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The Boys We Need.

Here's to the boy who's not afrald
To do his ghare of work,

\Who never 1s by toil diamayed,
And never tries to shirk.

The boy whuse heart is hrave to mect
All llons in the way,

Who's not discouraged by defeat,
But tries another day.

The boy who always means to do
The very best he can;

Who always keeps the right in view,
And aims to be a8 man.

Such boys as theso will grow to bo
Thoe men whose hands will guide

The future of our land, and we
Shalt speak their names with pride

All honour to the boy who is
A man at heart, I say;

\Whose legend oL his shleld is thls .
* Right always wins the day.”

A Methodist Soldier

ALLAN-A-DALE.

CHAPTER V.
I MAKE DP MY MIND.

For tho next few days I was in a
strangely unsettled state of mind. The
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tirst evenlng my mother pleaded with
me to tell her the truth. Harter had
gpread his malfcious tale all over the
village, and some of the younger chil-
dren had been taunted with the story of
their brother’s misdeeds. But I still
remained stubborn, and after that first
evening no further word was said about
it in tho cottage.

I spent whole days on the lonely downs
thinking the matter over, and wondering
what the end would be. Life at home
was no longer what it dhad been. I
seemed to see in my father's growing
sternness an Increasing doubt, and
when, on the second day, my portlon at
supper was plainer than the rest, I kne®
without being told that he had devised
a method of saving a trifle more towards
the debt I owed.

Then, one day, as I lay on the grass
with my face upturned, a solution of the
whole difficulty secmed to present {tself.

*“Why not enlist for & goldier ?” Win-
chester was not {ar off. Though I had
not geen it, I had heard great stories of
the barra. 3 and the soldiers, and the
Jong grey grison in which thé French-
men were kept in captivity.

And then, magnificent thought, his
Majesty was sorely in need of men; the
bountfes were high. Men who had en-
jisted from my own village had received
ag high ag £20, 'Why not enlist, pay my
debt, and escapes &1 the nnplessantness
that now surrounded my life ? Better
to face the Issh of the drummers and
the caunon balls of the enemy, as Joe
Harter had done, than live under the
stern eye of my father, gud seo the whits
face of my mother as che dealt out to
me the rye-bread and water which was
now my daily food. She, poor woman,
would gladly have given me the slightly
better fare the other children enjoyed,
but her word was also given, and she
respected it.

When my mind was made up I felt
greatly relieved, and for-the firs. time in
8 week I regalned my usual spirits. I
whistled for very fo7, tut a caper or two
{7 my clumsy faskloa~—for truth to say
1 was a Joutish 1ad—and the rest of that
day passed a8 no day on the hili or {n
the fleld had ever done. I evAn ate my
hunk of bread and drank the clear spring
water with relish, and when the sun
dropped gver the hill-top I weat home
with 8 light heart. It scemed zs if a
big gate had opened and I was golnz
through to something good beyond.

1 dreamed of the gate that plghi, and
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the archway of it wax red and hldeous
with grinning faces like the sirange
waterspouts on the church, also there
were many bayonets like Joo Harter's,
which seemed to closs in and leave but &
norrow space to tresnd, and through the
Rleaming steel and under the reddesed
arch I could sece a clodd of smoke aud
dim forms stiuggling: but dack of that
again was a goldea sun rising, and when
the sun roso full, I knnw tho mist and
the blood-shadows would yoll away.

No tuought had 1 of dreams or portents
as I saw my sheep safely in their pen
that night. S0 cheafully &id T doff my
hat to the S8quire that he gave mo
* Good-night ** less gruflly than usual,
and I went quite merrlly down tho hil!

Yet I was not without mlagivings as 1
neared the cottage, when the thatched
roof and grey walls came in sight, and
the little flower garden with tho wooden
railing I knew 80 well. I fell to wonder-
ing how my plan would be heard.

My father's consent I belleved I would
recelve, and my mother's blessing—
though with tears; but of a sudden I re-
membered there was perhaps a third to
be consulted.

