled fleld on the south
of the road oneo of Uncle *Rins’ big grey
horses, tearing around as it insane with
fright, a portion of harness flylng ke
¢ibbons about his back. On the north
side of the road the path openirg Into
the wood-lot was stranfely changed If,
as Aunt D'rexy said, the mamn part of
the wind-storm had swept straight sea- i
ward, some of its scouting parties had
done dire damage here, a tree lay partly !
across the road, there was a wide open-
ing where trec tops had been reaped off |
like ripe heads of wheat, aad spaces
where sonse big pine falling had carried
down all beneath it. Heman set out to
run Iin good earnest. A few rods,
brought him to thoe scene of desolation.
Bandy, the other grey horse, lay dead,
his head crushed, and beyond him, on
and under a heap of debris, of rotten
wood and dry branches, fallen back-
ward, his head very low, was Uncle
‘Rias, motionless, ghastly. The quick
eyes of the boy took not a minute to
discern that the right leg cf his uncle
was crushed under the fallen body of
the partly decayed tree, the wreck of
whose top afforded the debris that cov-
ered him. To free his head and shoul-
ders from wreckage and to put his head
in a better position was Heman’s first
work; and !n doing so he found that his
uncle’s heart still beat. Around He-
man’s neck hung, llke a Dboatswain’s
whistle by its cord, one of those shrill
sirens in which he and Joey delighted. ,
He blew as he worked, the luudest blast ,
he could. To his great joy a sccond
blast obtained an answer; Joey then was
somewhere on the rosd. Heman blew
the signals of * troubie’” and * hurry,”
and soon a plunging sound, and Joey’s
voice encouraging a horse, cameo near.
Then Joey's chestnut * Ranger' reared
and refused to come on; he was terrified
by Bandy's dead body. Joey turned him
adout, tied him, ani hurried forward.

“A tree’s fallen on Uncle ‘Rias!”
shouted Heman.,

(To be continued.)

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.

LESSON 1V.—~JULY 23.

THE HANDWRITING ON THE WALL.
Dan. §. 17-31. Memory verses, 24-28,
GOLDEN TEXT.

God is the Judge.—Psalm 75. 7.
OUTLINE,

1. The Crime, v. 17-28.

2. The Sentence, v. 24-29.

3. The Execution, v. 30, 3L
Time.—638 B.C.
Place.~Babylon.

. LESSON HELPS.

17. What precedes should be read with
caro 80 as (o understand this lesson.
“Let thy glits be to thysell’——For (1)
Daniel was unseiflsh, aod (2) gifts could
be of little use, for in & fow kours the
city was taken and pillaged. * Thy
rewards —Or fees. eA present was
sometimes really wages for work done.

* I will read "—>Make known,
thirough divine help.

18. * Thy father'—Grand-
father, as somo say. ‘The
chronology may puizie, dut
thao piain truth of the npar-
rative ought to puzslo no
one. 8earch for the vital,
poermanent truth in the nar
rative an¢ poetry of the
Bidble. “The most high
God "—The language ot
reverence. Earthly bolnge
should seo tho hcavenly
King, should honour and
obey him,

19. Nebuchadnezzar was a
powerf:l king, rich In
weaith, armios, and a
sproading kingdom. “Whom
he would he slew’”—The
king's will waa law,
His frown was doath to a subjoct and
his smllc was pardon, He was almost
irresponsible. The old orlental king is
the type ot a despot.

20, *Lifted up . . hardencd "—Fig-
urative expressions. niuch of our prose
is poctical {n form but nr notic .d by
us except we study ctym. .. Ho was
deposed bocanse insane. It was a neces-
sity to take from him the reins of gov-
ernment.  Pride, implety, and lack of
moral restraint made him crazy.

21. “Til1 he knew"—He was wisor
than some other inen who in aflliction
never come to know tho most high God.

22. “ And thou his son “—'Tho son was
like his father in pride, but, unlike him,
did not repent. Hls father's experlence
tanght him nothing.

23, * The vessels of his house™ -Thie
fliled the sou} of Danlel the Jew with
horror. To profane the garred vessels
of the lord’s house = as indeed a great
sin. rebe'lion agalns' the King of kings
*In whose hand thy breath s it is
for God to say to us, “Live.” and for
him to proaounce the word “ Die *In
him we Jive move, and have our being*’
“ Hast thou not glorifled*” In thine
heart, by thy life. A king should be to
all his people an example of plety.

256. And this s the writing* - The
words were not in the Chaldean char-
acter which we now call Hebrew They
were probably in the true Hebrew char-
acter. Each word has a seantence of
thought. The words mean (1) numera-
tion, (2) welghing (3) divisior.

HOME READINGS.

M. Belshazzar's feast—Dan. b. 1-9,

Th. Danlel called.—Dan. 5. 10-16.

W. The handwriting on the wal' —Dan.
5. 17-31.

Th. The temple vessels --Jer, 52. 12-19.

