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PLEASANT HOURS.

and p some other loncly lad

Allantic it sito
tribes well armed with Kuropean wea-
pons, obtalned from Portugueso traders
Btanley's greatest and most Important
exuloit was the descent of the Congo
River, for a thousand miles, to the At-
lantic Ocean. It was a task of Incredible
foll and danger  IHis llttle army was {o-
creased durtrg part of the time to nearly
nino hundred, by tho addstion of seven
hundred  Arabs and camp followers.
They had to run the gauntict of canaibal
tribes and  peruous  cowracts.  The
Lady Altco was launched. and a fleet of
twenty-two Iarge boats giided down the
river {0 seck ' the unknowr 1ho cap-
ture of these canoes 18 a st.rring story,
but too long o tedl.  Severwy-four falis
or cataracts wero passed.  Iheso they
wero compelled to pass by portages, often
in the face of infurizto bands of savages.
Sume of these purtagea were threo miles
through a trupical Jungte, with an asient
of fiftecn hundred feet.  One took threo
days and threo mights incessant labuvur

16 overcume—sume wurking while uthers )

sitit—a watchful fue meanwhiio lurking
in tho furest, thirsuing for their bluod,
hungering for their ficsh.
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POINTED, POTENT, PRACTICAL.

‘The substance of this keen Mttlo stery
has been in many papers It is worthy
of belng passed on A minlster who had
been an cxpert whistler when a boy,
came out of a hotel one day whistling

1
[}

may be made braver and truer by the
story of Harold Marston.

I well remembor the day he came
among us, a shy little iad, acarce look-
ng his twelve summers, with s alight
form, sweet, grave face and wonderful
baio of short goiden hair How we all
laughed when wo saw him, yet very
shamo kept us from bubiying him as we
aid every ono else. Mot that Haroid
Marstun was a coward. U no!  Uften
and often has ho stoud against the
whule sthuol and fought a buy duuble
his stze to prevent injustico or to save a
pour dumb animal from pain.  Weo pone
of us koew his story, 8ave that ho nas
an orphan, and Harold never spoke of
himseif, only sometimes when tho buys
sang  Dulco Domum,’ havo I scen thuse
dreamy gray eyes of his flll with tears,
and haif suspected all was zot well,
thuagh thoe depth of lonelinesa he hid
beneath s bnight, cheery manner |
unever gueassed,

Why ho chuso me, Wilfred Northing-
ford, as a chum I know not, for I was
the scapegraco of the school, and five
years his senlor, yet between us there
existed the frlendship that comes but
once In a litetime.

Wo did not understand him at all, he
was usualiy so shy and quiet, and at
the time of the great Armadn wo were

Hal  “I am always {n uxo way, and his
home Is not Dulce Domum.”

As ho spoka It flashed upon me that
hero was tho reason of certaln black
brulses and hours of pain Harold had en-
dured, unknown by all save me, and I
clenched my hands viclously at the
thought of the man who would strike &
ittlo 1ad fike that, But Harold spoko
apain, and there was a strango hopo In
his volco. ‘I shall reach it at last,
Witl, when my work ts done, and it will
be Duice Domum ' then, such a 'Dulce
Dbomum as I never even dreamed of be-
fore, and something scems to tell me
that you will be great, Will, and will
teach people to livo nobly.”

1 teach pecople!" I oxclaimed. 1
(«.nt not, Hai, I am not good, iike you.

“Q Wi, you are; you are brave and
good. You will never bo a cowaru, and
you wlil ever flght for the right, and
you wiil conquer as I could never do,”
said Hal with strango persistency.

You must not t .x thic way, Hal," 1
8aid, rather huskily. " You must help
me to gruw goud, and we will fight for
tho right logemcr. and together wo will
have *Dulce Domar.'"

* Yes, some day we wlll have ' Dulee
Domum" together,” said Harold, and I
marvelled at tho happy 1ight in his face.

“Hark, Hel,” I sald, “therc strikes
the curfew, and even now I un hear the
tramp of the guard, we must go.

“ Hush, Wilfred! What was that 7"

the more at his b

O Will,” he said, eagerly, one day,
“if 1 wore only strong cnough to fight
oven one baftle for my Queen and coun-
try! It would almust cuntent one to
die, I one died a hero.”

“"Fi8 not so casy to dic, 1ad,” sald
Giles Coleburn, an unpopular boy, and
one of the bullles of tho school. “Ill
warrant it I8 for reward and glory that
you wish to fight. I have no patlence
with boasters.”

“*Tis for Queen and country,” crled
Harold, eagerly. * 1t weould not matter
about aught else, reward or none, it one’s
life gaved hers.”

“Pshaw " said Giles, tauntingly.
**Easy enough to boast of what one
could do when one Is too small to per-
form. Mark me, Marston, it the oppor-
tunity should come you would bo the first
to fail. A boaster is always a coward I"
.- Stop that, Glles,” I began, hotly, but
Harold checked me.

“Como on, WHI, he's not werth mind-
Ing, and maybe I might turn coward at
the critlcal moment, as ho says.”

