BB who came back to tell the story.

. Elcombe, as he reined in his horse.

PLEASANT HOURS.

n

- e

Boys.
Now, i any one has an casy time
In this world of push and pull,
It 3¢ not the bey of tho family,
For his hands are always full.
1« liko to ask who fills the stove ?
\Where is the girl that could ?
\Who brings tn water, who lights the fire”
And gplits tho kindling wood ?

And who 18 1t that cleans the walks,
After hours of gnowing ?

In gummer, who keeps down tae weeds,
By diligently hoelng ?

And who must harness the faithful horse.
When the giris would ride about ?

And who must clean tho carrlage off ?
The boy. you'll own, no doubt.

And who does the many other things.
Too numerous to mention ?

The boy 18 the ** general utility man,”
And really deserves a penslon !

I'riends ! just praisa the boy sometimes.
When he does his very best;

And don’t alwaya wout tho easy chalr,
\When he's taking a Jittle rest.

Don't let bim always be the last
To sce the new magazine;

And sometimes let the boy Le heard,
As well as to be seen.

That boys are far from jerfect
I8 understood by all;

But they bave hearts, remember,
For ** men are boys grown-tall.”

And when a boy has been working
His level best for days,

It does him good, I tell you,
To have some hearty praige !

He i8 not merely a combination
Of muddy -boots and noise,

BB And he likes to bo looked upon

As one of the tamily joys.
—Thés Gem.

PROMOTED.

A Story of the Zulu War.
By Sypyey WaTsos.
uthor of ** The Slave Chase,” etc., elc.
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CHAPTER IX.
SKERUEANT HAKRRIS IS AGAIN PROMOTED.

Wil our country cver forget that day’s
fighting 2 Certainly the men never wlilll
The
EE roar and the din; the whizzing of bullet

"and ball; the rattle of musketry; the air
g thick with powder-smell; assegal and
spear; lance and arrow, all fiying in wild
and deadly confusion; clouds of densest
smoke, that never scemed to clear save
for the briefest moment; rivers of blood;
ghastliest wounds; men and horses dying
and .dead; the very ground so blood-
soaked as to be trampled into mud; and
there, leading the van, in the very thick-
est of the fight, was Captain Morgan;
more than one of the men, and his
brother officers, turned to look at him.
What is that glad look upon his face that
appears almost like a light ? Something
has happened to him, but they do not
understand what it can be. Then, too,
> he fought that day as it he had a charmed

' lfe. Well, perhaps he had; at any rate,
Just before he rode into the fleld, he had
hurriedly opened a smell copy of the
Psalms he had found among his Looks
the day before, and his eye had lighted
on just these words, “The Lord is my
light and my salvation; whom then shall
I fear 2

And now, as the afternoon passes
rapidly away, and the sun creeps slowly
to the west, the tide of battle i{s turned,

B and hundreds of our troops scour the ad-

jacent plafns, hunting down the fiying
Zulus, and ‘'‘making =zood” the day's
deagdly work.

4As Captain Elcombe dashed past the
colonel, the latter shouted, “ YWhere is
Morgan ?* “'1 can't say, sir,” answered
“The
last 1 saw of him was in that awful
crugsh, just by that sand hili; he was
fighting like mad then, and Colour-Ser-
# zcant Harrls was close behind him.
% Shal! X scour the field for bim, sir, for I

almost fear he has gone down 2"

* Do, please,” replied the ¢olonel, * and
tet me know if anything serious has hap-
pened to him; we can hardly spare him
from us, just at this time, too.”

In a moment the two steeds were
parted, each taking opposite directions,
Capiain Elcombe carefully scanning the
scores of bodles thr. 1ay thickly around;
at length he thougut he would scek his
trlend in that par{ where he saw him
1ast. Riding across the battle-field, and
dismounting, and fastening -his horse to
u dismantled gun-carriage, he picked hia
way among tbe hundreds of dead and
dying. Presently his c¢yo!lighted on

] and get across to Hai.4s.

Captain Morgan, with his left arm hang-
ing helplessly at his side, a flesh-wound
on his temple, and his foot partly crushed
by his horse, which bad fallen upon fit.
He was quite sensit-le, hut weak from losa
of blood. Holding out his ri:ht hand,
which war unhurt, ha gald, * QGod blcis
you, Elcombe, for secking me, but though
I am hurt conslderably, I shall do fos a
while, It you will seck out poor Harrls,
he lles somewhere there “—polnting with
his finger, I saw him fall, and I fear he
is nbout done for.”

In a foew moments Captain Elcombe
found poor, blecding, dying Harrls, but
at thn® moment, answering « shout from
Captaln Morgan, he returned to him, as-
sfsting him, at his ow requost, to rlsc
It was an
awful journey, though not more than
ten yards, but at last the wounded cap-
tain, supported by a lttle earth-mound,
was propped up close to the dylng ser-
geant, while Captain Elcombe, having
given the poor fellow a drink of some
stimulant, knelt, partly supporting the
two. Harris' eyes were fast glazing in
doath, as in low, but clear tones, he sald .