F. Pr%ghecy agalnst Babylon.- Jer. 51.
47-58.

S. Herod’s punlishiment.—Acts 12, 18-23.

Su. Found wauting.~Luke 12, 13-21,

QUESTIONS fFOR HOME STUDY.

1. The Crime, v. 17-23.

Who was king of Babylon at this
time ?

in what pleasure was he ‘ndulging *

What had happened to bring Daniel
to the banquet ?

Whose successor was Belshazzar ?

Of what sin had Nebuchadnezzar been
guilty 2 Verse 20.

What penalty had come to Nebuchad-
nezzar as the result ?  Verge 21.

How ought this to have affected Bel-
shazzar ?
2. The Sentence, v. 24-29.

Who sent the hand” that had written
on the wall ?

‘What were the words written ?

What did the word Mene mean ?

What meant the word Tekel ?

Wkhat did the words Upharsin and
Peres mean ?

Whereln had Belshazzar been found
wanting ?

‘What was declared to be the fate of
his kingdom ?

What did the king command concerne
ing Daniel ?
3. Tho Execution, v. 80, 3L

How soon was God's sentence agalnst
Belshazzar executed ?

What was his fate ?

‘What 15 sald tn Gal. 6. 79

Who took possession of his throne ?

How did ho treat Daniel ? Dan. 6.

1, 2.

How do you know when you have the
true welght ? Suppose you want a
pound of something; what must the
grocer put in the other scalo 2 A pourd
weight, to be sure. Then if the two
balance, if they are just even, yon know
you have a pound; but it not, something
Is wanting.

Queen Victoria bas s regiment of sol-
dlers, called the Queen's Guard, thai is
mads ap of men of exzactly the same
helght. If a man ig wanting in five
inches of this helght, or one inch, he

TIE IMAXQING CARDRXS OF BABYLOXM,

cannot belong to it.  Ho Is measured
to seo if he is just tall enough. anml naot
tno tall. But thero 18 somcthing Inshle
overy ono of us that cannot be meaaured
by a footrulo or yardstick, nor weighel
[n scales that we can sco; yot {t {8 very
impartant to know that thero is nothing

wanung God Jues the measuring andg
welghing. Suppose our hearts ate put
tn one scale and Juve in the other, of
or obedience In the other, or
truth, or any of the things Uod waaty
us to have to make up one of hia chn
dren. how will our hearts welgh * Wil
we be wanting 1n any of theso things ?

Readable Books.

The Miracle at Markham.
How T'aclve Churches Beeamo Ono.
By Charles M. Sheldon.  With numer
ous lllustrations. Paper, 30c. 3 cloth,
00c.

A new story by Sheldon will interest a
world of renders.  Tho succoss of his books
is without a parallel, Ff‘cen Lomlon
publishers aro competing for tho market.
Already 4,000,000 copies aro rv,  wid an
sold. ** Tho Miraclo at Markham ™ is said
to be Mr. Sheldon's best.

Yesterday Framed in To-day.

A Story ol the Christ and How To day

Received Him, By ** Panay® (Mrs. G, R

Alden).  Cloth iflustrated, 70¢.

This ix one of the most remarkable
bouks Pansy has yet wntten.  Her ook
1s guuke anything elso in puint.  Into the
to-day of railroads and telegraphs, phono

phs and clectric lights, tho author
rings a central figure  Jesua tho Christ.
Itisan agpmpnatc soquel to hor beautiful
life of Christ, which appeared 1ast scason.

The Uross Trlumphant,

By Florence M. Kingsloy, author of

“Titus,” *“Stophen’ and  “Pauf.”

Paper, 60c ; cloth, 81 00,

The oxtruordinary  popularity of
“ Titus,” which enjoyed a malo of nearly a
million copics within a ycar, mado M.
Kingaley's a honschiold name 1n all
America.  Tho new atory is well worthy
of the excellent series to which it forins a
ormplement.

A Doubls Thread.

By Ellen Thorneycroft Fowler. Paper,
75¢. ; cloth, 81.25.
Mixs Fowler's **Concerning lsabe]

Carmnaby ” was one of tho most succuss{nl

books of the past yeer. Tho lLowdion

Speaker remarked of it : * *The novel of

tho scason® will probably be the vendict

upon this amuinﬁly witty and bollant

story. Tho book positively radiatos
_ humour,”

I, Theu and the Other One.

By Amolia K. Barr, Author of *“Jan

older’s Wife,” “A Bow of Orange

Ribbon,” ste., etc. Illustrated. Paper,

60c. ; cloth, §1,00,

Mrs, Barr woll maintains tho papalerity
won with hor earlicat stories. T‘;:-. new
ono i1 aid to bo the bost she has written
2a00 ‘A Bow of Orange Ribhon”
appeared.

We pay postage. Send orders to

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mothodist Book and Pablishing iHouse.
‘Torouto,

€ W. (oates, Beatreal, 8. F. Bsestis, ali'ar,