1 8at on a tussock of grass at the road-
side and thought for a moment,

It was then that there passed throusgh
my mind the memory of one or two 0c-
casions, less Important perhaps than
this, when discussion bhad been sect nslde
with the words: *“We will wait untii
the mintster comes. Ask him,”

It was not sald without reason. To
all our simple village folk * the minister”
was not only a spiritual gulde, but a
persanal friend and an arbiter In out-
of-the-way matters of dully life.

For mysclt 1 loved and revered him
as 1 did my own parents. His word n
this matter I felt would be final.

Determined nevertheless to say my own
word that night, I walked down to the
cottage and lfted the latck on the
wooden gate—but mare quietly and
thoughefully than ever before.

CHAPTER VL
TRE MINISTER LONSULNTS.

Having made up my mind, I was not
glow to act. As soon as the eveniug
hour came, the younger children having
sald their prayers at thelr mother’s knee
and being then packed into Led upstalrs,
I broached the whole matter, the words
tumbling out in suck e hasty maruer
that I can scarce remember what I sald.
However I put it, they caught my mean-
ifng easily encugk, and my mother’s
apron went speedily to her eyes, while
my father Jooked even more stern ard
sad {han he had done at any time during
that unfortunate week,

For a time atter I had so eagerly un-
folded my plan-we sat in pérfect silence,
my mother crylng Auletly ard afrald to
speak, walting to hear my father’s ver-
dict; and he, plainly conning the matter
over slowly in his mind, and saying
nothing until he hal arrived at some
judgn. \nt,

Then he shook his head. * The army,”
he said, “1 know few who have passed
through it without hurt.”

“But all are not wounded,” 1 replied.
1hinking of Robb Forwood, who, clad in
a splendi@ uniform, had several times
during the past year visited onr village,
his native home, and carried off some
of the likeliost 1ads to join his regiment
then lying at Winchester, 1t was his
boast that he had been all through two
big campaigns and had won his ser-
geant’s stripes without so much a3 a
seratch.

“It was not the wounds of the body X
was thinking of, Jim,” said my father,
his face softening a little. ‘ There are
worse wounds thaun the Frenchmen glve.
A man who loses & limb in battle has
lost a part of himseif which de can {1l
spare, but a man may come through ¢he
fight without hurt and yet carry a worse
gign §n his facé than a sabre cut.”

“We will say no more about it to-
-night,” he continued. * ‘To-morrow Air.
Ullathorne comes; he IS 8 good coun-
sellor. Tke whole matter shall be lald
_befere him, ang it he thinks that your
path lles in that direction, then your
mother and I will pot stand in your
way»n
. So to bed I also went, to dream of
cabres and bayoaets; and to wake, not
doubting that my dream would come
true,

The minister came tha next Jay, riding
his stout Titlle cob into the village about
noon, 237 making straight, as his-custom
wds, {¢ my father's coitage. I met
him at the turn of the road, & aundred
yards from tho house, where T had been
looking and waitlng for an honur or more.

He was 3 man well under forty, broa:d-
shouldered and broad-fuced, with a tooch
of tho north countryman about him and
a great favourite in the villsgex of his

big southern clrcuit. Hls coming,

which happenrd once every two woeke,
was & great occasinn for the handful of
Methodists in the village. He rarely
staycd more than fonr haure, and in that
time pot through an amazing amount vof
work, holding a rervlee in the coltage,
or on the green if the weather was
favourable, anl vlsiting overy alck man
or woman, whether Methodist or not, in
the plave. Then over thn meal which
he took with us, he would talk of the
affales of the oatside world and ot the
doings of Methodists {n big places  Once
a month he produced & copy of The
Methodiat AMagazir., ‘o~ which my father
und others Jjointly subscribed, and of
which he carried a8 number of coples,
with Bibles and other good books tn hia
capacious saddle-bage  He was a well-
informed mon and always put us {n pos-
zession of more accurate news then came
through other channels, but he was es.
pecially delighted If he could rclate a
«tory of revivals and (ke rapld growth
of Methodlsm  Hig cheery talk apd the
echo of *is great faith, sustained tho
courage of many a small and struggling
1 ' ot villago Methodists throughout

