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the door with a glow at my heart, think-

ing of the joy it would be to Wardrop’s
honest heart to hear sach good news in
place of the evil he had feared.

It was gotting dusk as I drove out by
the lodgs gate, and just then a gentleman
passed me whistling. I put my head out
of the window and took a good look st
George Cairns, nor could I deny that he
was & man of gontlemanly appearance,
and handsomer than most. He bad made
the moat of the gifts nature had bestowed
on him, evidently having risen from the
clerk’s stool to be the son-in-law of his
master, ono of the merchant princes of the
city. Nevertheless, "as my four-wheeler
went lambering along the muddy road to
Streatham Station, and I thought of what
would meet him when he got within his
own door, there was no man in London 1
envied less than Mr. George Cawrns.—
Davidi Lyall in British Weekly.

JAPAN.

Japan is a land without the domestic
suimals, It is this lack which strikes
the stranger so forcibly, in ‘looking upon
Japanese landscapes. There are no cows
—the Japanese neither drink milk nor
eat meat. There are but few horses, and
these are imported- mainly for the use of
foreigners. The waggons in the city
streets are pulled and pushed by coolies,
snd the pleasure carrisges are drawn by
men. There are but few dogs, and these
sre neither used as watch-dogs, beasts of
burden, norin hunting, except by foreign-
ers. There are no sheep in Japan; the
woolis not ueed in clothing, silk and
cotton being the staples. There »rve no
pigs—pork is an uanknown article o1 uiet,
and lard is not used in cooking. There
are no goats, or mules, or donkeys. Wild
animals there are, however—in particuliar,
bears of euormous size. One of these
Mr. Fiack saw stuffed ina museum, and
he describes it as being as *“bigas an
ox.” War, of course, is acquainting the
Japanese with the use of animals. The
army have cavalry horses, and others to
drag the field guns. The Empress also,

in obvious imitation of European royal-
ties, is an expert horsewoman, and saddie
horses are kept for her use.—Science
Stftings, l.ondon, Eug.

THE TERM “ MIDDLE AGES.”

¢ Middle ages "’ is & term of no defi-
nite period, but varies a little with al-
most every nation. Rouvghly it may be
regarded ss including @ period cfaboat a
thcasand years, or from the fifth to the
ond of the fifteenth century ; or if reck-
oned by events, as extending from the
aabversion ‘of the Roman Empire, and the
transfer of the Imperial dignity from
Rome to Constantinople (A.p. 476) to the
ontbreak of the Reformation (A.n. 1520).
Hallam, in his * History of the Middle
Ages,” says: It is not pomsible to fix
accurate limits to the Middle Ages ; but
thoagh the ten centuries from the ffth to
the tifteenth aeem, in a general point of
view, to constitute that period, s lcss
arbitrary division was nocessary to render
the commencement and conclusion of an
historical narrative satisfactory ; ” and he
sccordingly makes the period to extend

“from the invasion of France by Clovis,

{a 1. 489) to that of Naples by Charles
VI11I. (1495)." For his purpose this
might be advisable, but for common use
there is little advautsge in any such
‘arbitrary reatriction. Thoe term muat ba
accepted for convenience rather than pre-
cision, and {0 understand it as comprising
a thousand years, from the end of the
fifth to the beginning of tho #ixteenth
century, is for all ardinary purposes
sufficient.

THE CANADA
®ur Poung Folks.

THE MOTHER POET.

————

My mother was a poet |
And, though she leit no song
To ripple down the centuries
And cheer the world along,

f1er soul was full of musics
Her thought was set to thyme

Of little feet, that kept her heart
A singing all the time.

Her life was one loog measure
Ofkind, unselfish deeds ;
So common is the doing
One scazcely knows or heeds

She gave hersell so freely,
Thought had she for us all,

And time to note each flower,
And the first blue bird’s call.

A sioger who sings truly
Must often sing of pain,

Yet hope rose through her sorrow
As raiobows through the rain.

Oh, what 2 wondrous poem
s mother duty done !
My mother was a poet— |
I'm sure that yours was one.
—AMary A Mason.

WITH DACOITS ON MY
BICYCLE.

(Concluded.)

Aslleft the Zyaung behind and was
making for the bridge, I heard a few notes
whistled softly just belnd wme. The
sound scemed to come from the bushes
skirting the kyaung. I should not have
thought anything of this, however, if the
same notes bad not been whistled again,
this time apparently from the fields just
ashead. This was evidently a call and an
answer ; and it made me a little nervous,
especially if the daonger (if danger there
were) menaced me both in front and in
the rear. I looked around, bat saw noth-
ing more than I had seen many & night

on that same road. Not knowing any-
thing else to do, I went steadily ahead,
keepipg myself and my wheel well in hand,
80 a8 to ba ready for any emergency
which might arise. Passing by some
gaps.in the shrubbery, I saw some figures
in the fields near the road making steal-
thily for the narrow bridge which I should
have to cross before I could get into the
town. I thought I counld see some daks
under their arms. Then I saw thedanger
which threatened me. The dacoits evi-
dently planned to intercept me at the
bridge, and cut me to picces when I ahould
be at adisadvantage. Icouldn’t go back;
for even if X had not had reason to think
that some of the gang were larking
behind me, the time I should have lost in
turning sround would have put me at the
mercy of my pursners. There was only
one thing to do, and it didn't take ms long
to decide upon it. My wheel was under
pretty good headway, and I crowded on
all the power I could {o try and reach that
bridge” before the dacoits got thsre. As
I shot ahead an awfal yell arose behind
me. Ihad been sharply watched. Im.
wediately my ears were greeted Ly »
chorus of shouts from the fields on both
sides of the road.

