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PLEASANT HOURS,

What tho Little Shoos Said.

wotw 1ty Bte sl
A standing by the bed
1hey puddenly vegan to talk
At | this v what tt+) satd

Wi re Just as tired as we can be,
We've bica ‘mant everywhere,
And noov Gar L ttie master rests -

It really is not falr,

‘Hc g had his Lath, and swectly sleeps
"I wixt sheetn hoth rarl and rlran

\While we are left tu staud outside,
Now don't you think it wmean ?

We've carried him fro p moern till pight,;
Ho's qulte forget that’s plain,

wWhile here we wateh, and walt, and walt,
“11] morning comes again

*And then he'!l tramp and tramp, and
tramp.
The lvelong summer day.
New this I8 what wo'd like to do—
Just carry him away,

Where ho corid never go to bed;
But stny up all tho night
t'nwashed. and covered o'~ with dust—
Indeed ' ‘twonld gerve him right”
--Our Little Men and \Women.

OUR PERIODICALS:

The best, the chicapest, the most entertalning, the |

shanoigit to the power of the Gospel
His name in English moans “ Bad Chlef,”
.nd he lcoks 1t, a stranger need hardly

. Inquire 1t

1 remember saving his life in a peculiar
way scven or c:ght years ago. It came
to my l.nowledge that one Shabalm Neug
was going to kill him on the supposition
of his having caused the death of a re-
lative by necromancy, and poor ladaglm
Shimolgit was only safe In the sudatory.
An this stato of things could not go on for
many days without ending tragically, 1
sent up four stalwart fellows from the
mission and kidnapped Hadagim Shim-
oiglt, keeping him fn close custody for
more than a week, until I talked Shabaim
Neug into a better mind, He has never
forgotten what I dtd for him.—Misstonary
Gleaner.

v

A BRAVE INDIAN,

A North American Indian, well known
as a must terrible warrior, one dev hap-
pened to call upon a missionary, and
heard him reading the words, * The
blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth us from
all sin.” The Indian sald, *“ Read it
again.” It was read again. He reached
out his hauds and said, “ My hands are
covered with blood; can I become a Chris-
tian *”

Witu tears running down his checks
the mtsslonary told him the story of
Christ, the Saviour of the world; and
then, to test him, he said, “ Let me cut
vour hair.” The Indian always wears a
scalp lock for his enemy when he is on
the warpath. * Yes, sald tho Indian,
“1 am in earnest; it I can be & follower
ot Jesus Christ, I can suffer anything.”

His hair was cut. His men jeered at
him, and called him a fool. It stung
him almost to madness. He rushed
home and threw himselt on the floor.

His wife, who was a Christian, put her
arms around his neck, and sald, * Yester-
day no man {n the world could call you
‘coward.’” Cannot you be as brave for
Him who died for you ?"

.He afterward said, “ My wife lifted me
onto my feet.” I have known many
brave scrvants of Christ, but none, I
think, more devoted to him than that
man, who, I verily believe, was brought
to Christ by hearing that one passage of
Scripture.~ Bible Society Gleanings.
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A MEDICINE MAN IN BRITISH
COLUMBIA.
BY REV. J. B. M'CULLAGH.

There is no doubt Hadagim Shimoigit
s the most reallstic specimen of the
adian medicine man I have yet seen.
e is also generally supposed to practice
ae Black Art. I always fee] it & solemn
tilng to preach the Gospel to this man.
.t 's not often, however, that we find him
.+ home ou Suudays. I am told he
watches for our coming and disappears
u the “sudatory” (a cellar excavated be-
.cath the floor) on our approach.
Believing that, I preach to his wife and
hildren, sometimes to the children alono,
at at him. Just fancy his golug into
“ole in the carth to evade hearing the
aspel, »2.d the Gospel reaching him even
. his hiding-place. This afternoon he
nse 10 remain among his family above
wind, sitting back in a heap of furs
1 dirty blankets with his eyes .losed.
ter holding a short service, we were
- uut to leave, when he asked us to stop
moment and hear what he had to say :
Chief McCullagh, no man ignores the
i1, 1t is 80, indeed it is rather so, that
there be peace to-day up and down
-is village it is owing to your presence
mong us. Wo are 2 hard lot; we are
+¢ an undressed skin, the perfection of
..rdness. But, by dint of scrdping and

BY MARTHA GRAHAM,

It was the most delightful place to
spend the summer, just on the shore of
one of Muskoka's prettiest lakes. Tim
Hartwell and Frank Martin were having
a glorious time. There was sailing and
canoeing and swimming and fishing and
picnlcs—and the Colonel. The boys
thought be was the best of all. He
boarded in the same house ag they did—
a big, cool, summer-house, with deep

! verandahs facing the lake and with rocks
'behlnd— and he was always helping the

boys with thelr sports. }.e taught them
to dive off the wharf, where the water
was so deep, and even dropped an oc-
castonal ten-cent bit In just to sce them
all disappear with a splash after i, and
come up again spluttering and gasping.
1n such cases Tim was generally the win-
ner, for Tim could beat any boy on the
lake shore in aquatic sports, Then the
Colonel would take them fishing or salil-
ing in his bilg yacht with its great bulg-
ing white galls, And on rainy days!
\Why, he would sit on the verandah by
the hour, and tell the most wonderful
stories, all about his life in India, and
such delightful tales of British soldiers,
until every boy wanted to do some brave
deed rigbt then and there.