Who: ver belleveth in him hath ever-
lasting L ™his is a bridge that
carries right over the border. Oh, Cap-
taln Elcombe! Captaln Morgan—has
found the—bridge will bear—will you—
make trial —-and—and—" One long deep-
drawn sigh, a fixed look of joy, which
even the agony of wounds could not
cloud, and then tho watchers knew that
Colour-Sergeant Harrls was " promoted”
again—this time to glory !

Il; a8 b.armék leéture:roon; in ;1 cer.taln
town in England, eighteen months after-
wards, a tall, military-lovking gentle-

|
It must have been very sfow wark to

get things startvd. They had to learn
the language, and get scqualnted with
the people, and coax them In to teach
them of tho true and Iiving God. They
had 10 translate the Biblo and prepare
all the books they necded.

This young <oclor visited the poor
aud the sick, was kind to them, and
healed '“eir diseasss. They learned to
lovo b .o very much, and many looied
uron hint as a  wonder-worker,” be-
cause the fow drops of medicine he gave
them had more effect than the bowlfuls
they wero accustomed to take from the
native doctors.

In God's time tho Holy Spirit touched

thelr hearts, and tho Slameso believed
what the missionaries told them of God
and his dear Son.
Christians. Other workers were sent
out, churches organized, achoouls opened,
hoepitals and dispensary work oarrled
forward, and mission voyages mado up
and down the coasts, and through rivers
add canals to interior provinces, .

Thua tho work begun fifty years ago in
Sinm is still widening and deeponing.
Now, as wo sce Christ'’s kingdom cumling,
and his will being dono among the peo-
ple of that heathen nation, I love to
think that a part of the beginning was
away back in the heart of that mother
who gave her boy to the Lord for this
wuck, and when he was big enough and
old cnough to go, she did not hold him
back.

He spent thirty years sowlng the good
seed tn that rich sofl, and now in his
old age has come back to spend his last
days In the very house where he was
born.

He rejulees over every bit of goud news

HARRIS' EYFS WBRE FAST GLAZING IN DEATU.

man, with his left sleeve harging arm-
less, stood upon the platform addressing
an assembly of soldiers on the power of
Christ to “ break every chain, gnd give
liberty to every captive.” Just before
he sat down he said, “ I should like you
to give my friend Captain Elcombe a
hearing just for a few moments.

Captain Elcombe, on rising, said, “ My
dear comrades, I owe ocur good Irlend -
your friend and mine, Cuptain Morgan—
I owe him 2 great decl for helplng me
to know that Saviour of whom he has
been speaking; but 1 owe most, perhaps,
under God, to® the life-testimony and
death-witness ot a colour-sergeant of our
old regiment—James Harris—who fell so
manfully in Zululand.”,

The End.

ONE MOTHER'S GIFT.
BY MARY L. CORT.

More than elghty years ago, a little boy
was born {n Waterford, New® York, and
his mother gave him to the Lord. She
called him Samuel, too, as Hannah did
{n the old Bible times, How she loved
him and watched over him, and prayed
blessings down into his heart and life'
She weanted him to be a foreign missfon-
ary, and so she taught him to think of
the¢ poor heathep, and to pity them In
thelr Ignorance zsnd sin, -

I have heard that he was a very bash-
ful, timid little fellow; but as he grew
older, and God’s grace filled his heart
w.th love to Jecus, he becan. strong in
purpnse, and determined to fulfil his
mother’'s wish. He studied well, and
prgparing himeself as a physician, he
sailed away to Siam to Legin his mission
work. ‘He landed in Bangkok, March
22nd, 1847. The Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Matt-
son were with him, and these three
fcunded the Presbyterian mission in that
kingdom,

from Siam, and ls sv thanklul God let
him have a share in the good work.

I trust there are now many mothers and
fathers who are willing to give their chil-
dren to this blessed service in foreign
lands; and I know there are hundreds

ot boys and girls being trained for Chris- |

tian work, I hope they will be scattered
far and wide among the nations, going
forth in Joyful obedlence to the Lords
command, and dving their best during
the next half cen.ary to bring the whole
wide world to the feet of Jesus.

OBEY YOUR PARBNTS.
BY REV. D. SUTHERLAND,

Some years ago a widow and her little
Luy lived in a gulet Scottfsh village, She
was an invalld, seldom out of bed, and
always suffering pain, but he was tull of
ife and fun. One winter afternoon
Jobnay ran into his mother’s room with
the eager request for permission to skate
on tho village pond. Most of the boys
were on it, he sald, and he wished to join

them. The mother would willingly have {

gratified her child, but she feared that
the fce was not strong encough, so she
told him not to go. He left the room
with a cloud on his bright face. The
more he thought of the forbiddea plea
sure the stronger grew hia desire to have
it. _At las! the temptation mastered him.
He slipped quietly out of the house, skates
in hand, and was s00n in the centre of
the whirllng crowd. In his mood of
recklessness he went too near the place
marked dangerous, the ice gave way, and
dewn he went with a sudden plunge.
It wey. (Wwith great difficulty that
he , was™ rescued. Strong hands
cargied him,
and  upconsclous, Into the presence
of the walting mother. With ouo start-
led look at what she Imagined to be the
lifeless budy of her son and a plercing
sbriek she fell back on her pillow.

