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and dusaity to Methodism wil be ke thc
wirotbing heart of our beloved church
o thin great centary offering of thanks-
Flupg to God

THE TEXT ON THE SUN-DIAL.

Stadows we are and ke shadoar de
part.”  read  Bouby, " Well, thats
honm

The vew run-dinl had just heen put in

i« place on the Asylum wall, and all the
. s buul children were standing in a row,

lcoking up at it It was puch an odd

thine tu have Instead of a clock, they
thought, they were sure they never could
tel! thme by 1t
| Fee, there's a lamb,* sald Mittle Patty
C e
* What s that to make you think of **
athed a grown-up volce behind them,
and ail the children turned to see Miss
Emity standing there, with the school-
heure key In her hand

© Of Jesus”” answered Bertha Hyles
Quivkiy Bertha was the oldest girl In
£4hiwol, and was not afrafd to speak when
,\llm Emily agked questions.

~ He wag led as 2 lamb to the slaugh-
ter,” repeated Miss Emily.  “Do you
rememter that®  And St John says,

Lehold the Lamb of God, which taketh
away the sin of the world.” "

Babby wished Miss Emily would say
sumething about the strange words be.
neath the dial, but he did not like to ask,
j amil ghe went away directly, with a plea-
nmt R the

|

|
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TIIE TWENTIETH CENTURY T'UND.
We borrow fiuw The Guardlan the ac-
wompanying wik ol the Honew Roli cer-
tiilcate,
The tolfowing Is abridged

APRIL 7

Shailows we are, and Hke shadows
. depart © Bobby used to read the words
eversy time he passed the Asylum, and
tath tme he read them he wondered
} more and more.
t In the morning, when he went to
school, the shadows stretched in fong
Iines across the street toward the west.

i

Like shadows we depart,’ repeated
Bobby ‘Thats what It says, youy
hnuw, ap there on the Asylum. They
; Jurt kind of go away all of a sudden,
when the sun sets,  They are all long
and black, and then they go.  They are
ats thin, and there's nothing to ‘em—we
ain‘t a bit Hike that.”

Miss Emily aat thinking for n few
minutes, and then she mld. * Robby,
what makes the shadows ?

* The trees,” answered Bobby, prompt-
* and horses and houses and men™
“Then 1 suppose §f they make the

thadows, when the shadows go away 1t

Ix beeause there are no trees or houses

or men to make them 2" sald Miss Emily,

«miling.

Oh, yes, thero are; the trees and
houses are always there,” sald Bobby.

*Then there must be something else
to make the shadows,” sald Miss Emlly,

' something that gocs away and then all
(ho shadows go too.”

“Oh, the sun,” eried Bobby.

Yes,” sald Miss Emily, “ it 1s the sun,
Now, Bobby, God Is the great and glori-
ous Sun whose shining makes us, It
God were not, we could not be. If God
went away, we should fade away In a
moment ke the shadows. But, some-
uimes, you know, the shadows grow
faint before the sun sets, and that 18 be-
cause clouds come between the earth and
the sun.  Now, the clouds that come be-
twcen us and our glorlous Sun are our
sins.  You have seen a great many little

Jouds gather In the sky, and roll all
tegether, and make 2 great thunder-cloud
that hides the sun and makes the world
dark, It our sins all gathered together
« he that, and were not rolled anay, they
would quite hide the face of God from
us and we should dle, But a ray of
GLods light plerces through the cloud,
just as you havo scen the sun steal

"

v

the carriage skimming by him  Unlfhe
the children, he made no attempt t»
overtake it by a direct chase, but dashing
across three or four lawns, he came out
at a curve of the road akead of the lttle
vehlele, and, planting himselt firmly in
ftx track, stopped it, and held it safely
untll some of the neighbours, who had
been roused by the cries, burrled to the
8pot,

‘Then he walked up the hill ngain, ap-
parentiy unmoved by the praise and pet-
ting which wero surely his due, and re-
sumed his nap with the alr of a dog that
had done his duty as best he knew how
and  wag content —The Sunday Com-
panlon,

THE 8KY TELEGRAM.