*He's a dandy, ain’t he, cow ?" asked
Tim, rolling over on the grass one hot
afternoon, as the Colonel’s straight, stal-
wart figure appeared upon the verandah.
* Don’t you remember that story he told
us fellows last night about the boy who
saved the flag ? My ! I'd like to do some
brave thing like that!”

“ That's what Phil Hamilton sald,” an-
swered Frank, “and the Colcnel sald
that it a fellow was really brave he'd be
sure cectain to find a chance to show it.”

“Did he? Well, I wish I had a
chance. I often wish when we’re diving
off the wbarf, or swimming round the
canoe, that some fellow would go down,
not enough to hurt him, you know, but
just enough ¢o scare the folks on shore a

-aLbing, our women soften the hardest
tins and make moccasins of them, soft
watl easy to wear. And so it is v.ith us
and you, you have been rubbing and
-raping us with the Malasha (Gospel;‘
for many years, and I think we are be
veginning to feel §t; I think wo are get-
ting softer.  Therefore, do well what
you do, chlef, keep on scraping us and
you will make moccasias of us for the
Chist on high. My say is finished.”
‘We were not a little astonished at this
uplooked-for testimony of Hadagim

hltle and I'd pop in and save him '
Yes,” sighed Frank, it would be

j Jolly to save somebody’s life or some-

thing like that. My ! wouldn't the
Colonel be proud if you did that !*
*'Well,” exclaimed Tim, aitung up re-
solutely, “I'm golng to watch for &
chance to do something, and may be it
will come. The Colonel sald I was the
best swimmer of the whole crowd, and
I'd just Jove to show him what I could
do. Il watch for a chance.”
“Me, t00,” vesponded bhis friend.

* Maybe we'll both be heroes, T{m, boefore
we leave Muskoka !"

So the boys planned to do somo great
deed, and the golden opportunity cime
at last in a most ucexpected manuer,

One morning the Colonel was stretched
upon tho grass near tho water with his
morning paper. o was hidden from
sight by a clump of trees, and could not
seo the water, but he heard * his boys,”
as he called them, splashing round ke
so many ducks, Two or three of them
waded near the shore aad the Colenel
cou'd hear their volces distinctly though
they spokea low,

“It would be the Liggest lark out,'
onc of them was saying. ' There's just
cight of us, that's plenty to look after an
old ~oat liko that. Wae cou’d sneak it oft
before daylight.”

* Hurrah, this is the best fun we've had
yet. I say, Martin and Hartwell, come
hero, you fellows !" cried another.

“\What is it ?* cried Tim, come up out
of tho water with a splash.

**We're going to get up early In the
morning and make off with old Peter
Cull's fishing boat. We can take it up
the creck and hide it io the reeds and
then watck him bunt for ft! Imagine
him going round growling and saying,
*Now, whar in the land o' creation is
the crater, thin’ ?”

The boys burst into a roar of laughter
over this perfect imitation of old Peter's
manner.

* Goody !"” crled Tim. * We'll have to
sit up all night, for the old chap gets up
at all hours. You'll come, Frank ?"

“I—well, It seems kiud of mean, don't
you think ?** asked Frank hositatingly.

* Pghaw, such a booby !” cried one big

boy. “You aiua't afraid, I hope, Mar-
tin 2
“Afraid 7 cried Frank, angrily.

“ Well, I guess hardly. I can go any-
where you can, Alf Peters, so I'll be with
you !

It Frank and Tim could have seen ths
Colonel’s face just then they would have
been sorry.

* Well, that's settled,” continued Alf.
* There's elght of us, and—"

* No, there’s not eight, either,” said
Jack Maybrook, who was sunning him-
gelf on a rock near by. * Don’t count
me, please.”

* Why ? What's the matter with you ?
You scarey, too ?” came from several
volces.

“No, I'm not scared,” replied Jack
quietly, and the boys knew that Jack
was not eastly frightened, “ but I think it
would be mean, and 1 won’t do & mean
trick, so now !"

“ Bah, Boo-Hoo !’
cried several.

‘ Are you scared you’ll get caught ?”
asked Alf.

“ We promise not to tell on you if we're
found out,” sneered another.

“ Oh, come on, Jack. It's only a little
fun !” cried Frank in a half-hearted way.

Jack kept his temper admirably. He
dived off the rock, swam under water,
and came up with a splash.

“ No, I'm not going. I like fun just as

“ Poor 'itty sing!”

wmuch asg anyhody,” he sald ag goon as he'

sot his breath. “ But old Peter earns
his Hiving by getting fish, and I'd just as
soon steal his money as take his boat
away."

The Colonel rose and stole away on
tip-toe through the trees. He had no
right to listen, he knew, but he had for-
gotten that for a few moments in his in-
terest. *“ That boy’'s made of tke stuft
they manufacture heroes from,” he said
to himsel?, as he walked up the verandah
steps.

