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Junior Song.
BY EDITH VIRGINIA UBHADT.

OxwaRD, Juniors ! falter never ;
Forward march in hrave endeavour ;
High the royal banver flinging,
Heurts atune, and voices singing,
**Children of the King are we.”

CHORUS :

C‘hil(]ren of the heavenly King,
o \v_mwl marching, let us sing,
** Cuildren of the King are we.”

Children of & King victorious,
(/llelldren of a Kiny all-glorious,
With his bianuer floating o’er us,
Stiout we st 1l the mighty chorus,
‘ Children of the King are we.”

Zionward our steps are tending,
Ft)r'the right our prayers ascending 3
Wiile with courage failing never,
Marcfl we onward, singing ever,

** Children of the King ure we.”

lev‘ting down our crowns before him,

LVermaore Lo praise, adore him,

Sti L owr youthful voices singing,

Uish the heavenly anthem ringing,
‘* Children of the King are we.”

Tiie Ghare-boy n} Gamp Kippewa.

A €anadian Story.
BY J. MACDONALD OXLEY.

CHAPTER VIIL
IN THE NICK OF TIMDB.

Ir Frank was undecided, Mr. Johuston’s
ml‘l}d was fully made up.
th Our only chance is for you to get to
.Ole; shauty at once, Frank. 1t be a hard
.]sJidl hl;l.y boy, bat you'll have to try it,”

“But what'll become of you, sir, stayin
here all alone? The wo]veﬁ mi,ght’ﬁndyydﬁ
out, and how could you defend yourself
then?” asked Frank, in sore bewilder-
nle‘l‘lt’as to the solution of the dilemma.
Fou rn have to take my chaneces of that,
frrank, for if 1 stay here all night I'l}
v ef(;zT to death, anyway ; so just throw the
Dultaloes over me and put for the shanty
as Ifjast a3 you ean,” replied the foreman.
o rl:l?b}e to suggest any Dbetter plan,
fhonk covered Johuston carefully with
! robes, making him as comfortable as

elc~ould,. then buttoning up his eost and
Eu ling his cap on tightly he was about to
rzralu]lble up the steep side of the gully to

lg~un the road, when the foreman said, in
a low tone, alinost a whisper :
. This is about the time you generally

Ay your prayers, Frank. Couldn’t you
say them here before you start 2 ”

b Wx§11 quick intuition Framk divined the
rlg Uashful man’s meaning. It was his
oundabout way of asking the boy to com-
mit him to the care of God before leaving

im alone in his helplessness. -
u Feeling half condemned at not havin

hought of it himself, Frank came bncl%
3mll, Kueeling close beside his friend, lifted

P his voice in prayer with a fervour and
simplicity _thnt. showed how strong and
i%l}re was his faith in the love and power of
t;ls' Father in heaven. When he had
it,n-ISh?“l his pe’t,ltion, the foreman added to
o an ** Amen ” that seemed to come from

¢ very depths of his heart, and then,
)I’?leldmg to an impulse that was irresistible,
k'r:mk bent down and implanted a sudden

188 upon the pale face looking at him with
such earnest, anxious eyes. This unex-
pected proof of warm affection completely
overcane the foreman, whose feelings had
been already deepdy stirred by the prayer.

trong, reserved man as he was, he could
not kee(ll) buck the tears.

“ Go bLless you, my boy,” he murmured,
huskily, < If"1 get safely out of this I
shull be a difforent man, You have tanght
me a lesson | won't forget.” ‘

. ‘”God bless you and take care of you,
Sir, " answered Frank. ¢ T hope nothin
{h)lll happea to you while I'm away, and 1]

© buck a8 goon as b can.”

" Tlre wext momend he waswaking his way
s? the gully’s side, and soon a triumphant
!‘OOUt announced that he had renched the

34806 was of: {ue- the- Lysbor canp 06
%0 apeod.

The task before him was one from which
many a grown man might have shrunk in

dismay. For five long lonely miles the road-

ran through the forest that darkened it
with heavy shadows, and not a living soul
could he hope to meet until he reached the
shanty.

It was now past eight o’clock, and to do
his best, it would take him a whole hour to
reach his goal. The snow liy deep upon
the roand, and was but little beaten down
by the few sleighs that had passed over it.
The air was keen and erisp with frost, the
temperature being many degrees below
zero, And finally, the most fear-inspiring
of all, there was the possibility of wolves ;
for the dreaded timber wolf had been buth
heard and seen in elose proximity to the
camp of late, an unusual scarcity of small
game having made Lim daring in his search
for food.