A gentleman while buylng a pnper from
2 newsboy one day sald to him

* Well, my boy, do you ever ﬂml 1t hard
work to be good 2"

" Yes, glr” responded the little fellow.

* Well, so do 1. But I have found aut
;xm 0 get help: do you want to know
Hy

* Yes, sir.”

“Then just send a telegram.”

‘The boy looked up in amazement. The
gentleman touched the boy's forehead
with his finger and said :

*What do you do in there ?*

“Think,” sald the boy
* Well, can God see what you think *
I suppose he can.”

“Yes, ho can see and does, Now,
when you want help to sell papers or to
be a good boy, just send a sky telegran:
this way * just think this thought qulick-
v, “Jesus, help me,” and God will see 1t
and send the help.”

A few wecks later he met the same Iit-
tle newsboy on the street, who rushed
up to him and sald ;

** Say, mister, I've been trylng the sky
the last few weeks, and I've

from the stirring appeal of
the Rov. Dr. Potts, General
Secretary of the Fund ¢

While we kave abundant
reagon to thank God and
take courage. we haie
sadhed o puint shere we
st realize that the hard-
cat work 18 still to be
done.  Unless there oc¢
ilorough organization and
apgressinge  work,  which
Ahah mean twudunf every
memher adherent Leaguer
and Sunday-schoo! s¢holar,
the milliun thauh offering
will not be rcalized, and
fallure to reach it would
b a great humiliation to
our chureh,

It is refreshing to sce
how our Sunday-schools
are taking It up, but this
must be made universal.
fhe Leagues an | Sur dav
schoels are, or should be,
must kil an e
.movenment. Many schools
aro resolving to have every
oflicer, teacher and scholar

M the

MISTORIC ROLL.

Indeed, the aim should
b~ to have cvery person
cvbbaled  wah Calidian
Methodism, elther directly
wi dndirectly, on the Histuiie Roil. The
Roil will be in Conferenco solumes, and
winy pusun nhose name 13 on B will
ruceve a beauuful Souvenir Card, bear-
Ing the same number as is connected
with his name on the Roll.

The terma of earolinent arc simple and
casy.  Pureuns of sixteen jcars and
nnder, one dollar and-upwards, persons
over sisteen, five dollars and upwards.
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AL nuon, as he went home, they had
slown very short and lay close at the
160t of the trees. In the Iate afternoun
whey feil agaun, long and dark, acruss the
street, pointing .now toward the east,
while, as the sun sei, they faded quite
anay Botiby watched them with great
interest. and wondered about them as
he wondered abont the strange words on
the new sun-dial,

The Roll will by very there
will be no rerords of money, but simply
the name and address and number. Due

dit W be glven to cach subseribor
in the books of the office, but un the Rell
a flve dolai subserilier i w0 hr
sub«nbot may be beforc vi oneat lu ay

25,000 8absor her

\\'hen the Twentleth € atury Thanks-
ehing ¥ ud s comple and i mil
Hon thank offering lald un Gud - altar, 1
hope and pray that all who refer to it
will be compelled to add that wah it the
chaieh enjuyed the most glorous revival |
in ali the history of our beloved Zion

Brahiren of the pulpit, and of the pen
of the Leagues and Sunday-schouls are
we doing our sharc to make the Twen- |
tieth Centary Thanksgiving Fuad a f
Rrand success ' This is sumething that 1
will not be repeated by us  Our church,
a hundred vears from now, will be z
similarly epgaged, but on a much hr,er‘
seale  There will not be a better spirit
porvading the chureh 8t that day than
that which is surging through-our ianks
to-day  The thank ~ffering then may be

|

ten miiltons, but the heart of love to God 1 What do_you moan,

- we are. We make sha-
dowe,” Bobby used to thinl, looking at
his own shadow, long and thin, early and
late in the day, and at noon, short and
wide.  *We make shadows, but how
an we be them ~ It nas a great puzzle
1» Bobby, and he wished very much that
he dared ash Miss Emily what it could
mean,

But day after dny went by without his
speaking of the words, until, at last, an
old lady camne into the school-room one
morning to speak .o Miss Emily.