Many of them became

dripplag with water |

Tae men realized their fully in taking
Sohnpy to hls mother's room, and turney
'"fnto the next room, where they 1ald him
‘upon a bed  Tho warmth goun resinred
"him. o felt little the worse of his vold
Luath, but he did feel m great deal the
worse because of his disobedfene ™1
shall never. never du again what mother
telly me not to do."” waa the resolution ha
formed. What could she thiuk of him ¢
He would go tc her snd assure her of
his determination naver again to disobey

her.  Nolsolessly ha slipped from the
1ttle room ipto the one where his
mother lay It was still, 50 unusually

su fearfully still. 8he looked paler than
over, and her ¢ycs were cloeed Fling
ing himrelt on her Losom the penitent
l tay sobbed out, * Mother ! mother ! speak
t> me, 1 will never digobey you anv
more.”  But the lips did not movo and
the eyes did nct open.  She was doad
iﬂ"’ shock of tho unexpocted alght had
been too much for her seanty strength
| That son s growlpg old and gray now
Hs has lived a noble lite, but be wil
carry one sadly Dbditter memory to the
lmve. Many a bright hour has been
darkened for him by the remembrance ot
the face of a mother dead bocause dls-
obeyed. The Gospel of Jesus Christ bas
trought comfort and the senso of forgive-
ness to his heart, but oven its power
fails to make the past as {f it were not
His hore is that In thce Father's home
beyond he wlll see his mother agaln and
hicar from her own lips the assurance of
pardon that will bautsh forever the cloud
which on earth will not pass away.

Tha years will keep rolling on until all
of you, my dear readers, will be no longer
boys and girls, but men and women. The
time will come when you must stand by
the grave of tather or mother in the quiet
churchyard far from tha noise and bustle
of the streets. What memories will rush
through your minds when you stand
there ! Will they bo of tonder duties
fulfliled and loving obligations maet, or
will they be embittered because of unfilial
acts done to those now sleeping tholr last
sleep ? How you act in the present will
; make the future bright or dark.

Only

There are ten commandments.

one has a promiss attached to it, and
that is the one commanding you to hon-
our your father and mother., Do you
wish Jong 1ife and prosperity ¥ Then be
kinod and reverential toward your par-
euts.
. _ Nearly pineteen hundred yeara ago
jJesus was 2 boy. In the carpenter's
, humbie home at Nazareth he itved and
, worked with his supposed parents, Mary
yand Jo:eph, About that early life we
j Tcad nothing cxcept that it was a lifo of
lobcdlence. He was “subject  unto
them.” In this, as in coverything olse.
he {8 our example. The path of duty
and blessing is to foilow in his footsteps.
R.se above the foolish bravado of werk
and unmanly boys who sneer about belng
tled to their mothers' apron strings.
Remember that happiness now aund plea-
sant memorles safterward will be yours
{1, ke Him who ®as a buy at Nazareth,
I}'ou are " gubject ' 1o your parents,

!

Two Little Berving-Men.
BY J EDMOND VANCE COOK,

| Two littlo serving-men have I,

j And one 18 etrong and very apty.

{ He loves to bammet, planc and saw,
To write, and somctimes even draw.

{ He takes my bat and hangs it up,

Ho reaches dowp my dninking cup,

He wiids my top, and throws my ball,

1 couldn't get along at all

W:thout this little serving-man

\Who helps me out in every plan.

Tho other sympathizes, too,

But ig not half go quick to do,

Scme things he does quite well, but my !
Some others he wont even try.

Ho wilt not spift the kindlizg-wood,
And yet, he Is so very good

He holds it while the other chops,

He 2!s0 helps him vand my tops,

But spin them ?  He cant spin at al,
You ought to see him throw a ball !
Just liko a gitl! Anu—Iits a shame,

} But he can hardly write s pame,

{ And yet, thesc serving-men are (wins,

| And look as like as two new pins.

i 1 think, perhaps, xouli understand,

4 11 you should know their name. it 8 Hand,
And one you know 1s Right and deft,
And one, of cuurse, 1x slow and JeftL

And yet, you konow, I often find

{ That If Im caim with Left, and kiod.
He'll do a lot of things. anhuugh

Ho's awkward and a hittle siow,

And s0 ! often think, perhaps.

He's much itke e, and other chaps,
Who know enuvugh to do wur part,

But some quick fcllow. extra smar!.
Jumps ia and does 1t irst, and 80

We just get, used 10 being slow,

And thets the way we don't get trained,
Because, perbaps, were Just left-brained !