Frank and Tim were almost late for
tea that evening. They were fortunate
enough to sit at the Colonel’s table, and
they slipped into their places hurriedly
for fear they might miss one of his
storles,

The conversation turned upon the sub-
ject nearest the boys’' hearts. The gen-
tlemen were talking about brave deeds.
Mr. Reynolds, a young man down at the
other end of the table, told a story of a
boy oi twelve who saved his sister from
drowning at the risk of his life.

The boys looked at each other. It they
only had such a chance!

“Well,” said the Colonel in his deep
voice, I saw a very brave deed done
by a boy to-day.” Every oye was turned
upon the speaker, and Tim and Frank
stopped eating. Had some one got ahead
of them ?

* It was a case of moral courage,” went
on the Colonel, *“ which always needs
more pluck than mere physical bravery.
‘This lttle chap stood out against seven
of his companlons and positively refused
to join them in playing a prank upon an
old man because he felt it was mean. I
was an eavesdropper during the whole
conversation, I must confess, but I was
80 interested that I quite forgot my posi-
tion until too late. That little tellow is
the making of a real hero I’

You should have scen the faces of the
two would-bs heroes! They sat and ate
their supper without belug able to tell
the difference between salt and lemon-
ade! There were several remarks made
upon the Colonel's story, and then a lady
noxt Frank launched into a long tale of
her bruther’s herolsm in the Northwest
Mounted Police. But the boys did not
hear one word. They dared not look
at the Colone}, und the only thing they
wanted to do was to get under the table,
which, of course, was impossible. They
slipped away after the meal to meet the
other five at the wharf, where they were
to wnnke the final arrangements about old
Poter's boat. As they left the house
Jack camo bounding across the lawn and
the Colonel called to him. There wasa
crowd of men on tiie verandah, and they
could hear them laughing and talking
with Jack, while the Colonel had his
hand on the boy’s shoulder. Frank and
TIm looked at each other as much as to
say, “ It might have bcen us,’” axd ran
ag fast as they could to the whart.

It was quite evident that the meeting
did not accomplish its object, for when
the Colonel retired to his room that
o7ening he found a rather badly-writter
uote on his dresser. It read as follows:

* Dear Colonel Harding :

** We, the undersigned, want to tell you
that we werc in that crowd thls morn-
iug, but I guess you know that, and we
don‘t Intend to have anything &0 do with
old Peter's boat, nor none of the fellows
don’t, and they want you to know, and
we are sorry that we ain't heroes,

* Signed for the crowd,
“ Timothy Hartwell,
“Franklin Martin.”

Well, the Colonel was just as kind as
he could be about it, and treated them
all the same as usual. But the boys
never forgot their mistake. Frank and
Tim are still striving to be heroes, so
you may hear of them agaln some day.—
The Westiminster.,

AN IDOL SWEATING IN CHINA.

Thig year, in the first month, on the
fiftteenth day, at Nam-Fong market, some
people saw an idol sweating. They wiped
the idol's face dry with paper, but in
two hours it was again covered vith per-
spiration. They told this in the market,
and many went to see this wonder, and
the fame of the idol Increased, and
everybody thought there would be some
great calamity happen in Nam-Fong.

There was in the market one man who
believed in the true God. His name is
Eo-A-gnon. When he heard the siory
he said, “I will go and see if this idol
really sweats.” He found that last yecar,
in the twelfth month, the priests of the
temple noticed that the idol required to
be repainted. To prepare it for repaint-
ing they steeped it in the river for three
days, then washed it, and afterward re-
painted ‘it,

Some twenty days after this they
carried the idol out into the streets for
an airing, The idol was exposed for a
long time to the hot sun, and this caused
the water to come to the surface and
burst through the fresh paint. This was
tho perspiration which astonished every
one, and made them say, “ That proves
the idol is living.”

Eo-A-gnon published an account of
what he saw, and added: “Idols are
made of wood, or gold, or brass, or some-
times stone; they are all made by man,
and how can they bless men? You, my
fellow-villagers, must not believe this
false thing. You should worship God.
God is the Father of everybody. He has
the power to bless man. If you have
God’s doctrine in your heart you will be

blessed.”’—Messenger.

WAGBS AND WHISKEY.

The young man who thinks he can
afford to take two or three glasses of
beer or whiskey each day and never miss
the sum he spends, would do well to
reckon up how much these drinks would
smount to in the course of a year.

Some years ago, three young men in
Columbus, 0., carpenters. by trade, en-
gaged to work for a butlder, promising to
stay with him until a certain plece of
work was completed. They weare to re-
ceive the same wages, and were to draw
them as they chose. The work lasted
fromn spring until Christmas. On tke
final settlement, one of the young men,
who frequented the tavern, and was &
pretty hard drinker, found a balance to
his credit of $2.50. The second, who
was & somewhat mors moderate drinker,
had §11; the third, who was & teetotaler,
had $150. The first and second wore
very soedy clothes, and were in debt.
The third had a good muit and no dedt
Surely total adstinenes paye!