It was a summer evening, and all Win-
chester was rejoicing. Bells pealed from
overy belfry, flags waved from every
house, for tbte Great Armada was de-
{enled and Queen Elzabeth was in the
own.

The school was In the wildest excite-
ment; hither and thither rushed masters
and boys, reckless of everything In the
generzl confusipn; and no wonder, for at
curfew Queen Elizabeth herself was com-
ing to hear * Dulce Domum,” our famous
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Tired, at length, Harold and I slipped
away to the deserted corner of the quad-
rangle by the postern door Never shall
I forget the beauty of that evening as
lho setting sun llghuzd up the school,

quite low. A little boy at pilay in the
yard, hearing him, “Is that
tho best you can whistlo?” *No,” re-

plied the minister  * Can you beat it
‘The boy sald he could, and tho minister
added : * Well, let's bear you" There-
upon tho little fellow gave a sample of
his best skill and then insisted that the
minister should try again He did so,
with much of his boyhood vim. He ad-
mitted it was good whistling, and as he
started away, tho small lad with high
tdeals sald - “ Well, §f you can whistle
better, what wero you whistling ke that
for 7"  Strikingly sensible and sugges-
tive is this sharp question. How It re-
bukes ail slovenly, slipshod laziness in
the performance of any worthy task'
What i8 worth doing is worth doing in
tho best way. It this intensely practical
lesson were heeded by our young people,
how much it might add to their growth
and influence!  Athietes heed it. Fail-
ing only & few times to do their best,
gives the champlonship to another

‘Whatsoever thy hand nndexh to do, do
it with thy might, aad “ do it heartlly
as unto the Lord."

“DULCE DOMUM."—-"SWEET EOME."
A Story or Wixcursrer Scnoor.
BY IVY M BOLTON

His namo is not writcen in the records
of tho great, or his life told among those
of Englands heroes, yet a truer hero
never lived than our -~ little Iad,” tho
youngost and frallest of us rough boys
at Winchester.  So 1. his friend, write
this chronicio that aii tho boys of Win-
chester may learn to honour bis nams

on the gray old clelsters and
the oak trces, making the shadows fall
in deoper contrast on the velvety turf,
while as we looked through the half-
opened postern, the whole town, with the
stately cathedral in the midst like some
guardian spirit, scemed bathed in rosy
glow  But the most unearthly thing of
all was Harold's face as he sat there In
the sunlight, with such a depth of wist-
ful longing In his eyes that it almost
frightened me.

“Hal," 1 said at last, “what Is the
matter with you to-night? You are
moro stupid than uu owl, staring Intc
vacancy as if you were moon-struck
let us go in, they wiil begin ‘ Domum*
in a few minutes, and then hurrah for
Good Queen Bess. *

Harold laughed. "I am giad she 13
coming,” he sald, “ perhaps sho may
notice you, Wim'ed and make you great
and famous, as we have 50 often
planned.”

Of ali dreamers, Hal, you are the
worst, " 1 exclaimed. “ Now I prophesy
something very different. The Queen
wiil bo much more llkely to notice your
yellow curls and geperal moon-struck ap-
pearance, and when I am a poor scholar
at Cambridge, you will be a great man
of the Cotre”

“1 should rather you were famous,”
said Hal, rather wistluily, I care not
for the Court. I could not make it bet-
ter, as you could, ‘tis only home I want.
0 Will, I do long for it 30 when we sing,
Dulce Domum.  You all have homes
but mc, and I am asi alone since mother
died  Nobody wants me.

“ You have your unde,” I said.

“Ho does ot waot mo, responded

P Hal,

*“ Aro all hero ?* gald a gruff voice on
the other side of the high stone wall,

“ Al),” replled another voice, in a dis-
unctly foreign accent. * Moreover, the
Queen rides with but five guards to-
night, and we can surely rush in and
overpower them., The Armada may be
lost, but its obfect I8 yet to be gained.
A dagger's polat to-right will more than
retrieve that calam t,.”,

I stood stunned at the words,

“ Hal, Hal, what shall we do ' T whis-
pered. *“'TIs a plot to murder the
Queen, and they will klll us 1t wo try to
warn her. Let us tell the master.”

Harold’'s face was pale but resolute.
*Therd's no time for that! She Is al-
most here mow. I will warn her,” and
before I had time to collect my thoughts,
Hal had dashed out through the open
gate.  Swiftly he ran, as a hoarse cry
warned him he was dlscovered; a sharp
arrow plerced his side, yet still he rushed
on, on.

The Queen was safe! Her stately
composure was hardly stirred; her face,
calm and unperturbed.  She stood In
the entrance hall of the school looking
around at the knots of frightened boys,
quleting them almost by her very look.

Then as a little group near the great
west window attracted her attention she
swiftly crossed the room to where I and
the headmaster bent over Harold Mars-
ton. Her proud face softened, and
koeellng beside the window seat, she
rested the boy’s fair head agalnst her
shoulder. But Harold never stirred.

“Is he dead ?” asked the Queen.