Jdistrict In whkich he performed so
many prodigles of work

There was in 3fr. Cllathorne & natural
spring of youthful cnthuslasm which, in
avite of his thirty odé years, made him
a special friend of the boys and girls in
h's  widely-scattored flock. While 1
looked upon him with a certain amount
of awe as ‘‘the minister,” I shared the
general admfiration and fondness for him
as a man. Ho wa9 at thip time coming
near the end of his three years' stay in
our neighbourhood, and had grown a
very familjar object to us, and wo to him.

Here, then, he was at last riding
smartly down the road, and littls think-
ing what a momentous lssuo—for mo—
hung upon this visit

“ Hullo, Jim, lad.”
when he caught sight of me.
to meet ma” All well in the village. 1
trust ?”

T assured him that ail were well aince
he had last visited us; and then, the
horse slackening pace, walked beslde
him, while he busied himself in dispos-
ing ot a book which he held in his haud,
and which had been the companfon of
his morning ride.

At the garden gate he dismounted, and.
removing his saddle-bags himself, walked
up the little path detween my mother's
rows of sweet couutry flowers—old-
fashioned now, but to this day fragrant
in my memory—while I led the cob to a
neighbour’s barn where the faithful little
horse had o well-earned rest and feed.

(To be continued.)

he erifed cheerily

THE CASE OF THE BOY.

The average boy is a compound of curl-
osity and animsl life. He wants to fol-
Jow up and investigate every sign of
anything new; he wants to se¢ anything
there is to see and experience anything
there i to oxperience. When there {8
nothing new to absorb him, he exercises
his arms, legs and lungs in the most
vigorous manner that presents itself, and
with about as much purpose as a young
colt has when it careers madly round a
fleld. These two chamcteristics explain
a great part of the boy's life, its mischief
and even its so-called badness, as well
as its surprising enecrgy and quickness
His propeness to smoke, swear and fight
bave a definite conaection with these
characteristics, as well ay his fondness
for reading and his {nventive tendeuncies,
which make his. parents so proud.

In short, the parent of the average boy
has charge of a very highly developed
and very delicate kind of steam engine.
in which if the steam is allowed - > vent,
or too little, there w apt to be a catas-
trople; and he is responsible fer seeing
that it be not broken or its efiiciency
spoiled by mistaken treatment.

racing and playing with cther hoys, and
where he is ready to accept every pre-
cept and statement without testing it for
himself, perhaps one of the best services
von can do him 18 to encourage in him
the bounding life that is at once the best
prerogative of the dboy and the greatest
care to his parents. Pareats should nnt
congratulate themselves that thoy have

this doubtful * goodness” of lifelesaness
or yrigglishuess wecause it saves them
troubte.

} The first safeguard to providas for the
boy is occupation. It his guardians do
{no}. finéd something to occupy hiz cter-
naily busy mind and his restless body
he will be sure to do it himself, and

where he s loft entirely to his own |

judgment and the guidancs of other boys
the trouble g8 pretty sure to begin. In-

; bocently enough, 100, often, for his ex- |

{ them as much as ho can,
'who keeps his bay'a coanfldence, 1t may

perirnre and knowledge of avil and ftu
voRasdienoes Be amall. Buat i a taw
in enconraxged in outdoar eporte; 3¢ he is
given booke, anl toals, pnd shawn how
to usa them, and iF ke has gome nan fo
interest him in photography. muele, nr
vlementary scieow, like Inscet or fluwer
vollecting, the chawres are  inflnirelv
diminished ot hin leathing or caring t»
learn what would injure him.