Just as Bobby finished writing the last
word, he heard the old lady_say, “ And
did you hnow, my dear, that Mr, Jenkins
had departed this dife

Al poor man,” said Miss.| Emll}’. “he
has bteen a great sufferer.” And then
the old Indy, who had done her errand,
“enl AWAY.

‘ Miss lel;. said Bobby,
departed **

Mrs. Belknap meant that Mr Jenkins
has-dled,” sald Miss Emily.

“ DI he 1ike a shadow 1 asked Bobby.

Like a shadow *” said Miss Emlly
dear

“what is

witvugh a inttie-opening in the thunder-
«loud, and it touches our hearts and
ukes us sorry, and we repent of our
sins, and- God forgives us for Christ's
.ake, and all our sky Is clear again. Do
jou understand, dear 2"

Miss Emily had” spoken very slowly,
and Bobby had listencd so attentively
that h very

sold more papers since I've been dolin’
that than I ever did before.”—Evanselist,

Easter.
BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.
That dny. when Christ, our Lord, was

1 v.onder It the chlldren hid, and wept in
grief and pain;

Dear little ones, on whose falr brows his
tender touch had been,

Whose Infant forms had nestled close hes
loving arms within

1 think that very soberly went mournfu
little feet,

‘When Christ, our Lord, was lald away In
Joseph's garden sweet,

And wistful eyes grew very sad, and
dimpled cheeks grew white,

When he who suffered babes to come was
prisoned from the light.

But haply, ere the slecping world on
Easter dawn had stirred,

Ere 1n the leafy-curtained nest had waked
the earliest bird,

,Some little child whom Jesus loved in

slumber may "kave smiled,
By fanning of an angel's wing to happy
dreams beguiled,

For, hasting down from heaven .above
while still the east was gray,

The joytul Easter angels came to pause
where Jesus lay:

So shining, strong, and beautiful the)
swept along the skies,

But velled thelr faces In the bour that
saw our Lord arise.

Oh, stll, when we are sorrowful, and
scarce for tears can see,

The angels of the Easter-time are sent
our help to be;

he er
well, and he told her so.

HE SAVED THE BABY.

An old residentof a Nova Scotla town
is_the proud.owner of a Newloundiand
dog for which he has heen offereit large
sums,  The dog's. intelligence has al-
ways been rated high, but two years ago
he added to -his reputation by an act
which.seemed to indicate a power of;|
rapld reasoning equal to that possessed
by many human belngs.

Hig master lives on the side of a hill.
the street sloptug rather abruptly down
to-the water’s edge. One day a little
girl, left In charge of her baby sister
sleeplng in its small carriage, turned
away to tatk to a schoolmate, and-forgot
tho baby for-a moment.

In that moment a sudden gust of wind
took the littlo  carrlage, and bore It
rapldly along down the hill towards the
water.  The two children ran shricking
n;lcr 1t, but the wind was too.fleet-for
thetn,

‘The big Nowfoundland, lying. at the
cnd of-his master's walk, as usual, ratsed
hls head when ho heard the crics nnd 81w

btless he whose task it Is to voll
the-stone away,
Is felt In homes where shadows brood, a
prescncc sweet: to-day.

With beaming looks and eager words the
glad surprise he.gave

To those who.sought their buried Lord,
and found an empty grave;

For truly Christ had conquered- death,
himselt the Prince of Life,

And none of all bis followers aha]l fail-
in any strife,

Oh, little ones, around the cross your
Easter garlands twine,

_And bring your preclous-Easter gifts to
many a sacred shrine,

Aud chant with voices fresh and clear—
the seraphs singing too—

In- homage to the Mighty:One-who died

and rose for you.

To churches grand, to chambers dim, to
mounds of green-and low,

Your hands o'erbrimmed With snowy
flowers; in- blithe processions go;

And, better still, let offerings of pure
young hearts be given

On Easter-Day .to.Him who -relgns the
king.of carth l.nd h eAven. .

And




