A Sy T W, S s, |

18R

PLEASANT HOURS.

Autumn,
BY J Noulis,

I.ike flery conen of Hving gold,
Qur cvery vale aud height,

The trien are beauteous to behold
In Aatumn’s dreamy light

ihern, where the ray of setting sun
O'cer fading verdure grieves,

arthward in allence, one by one.
IMlutter tho dying leaves

O Father, whose almighty hand
Poured unconsum!ng fire

On c¢very tree in forest-lund,
Jo thou our souls attire,

In living falth, that when at last
Liko withered scaves we fall,

Thy tilendly care for Autumn’s blast
May shield us, onte and all

And when, a8 Autumn’'s frosty breath
Cuts lnose the Jdying leaves,

Tho white-winged messenger of death
Shall cut the ripened sheaves;

We may, in answe,: to that call
Forsake ¢ach dread glarm;

And with unwavering courage fall
On hine upholding arm

Not Lere, like falling leaver tc dic
Aud moulder in the ground,

But in a brighter world on high
\Vith fadeless glory crowned.
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THE COMPASS,

The compass is one of the most fmport-
ant things on board a vessel, for without
it tho captain could not tell which way to
guldo hifs chip. A passenger noticoed on
board a big steamer two compasses, ona
on deck and the other high up on the
mast.  He asked why the one below was
not enough, and he was told that some-
times it was put a little out of order by
the attraclion of the great mass of iron
of Wnich the ship was built, and then the
tiny needle weuld not polnt truly to the
uvorth, and very dangerous mistakes
might bo made. The one up on high
was always true, and showed when the

11fe, when an unbounded space of time
8coms to siretch before us, and wo o !
a &plendid confldence {n the power of
will to accomplish ail we desire.  Tho |
crit.eal moment 1y that at which one :

!enters on a busineRs or n profession, or !

the time when one marries.

Those who are fortunate enough to
keep up the practice of rending, outside
tho runge of their occupation, for two
or three years after that moment, may
well hopo to keep It up for the rest of
thelr 1ife, and thereby not only to sustain
thetr Intellectual growth, but to find a
resourca against the worrles and vexa-
tions and disappointments which fow of
us cseqape.  To have some pursuit or
taste by turning to which in hours of
lelsure one can forget the vexations, and
glve the mind a thorough rest from them,
;Ilt;ge a great deal to smooth the path of

S0UTH SEA ISLANDERS AT
PRAYER.

A lady who went with bher husband
on a scientific expedition to Funatutl, a
coral {sland In the South Pacific, gives
this interesting testimony to the results
of misstonary labours :

* Tho natlves never migs prayers. We
took them away to varfous {slets for sov-
cral dredging and surveylng trips, and
the bontmen assembled jn clean Java-
lavas regularly at six in the morning
and at sundown on the beach for prayer-
neeting. No matter where we were, or
what tho weather wag Iike, prayers were
never neglected. Wo were very much
astonished the first time we saw them
preparing for the service, getting into
clean clothes, and grouping themselves
rcund a fire.  We wondered what the
fire was for, as it was a hot night, and
weé wondered why the men had put on
clothing, because thoy seldnm wear any
but the loin cloth, when working. The
fire wag to glo light enough for Opataia
to read by, and the clothes wero a part
o! the religious ceremony, ‘‘palentt
cioes,’ belng one of the observances that
the pastors insist on.

“My husband and I were strolling on
the sandy beach while thege preparations
were going forward, but the sudden out-
burst of the weird singing stopped our
wanderings, and we stood still to watch
these brown children of the London Ais-
slonary Soclety, It vrag a perfect night,
still and balmy, with a faint light from
4 young moon, and the patives made agn
exquigite plcture as they sat in thelr
bright clothes round a wood fire, under a
stately clump of palms. They sang a
hymn hearttly and reverently, and then
Opatafa’s (the sub-chief) deep volce was
heard reading from a Samoan Bible, after
which all the men cloged thelr eyes and
sat still while Opatala offered up a short
prayer. After the few still seconds
which usually succeed a prayer, the men
dispersed, took off thelr clean clothes,
and got into working gardb, and went to
bed, or wandered off in quest of sea
fowl.  After the fOrst night we always
Jolned the group for evening prayers, and
we were struck with the frequency of
the word ‘faafataj’ (thanks) in all
Opataia’s prayers; they were chlefly
thanksgiving, and not begging, as are
ma::y extempore prayers.”—The Class-
mate.

DAL'S OFFERING.
BY H. MALOARET PAIRLIE.

Dal was a cripple. His poor little
back was quite crooked, and sometimes
the pain that seemed to rum ali up and
down it was almost greater than ha could
bear. Yet it was very seldom that the
tears got away and ran down his cheels,
He tried unot to cry.