But Frank pessessed a double source of
strength. He was valiant by nature, and
he had implicit faith in God’s overruling

providence. He felt specially under the
divine care now, and, resolutely putting
away all thonghts of personal danger,

addressed himself, mind and body, to the
one thing— the relief of Jolmston from his
perilous position. .

With arms braced a his sides and head
bent forward he set out at a jog-trot, which
was better suited for getting through the
deep snow than an ordinary walk. TFor-
tunately hie was in the very pink of condi-
tion. 'The steady hard work of the preced-
ing months, combined with the coarse but
abundant food and early hoiirs, had devel-
oped and strengthened every muscle in his
body and hardened his constitution until
few boys of lis age could have been found
better Btted to endure a long tramp through
heavy suow than lie. Moreover, running
Il always been his favorite form of ath-
letic exercise, and the muscles it required
were well trained for their work.

« P11 do it all right inside the hour,” He
said to himself. And then, as 4 sudden
thought struck him, ‘he gave a nervous
little laugh, and added, *‘And perhaps
make & good deal better tine if I hear any-
thing of the wolves.”

Yy as he might, he could not get the
wolves out of his head. He had not him-
self seen any signs of them, but several
times the choppers working farthest from
the camp had mentioned tinding their tracks
in tlie snow, and once they had been heard
howling in the distance after the men had
all comé in the shanty for the night.

On he went through the snow and night,
now making good progress at his brisk jog-
trot, now going more slowly as he dropped
into a walk to rest himself and recover
breath.  Although the mooi rode ligh in
thé lieavens, the trees which stood close to
the road allowed few of her beains to light
lis path. )

«If it was only broad daylight I
wouldn't mind it a bit,” Frank soliloquized ;
“ but this going alone at this time of night
is not the sort of a job I care for.”

And then the thought of poor Johuston
lying helpless but uncmnpﬁu,ining in the
snow made him feel ashamed of his words,
and to ease his conscience he broke into a
trot again. Just as he did so, &
gound reaclied his car that sent a thrill
of terror through his heart., Hoping

might Lo mistaken ke &opped;

DowN AT THE BooM.

and listened with straining senses. For a
monient there was absolute silence. Then
the sound came again—distinet, but clear
and unmistakable, He had heard it only
once before, yet he felt as sure of it now a8
if it had been his mother’s voice. It was
the howl of the timber wolf sounding
through the still night air from somewhere
to the north ; how far away he could not
determine.

For a moment all his strength seemed to
leave him. 1liow helpless he was alone in
that mighty forest without even so much
as a kmfe wherewith to defend himself !
But it would not do to stand irresolute.
His own life as well as the foreman’s
depended upon his reaching the shanty.
Were lLe to climb one of thebbig trees that
stood around, the wolves, of course, could
not get at him ; but Johnston would be
dead before daylight came to release him
from his tree citadel, and perhaps he would
himself fall a victim to the cold in that ex-
posed situation. There was no other alter-
native than to run for his life, so, breathing
out a fervent prayer for divine help and
protection, he summoned all his energies to
the struggle. He was more than a mile
from the shanty, and his exertion had told
severely upon his strength ; but the great
peril of his situation made him forget his
weariness, and he started off as if he were
perfectly fresh.

But the howling of the wolvés grew more
and more distinet as they drew swiftly
nearer, and with agony of heart the poor
boy felt his breath coming short. and his
limbs Deginning to fail beneath him.
Nearer and nearer came his dreaded pur-
suers, and every moment he expected to
see them hurst into the road behind him.

Fortunately, he had reached a part of
the road which, being near the camp, was
much used by the teums drawing logs té
the river bank, and was consequently
beaten hard and smooth. This weldomé
change enabled him to quicken his steps,
which had dropped into a walk, and al-
though he felt almost blind from exhaus-
tion, he pushed desperately forward, hoping
at every turn of the road to catch a glimpse
of the shanty showing dark through the
trees. The cry of the disciples caight in
the sudden storm on Galiles, *¢ Lord, save
us, we purish ! kept ¢oming to his lips as
he staggered onw:u'cﬁ Surely there coul
not be much further to go | He turned for
a moment to look behind him. The wolves
were in sight, their dark forms showing
distinetly against the snow as in silence
now they gained upon their prey. Run as
hard as hie might, they wust be upon him
ere another fifty yarls were passed. He
felt as if it were all over with him, and so
utter was his exhaustion that it seemed to
benumb his faculties and make him half
willing for the end to come.