The second aafeguard for tha boy i
his father'a friendship and thes mutuat
confidence  between  thems, and  his
mother’s love. The Influence {s inecal-
enlahle of & father who {3 the leader in
all i3 boy's occupations and ahuss-
ments; or, where this {3 fmpossibla, who
takes a resl fnterest In them and alis
And the father

bo at great lncontenlence and anly wi
constant care and sympathy. I1s likely
have & bLotter son than a better father
who loxes It

The most powerful lover in iifo 18 Inye,
Parents should not keep thelr tonderness
for their glirls, and their Spartan modes
o! whlning for their boys. Tho boye
have cven more necd of tha littla “ shows
of love" becauss of thelr rougher life,

| Reeater temptations., and op the whale

more voleanlc and dangerons nstured.
Punishment may be necessary, but thero
fs a way of banirhing love when the
time for punishment comex, and thereis
a way of iciting tho child feel love even
in punishment. Children wers not given
to parents as a vout for dbad temper, R
convenlence gr an amusement. No boy
however big hu may be, Is too dig for
ais mother’a kisses and petting it ix
her duty ta sce that ho docs not get ton
big for them, and that thae Iittle *'shows
of love ” do a0t become unfamilfar, 1t
i8 tho Ifttle things that count la Iife

Where a boy is not 1fke this, where he '
prefers the sedateness of his elders to |

such a “ good boy,” until they are quite |
sure that it {8 goodness thac makes Lim -
different from other boys, nor encourage ,

1t the littlo things cost trouble and sclf-
} sacrifiee, tho mother wlil find herself

*“hagt ¢ome | amply repaid in after years, when the

‘frnu net of her love proves a stronger
cable to keep her boy in his mooringn
than the greatest of Leuofits without
love.

A little girl of seven years was cutting
out some paper dslis the other day ‘o
show to a frlead. The lady objected that
the dolls’ heads swere too wide, * Tako
. tho scissors, dear, and trim them off*
«ghe sald. " No.” replied the little maid,
. 1 can't do that, they have to be wide,—
they re swelled with instruction.”

International S.S.

9
Lon 187,

Ilustrative Notes
A Guide to the 8tudy of the Sunday-achool Leawots,
with Originel and selectad Coinwents, Methods of
Teachtug, Hlusintive Stories, eto., ote. By Jaass
L'n(‘ Axslln.un and Rosgry Ruixotvx DoHERYTY.
€1.25.

Peloubet’'s Select Notes
Induetive, Sugcesdve, Explansiory, [Hustzatlve,
Doctrinal aud Praciwcal.  With illusirations, mape,
plctores, eto., ele.  $1.235.

Monday Ciub Sermons
ASeriesof S on the Suwlsyachool Lessons
for 1890, by eminent preachern. $0.238.

+ Berean Lesson Books
i No. 1, Begnners; No. 2, The Inicrmediata, No 3,
{ Tus Senker, 20c, oach.

! Golden Text Booklets

Sundav-echoo) Lessons and Dajly Bible Ueadirgy
! with GolGen Texts and Dibie Facts. FPostpald,
' each Jc., por dox., 33¢

. Berean Leaf Cluster

: 1arge Psgures, 24 234 o 1o sige, prinied In eight
: colors, Goden Texts printed ia large lstlers  Por
quarter. 75¢.: por yoar, 83 0is. Kindl,
bave the oIdet read {6 the whols Jear (f possbic.

, Plcture Lesson Roll

¢ farge Celored Pictares. fjlustrating tho Internatuaal
Sundas-achoo) Lessons.  Similar 0 Leal Cluaster, byt

with osly four colore. Por Quartor, 753 por

ycar, $3.00.

TO PRIVARY CLARS TEACRERS.

Berean Leaf Cluster

The Publishers have deckiod to sopply It, fur the
cotming yearat 750 per quarter; 33.00 por

crart instead ef n1.00 .‘;‘mmmr anit
‘l,uo per yoxe, ¥ox? tow be with
out tols exreit at Balp. We commend ths Leat
Closter to all Toschers o! Primsry Clazses, and
Mmld advise catly osders, 40 as W insure prowipt

very.
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