But cne day his back got 80 bad—the

one down below went wrong. “ We
steer, * the captaln satd, ~ by the compass
above.”  Our little lives have to be
stecred like ships at sea. One compass |
ts our own will, and the other 1s God's
will. They ought to be both altke, but
very often our will makes mistakes, and
we must not forget to look up to the
Higher Will and see that our own s not
poluting wrong  Our ships wii be safe
it Wo “ steor by the compass above.”

THE READING HABIT.

TWhoever desires to retain through life
the hablt of reading books and of think-
g about them, snys James Bryce. in
The Youth's Companion, will do well
never to interizit that habit, not cven
for a few wecks or montha, This Is a
remark abundantly obvitous to thoge
nhoso experience of life has.taught them
tow soon and how cumpletely habit gains
command of us Its force cannot be

rcalized by thoso who are just beginning

pain made him forget everything—that
he was put in one of those unkine® things
called ambulances and taken away to the
great hospital.

When he opened his eyes ne was in
such & soit little white bed, in a large
room full of light and sunshine. All
ezround him were other little beds Just
like his, and in them were boys—some
older~—and some very much younger than
he was. Dal thought for the first time
that there were other boys 1ike himself
that must have thoss bad pains running
up and down their backs tov. He won-
dered if he couldn't speak to them, and
wanted to tell them something that might
help thelr pain.

When the nurse with the pretty face
came up to Dal's bed and sald kindly,
” Well, littlo man, how is that poor back
of yours now I” he looked up and smiled.
1 feel rested mow., All I would ilke
to be ablo to do is to whistle, May I,
nurse ? Mother alwars sald I cou!d’
whistle away her pain; I wonder if I

might help some of those slck boys 2"

* Just try and sco what you can do,”

el the nurse.

uch a clear, sweet note, like the warb-
ling of a lttle bird, came from tho thin
lips of Dal that little heads in all direc-
tions were ralsed to hear whese the
strange trilling came from. Thnt wasg
Just the beginning of Dal's whistle, or
the * pain whistle,” as some of the little
sufferers came to call it.

*“ Do you know, nursie, I just put all
my ‘feel’ into my whistle. I some-
times think it helps to let out some of
the pain in my back.”

One day Dal heard the doctor and one
of the nurses talking together. It was
about moving one of the little sufferera
to another city where the right treatment
for his case could only be had. * But,”
safd the doctor, “I don't see how {t can
be done. His mother i{s poor, cannot
even pay to have him with us. I am al-
most afrald the poor little chap will have
to beags it out here.”

Dal and his nurse had a great secret
and no one else knew anything about it
In some way, known only to herself, she
sent a special message to certaln of her
own friends, and one afternoon, not long
after, quite a party of ecager-looking
ladies and geutlemen entered the ward
where our little men were. Some of the
little fellows were propped up in piliows,
others were lying: but they all had the
same look of expectancy. ‘The nurse
went up to Dal's bed and whispered a
word in his ear,

Immediately, through the ward, thire
flonted a strain, sweet and clear. It
warbled and trilled and then seemed to
echo and re-echo in a pathetic little rip-
ple. At last it formed itself: into the
afr, ‘“There's a friend for little chil-
dren,”

‘When Dal stopped there were tears in
some of the ladies’ eyes, and even the
gentlemen turned away and lcoked very
sad. And then a strange thing hap-
pened. Dal held out his thin, wasted
little hacd and the ladies and gentlemen
all went ur and dropped something into
it. Indeed, his hand was not big enough
to hold all the bright pleces that fell.
Before they turned away some of the
ladies stooped down and kissed Dal’s lit-
tle white forehead.

He had done what he could. He had
used his * pain whistle’ to help to send
that other little sufferer where his pain
would be cured. Dal handed the money
to ‘“his nursie” with a happy smile.
“Do you think that will help to cure
him 2

The nurse bent low and gently stroked
the child’s forehead. * Yes, Dal, it Tom
can be cured this will more than do it.
You have been my brave little helper.”

Not very long after this, * Whistling
Dal " went to the *“ Friend for little chil-
dren above the biight, blue sky,” but he
left beaind bim something that will al-
ways live, a memory, Tom i3 a big
boy now, strong and healthy, and he
never can forget the little whistler who
80 often made his pain easler and in the
end gave him his 1ife,

BEGGING AS A BUSINESS.

The following story, told by the New
York Tribune, shows the folly of {ndils-
criminate almsgiving :

A man who had lost both his legs seated
himselt in a wicker basket, and pushed
himselt along where people could see
him. Colps came to him {n small
ghowers,

The basket was a part of his business
outfit.  When off duty, that is, when
not soliciting alms, he wore two well-
made artificlal legs and walked on
crutches,

One of his most fruitful ficlds was
Coney Island fn .he season, and having
galned the good will of a resident of the
place, he used to deposit his legs at the
man’s house when he went abroad to
touch the hearts and the purse-strings of
the pleasure-seekers. One evemng, when
he returned from “work,” he found that
the closet In which his légs had been
placed was locked, and the custodian of
the key goue for the night.