“Nay, madam,” sald the grave head-
master, “but he is sorely wounded, and
can scarce live long.”

Just then the great eyes opened, and
Harold looked around. * Where am 12"
e asked feebly. Then, catching sight
of me, *Oh, Will, I have bad such a
strange dream. I saw you great and
famous, for the Queen had taken you to
Court, and they said it was all through
me!” Then a troubled look came lnw
tis face. “ Oh, I remember now !
Queen was hurt. O Wiltred, wul n
never come true—my dream? Will she
never make you great 2"

~ Little 1ad,” said the Quecn, and her
proud volce trembled, * tae Queen lives,
for you bave saved her, and will do
whatover you desire.”

“1 saved the Queen{” cried Harold,
bis whole face alight with joy, “then I
teally did serve her, though I am too
small to fight, and I am not a coward,
after all.”

There was a sob-and Giles flung him-
3elt beside Harold. “Oh, Halt! Hat!
forgive me,” he sobbed; *“that I ever
cailed you a coward; you who are braver
than us ail”

“ Don’t cry, Giles,” said Harold, rather
wonderiugly, “It is all past and for-
gotten now,” and as Glles gobbed the
more. * Be kind to him, Will, tell hun
I did not mind.”

1 threw my arm about Giles, and
Harold spoke again. “*Oh, WIIL; it's
uke a dream, all i well now—only—
mako Will great—promise to help him
to bo great. Oh, promise.”

“ 1 promise, little 1ad,” sald the Queen,
amid her falling tears, as she kissed the
broad, whito brow. “ Yet is there noth~

ing you desire for yourself ? Nothing ?” |-

nly ‘' Dulce -Domum,’ ” said Harold,

Queen's arms. ‘1t [s all as I wished,”
he whispered; 1 only wanted to serve
you, to dle for you."

‘The Queen sobbed and Xissed him

n.
s't“l\‘o one has kissed me liko' that since
mother died,” he said, raising Lis eyes
tull of lovlns reverence to hers.
Then suddenly a great I'ght came Into
his face, and ralslng himsel! he atretched
out his arms.

*“Oh, Domum, Domum, Dulce Domum™
ho cried joyously

‘The sunlight streamed in the old west
window bathing the stiil form and happy
face of our little lad In golden glory, and
as tho falr head rested once more on the
Queen's shoulder we knew that Harold
was indeed at home Union Signal

—

The Children's Hour.
BY LONGPETLOW,
Between the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day s occapations,
That 18 known as the Childrens Hour.

I hear in the chamber above me,
The patter of little feet,

‘The sound of a door that 13 opened,
And volces soft and sweet.

A whisper, and then a silences
Yet I know by their merry eyes,
They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise.

A sudden rush from the stalrway,
A sudden rald from the hall!

By three doors left unguarded,
They enter my castle-wall.

They climb up Inte my turret,
O'er the arms and back uf my chalr;
It I try to escape, they surround me,
They seem to be everywhere.

They almost devour me with kisses,
Their arms around mo entwine,

Till 1 think of the bishop ot Bingen
In his mouse-tower on the Rhine!

Do you think, O blue-cyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall, _
Such an old moustache 83 I am
Is not enough for you all ?

I have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,

But put you down in the dungeon
In the round-tower of my heart.

And there I will keep you forever,
Yes, forever and a day,
Till the walls shall crumble to rule,
And moulder in dust away.
—Longtellow.

THE DOLDRUMS,

An equatorizl region of clouds, calms,
and bafing winds, so much feared by
seafarlng people, is called doldrums. It
Is one of the most oppressive and-dig:
agreeable parts of the ocean. Through
it emigrant ships from Europe to Aus-
tralia have to pass, Sometimes they
are tossed about therein for weeks,
when persons of dellcate constitutlon
suffer greatly, and nul. lntrequenuy
death ensues. So many voyagers
‘been burled in the doldrums that it hn
come to be a dreaded watery graveyard
on the way to golden Australia. Do we
not all encounter similar reglons f{n our
life voyage? Bafiing winds, counter
currents, oppressive calms, checking,
whlrllng. diverting our ‘barques until we

qd h with
Re-
only a
cloudy belt and may soon be passed
Beyond this belt s the golden land of
such spiritual riches as wili be ample re-
ward for any sacrifico required It Is
even possible to live in such close touch
with Christ that there will be no dol-
drums Iin your experience. Claim by
faith all that is offered you in our glori-
ous Gospel.

our m““rteh to make any headwny!

WHAT REPENTANCE I8,

A gentleman once asked a Sunday-
school what was meant by the word re-
pentance. A little boy raised his hand,

“Well, what Is it, my 1ad 2,

“ Belng sorry for your llns,” was the

A mué girl on the back seat ralsed her

hand. N

“Well, my little girl, what do you
think 7" asked the gentloman.

“ I think,” satd the child, “it's deing
soTTY enoush to. quit.”

‘That is just where so many people fall,
They-are sorry enough.at the time, bug

O
scfily. He lay-back contentedly In the

_not s0r7y enough to qult.