My recollections of the next few
minates are not very clear. All I re.
member iy, pedalling withall my might,
with those bloodtbirsty cries ringing in
my ears, and my mind making incessant
calcalations as to the chanoe of getting
bullet through my body next. moment.
But I heard no shots, snd probably the
decoits had no guns. I rolled on the
bridge just as they swarmed up from tho
fields into the road behind me.

But T was not out of the woods yet.
Before I got into town Ibsd along hill

4 RACE

PRESBYTERIAN.

to climb. Now the Burman is = light-
ning sprinter when he chooses to sprint,
and that's just what those fellows did.
Racing them down hill I had the advan-
tage, ospecially as they were running over
the rough ground in the fields. But when
it came to racing uphill thoy rather had
the best of it, especially as they were now
on the road. Oa a steap hill I would
have bad no chance at ail ; but tho slope
was gentle, and [ had a start. I had a
chance, therefore, for my life, and I made
the best of it. The thought of those daks
putstrength into every stroke I made. The
worst of it was, I could not tell whether
I was holding my own or not. My pur-
suers had stopped shouting, needing all
their wind for ruoning; and their bare °
foet didn't make much noiseon th2 ground.
T was bending low over my bandle-bar,and
didn't dare to risk diminishing my speed
by straightening up to look bebind me
even for an instant.

But whenI got to thoe head of the hill,
and was passing the grounds of the Chief
Commissioner, where there are always
soldiers on guard, 1 felt that'l could ven-
ture to take a backward glance. Then I
saw that my pursuers had all disappeared.

Next day I wrote aletter to the Chief
of Police, reporting my adventure in de-
tail, and having ¢ the honor to be, sir, hia
most obedient servant,” according to the
prescribed formula, which whosoeverobser-
veth not shall not gain the car of the
Government of Burmah. In due course
I reccived a reply, in a big brown enve-
lope, assuring me that the matter should
be promptly investigated, and having * the
honor to be, sir, my most obedient ser-
vaut.” This was polite. The Indian Gov-
ernment is great on politeness. But noth-
ingever cameof it. Isuppose the Sup-
erintendent did his best to ferret the
matter out; but he bad to work through
native policemen, and ‘they may have had
reasons of their own for not being too
anxious to catch the dacoits,—David
Gilmore, in llarper's Round Table.
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SERING THE POINT.

A boy returned from school one day
with the report that his scholarship had
fallen below the utual average.

“Son,"” said his father, ** you've
fallon behind this month, haven't you? "

“Yes, sir."”

“ How did that happen{”

The father knew, if the son did not.
Ho bad observed a number of dime novels
geattered about the house; but had not
thought it worth while to say anytbing
until a fitting opportunity should offer
itself. A basket of apples stood upon the
floor and he said:

“ Empty out these apples, and take
the basket and bring it to me half fall of
chips.”

Suspecting nothing, the boy obeyed.

‘ Aud now,” he continued, * put
those apples back into the basket.”

When half the apples were replaced,
the Loy said:

% Father, tbey roll off.
any more in.”

** Pat them in, I tell you.”

¢ But, father, I can't put them in.”

* Pat them in? No, of course, you
can't put them in. You said you didn't
know why you fell behind at school, and
I will tell you why. Your mind islike
that basket. It will not hold more than
so much. And here you've been tho past
month filling it up with chip dirt—1Jime
novels.”

*They boy turned on his hecl, whis.
tled and said: ¢ Whew! [ see the
point.”

Not o dime novel hag heen geon in the
house from that day to this.—Bihle
Reader.
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** Current Topics ™ and Nature

FREE

to Jan. 1, 1897, with
Beautiful Calendar.

As 2 special offer The Vouth's
Companion will he sent free, for the
1emainder of the year 1506, to all new
suluceribers,  One of the most beautiful
Calendars icsued this year will also be
Qiven 1o cach new sulreriber. 1t i
made up of Four Chamming Picturce
in calor. beautifully exccuted.  Iis size
ic 10 by 23 inches. The subjecis are
delighttully autmactive.  This Calendar
i< published exclusively by The Vouth's
Companion and could ant be sold in
Art Stores for les than ane dollar.
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L Celebrating i 1597 its seventy.first bisthday,
Titr; COMPANION offers its reader< many excefy.
tionally brilliang features. The two hemisphescs

matter.
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In addition to twenty.five staff writers fully
two hundted of the Wo<t famous men and
woiticn of bolin the Old and the New World,
fuciuding the wowt popular writers of fiction
2l somsc of the n0<t cainent statesmen, scict.
tists. traveller< and musicians. are contribntors
10 The Companiod,

A dclightful suppiy of fascinating Stories, Adveatires. Serial
Stories, Humorous and Travel Sketches, cte., are announced for the
Volume for 1897. The timely Editorials, the ** Current Events,” the

much valuable inforination cvery weck. Send for Full Prospectus.

700 Large Pages in Each Volume. 52 Weeks for $1.75.
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heen explored 1 search of attractive
For the Whole Family.

amd Science ™ Departments give

Distinguished Writers

IAN MACLAREN.
RUDYARD KIPLING.
HALL CAINE.
FRANK R. STOCKTON.
HAROLD FREDERIC.
MADAME LILLIAN KORDICA.
CHARLES DUDLEY WARNER.
STEPHEN CRANE.
HAMLIN GARLAND.
MAX O'RELL.
W. CLARK RUSSELL.
ALICE LONGFELLOW.
HON. THOMAS B. REED.
ANDREW CARNEGIE.
LIEUT. R. E. PEARY, U. S. N.
DR. CYRUS EDSON.
DR. EDWARD EVERETT HALE.
DR. LYMAN ABBOTT.

Atd One Hundred Others.
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