* Never mind,” sald his friend., <« Stay
here over night, and I'l} give you a
shake down.”

“ No, I must be in New York to-night,”
:19 s;aid, “and I've got to have my legs,
oo ."

“ But why not stay here and save cay
fare, and be on time for work in the
worning ?" kis friend asked.

Neither argument nor persuasfon had
any influence on the man, whose nervous-
ness increascd perceptidly, and as his
friend was making ready to break down
the door bebind which the legs were
stored, ho asked : * Why must you be in
New York to-night, and why do you com-
(pcl me to force this closet door 2

“'Well, the truth 15" said the legless
man, I bought an apartment house last

-happy.

weck, and promised to pay ten thousan:
dollars on tho bargain to-night, und un
less I get away pretty soon I'll get ther
too Ilate and forfeit the amount alread
paid down.”

The friend was cpeechless with amaze
ment, and his astonishment grew wher
he heard, a few weeks later, that the
apartment house which the poor mar
spoke to him about uas the third he han
purchased since he went into the begging
business,

THE LITTLE VOICE.

Rena was a llitle girl ten years old
Her mother had often sald : *“God has
put a little voice in your henrt to tell
what {8 right. This voice 18 called con-
scfence.*”

Rena lived in the old time of tallow
candles, open fireplaces, and simple liv-
ing. One night she went to bed up stalrs.
The door of her room was opeén. 8She
could not sleep, and lay thinklag for a
long time. All the rest went to bed, and
last of all her big brother came through
the door and up the stairs. She thought
she saw a light as the door opened, but
soon concluded that she must have been
mistaken, She still 1ay thinklng, “nnd
all at once a voice seemed to say, “ Go
down and see.”

Rena was afrald, and sald to herﬁell’.
*Of course, Carl blew out the llght."

The voice sald, * Go down and see.

She sald, “ Carl told me to-day that 1
was full ot fancles,”

The volce still sald, “Go down and
gee,”

*“ T would take cold, and mother would
not like it.™

The 1ttle voicg continued to speak.
At last she jumped up and crept down
the stairs. She opened the door, and
thero steod tae candle burning with
double its usual iight. The wicic had
curled around and melted the candle on
one side, and it was just ready to fall.
On the table was a great pile ot papers,
almost near enough to touch the blaze.
“Mamma was right abou. the voice,”
said Rena, and she marched boldly up
the stairs, so glad and happy that she
had put out the light! The little voice
seemed to say: “ All right, all right!
You did right I—Sunday-school Evan-
gelist,

Algie,
BY ELIZABETH COUMINGS.

Aristotle speaks o! & ‘great weedy
gsea’ that the Pheeniclans came upon,
and as the great Sargasso Sea that Col-
umbus met with is still in the place in
which he gaw it, one cannot help wonder-
ing it the Phoeniclans drifted into it also
during stormy weather, when going up
to England for tin. Algae—seaweeds—
are flowerless, and without proper leaves.
A green colour is characteristic of those
algae native to fresh water or the shal-
lower parts of the gea. Olive-tinted algae
are common between tide marks, while
the red-coloured species oocur chiefly in
the deeper and darker parts of the ‘gea.
Some have roots, by which they attach
themeelves to rocks; but these are not
nourlshing roots, iike those of flowering
plants, but only serve to fix the weed and
allow it to sway in the water,

Besldes furnishing food to an immense
number of sea creatures, seaweeds are
valuable o man. One or two varieties,
under the name of *“tangle,” are eaten
in the north of Europe. Another, one
ot the red seaweeds, is the *dulse” of
the Scotch, and the dillesk of the Irish.
Irish mosy, of which blanc mange f{s
made, is also & variety. Many varieties
are used in South America, in China and
Japan, for food, and the edible nests es-
teemed so great a delicacy in China are
supposed to be fonned from some alga.
Seaweeds form an excellent dressing for
farm land, and when burned furnish
barilla, an 4mpure carbonate of soda.

RO DIOTIONARY NEEDRD.

To prove that man was made for an-
other world as well as this, give one map
this whole earth and he wouldn't be
I was once in a beautiful castle
in Europe, one of halt 8 dozen that be-
lopged to its owner, and when Y asked
‘how long it was since the owner had
lived in it I was told ten years, You
poor people say, *“If only I were rich I
would be happy.” Don't make any such
mistake. This world 18 not big enough
to find rest and peace in. The only way
iIs by taking your burdens to Christ. Get
to him. If you can’t run, walk; it you
can't walk, crawl; cnly come, You den’t
need Webster’s Dictionary to find ont
what “ come* means. You say, “ But 1
am not worthy.” He knows that. He
knows better than you how meszn yaou
ere. But he won't slam thie door in-your

face and say, * When I said “all* I didn"t
mean you."—D. L, Moody.