But the end was not to be as the wolves
desired. Just at the critical moment when
further cxertion seewmed linpossible he
canght sight of some one approaching him
rapidly from the divection of the shanty
and shouting aloud while he rushed for-
ward to weet him.  With one last supreme
effort e plunged toward this thmely appari-
tion, and a moment later fell insensible at
his feet. .

It was Baptiste, good-learted, affection-
ate Baptiste, who, having awaited the
travellers’ retuwrn and growa | ab

their long delay, had gone out tv look along
the road to see if they werg anywhere in
view. Catching sight of Fraiik’s lonely
figure, he hid made all haste to theet him,
and redched him just in time tu ward off
the wolves that in a mihute niofe would
have been vpon him.

~ When the wolves saw Baptists, who
swing a gleaming axe abaiib his head as he
ghouted, _** Chiens done! I'll split yotir
heads el I get at you!” they stopped
short, and éven retreated a little, draw-
ing theiselves together in & sort of
group in the middls of the road,
snapping thelt testh and snirling in
# half-frightened, half-futlois manier. But
Baptiste was not to bs daunted. Lifting
his axé ou high, he shouted at them ii his
choicest French and charged iipon the pack
as though they had been siniply a flock of
maraudiig  shesp.  Wulves ate arrant
eowatils; and without pausing to bake into
cotisideration the disparity o?numbers, for
they stood twelve to one, they fled, igno-
talhiously before the plueky Frenchman,
go’t hatting until they had put fifey yards
ctween themselves and hint.  Wiliefgupon
Baptiste seized upon the oppeftuuity to
ick up the still senseless Frank, throw
im over his broad shouldet, and hasten
back to the shanty before the wolves sliould

win their self-possession.

_ They were all asleep iu the shanty when
the cook returned with his unconseious
burden, but he soon roused the others
with his vigorous shouts, and by the time
they were fully awake Frank was awake
too, the warm air ¢f the toem guickly
reviving him from his faint. Looking
round about with a bewildered expression,
he asked anxiously : .

¢ Where is Mr. Johnston? Hasn't he
come back too?”

Then he recollected himself, and a
picture of his good friend lying prostrate and
helpless in the snow, perhaps surrounded
by the same wolves that brave Baptiste had
rescued him from, flashed into his mind,
and, springing to his feet, he cried :

“Hurry —-hurry ! Mr. Johnston is in
Deep Gully, and he can't move. The
bridge broke uuder us and he was almost
killed. Oh, hurry, won’t you, or the wolves
will be after him !’

he men looked at one another in aston-
ishment and horror.

“Deep Gully!?”
“That’s five miles off.
onge.”

And immediately all was bustle and ex-
citement as they prepared to go out inte
the night. As lumberien always sleep in
their clothes they did not take long to
dress, and in a wonderfully short space of
time the teamsters had a sleigh with 4 pair
of horses at the door, upon whieh eight of
the men, armed with guns and axes, sprang,
and o they went alotig the road as fast ds
the horses conld gallop. Frank wanted te
accotipany them, but Baptiste would not
allow hini.

““No, no, mon cher. You st stay wid
me. You tired out. They get him &
right and bring him safe home.”

And he was fain to lie back so torturéd
with anxiety for the foreman that he dould
hardly appreeiate she blessing of frest,
althougli his own exertiohd Had been
tréineridous.

Not sparing the horses, the rescuers sped
over the roa?l, evéry now and then dis-
chargi'n' a gun, in order to let Johnston
know of their approach and keep hig
cotirage up. In less than half an houf
they veached the gully, and, peering ovés
the brink, beheld the dark ‘iéap i the
snow below that was the object of their
search. One glance was siifficient to show
how timely was their coming, for alimost
encircling the hapless man were smaller
shapes that even at that distance could be
readily recognized. )

“ We're too late 1’ cried one of the nien.
“They’re wolves.” And with a wild shout
he flung himself recklessly down the
snowy slope, and others followed close
beliind.

Before their tumultuous onset the Wwolves
fled like leaves before tic autwn wind,
and poor Johnston, alnost dead with pain,
cold, and exhaustion, raising hinigelf a littYe
from the snow, callod out ini a fRint bit
quful_ tone : - ‘

‘Thank God, you've come ih tiine. ¥
thought it wus all over with me.”

b 4o ebntinised. ¥

they excldimed.
‘e must go at



