PLEABSANT HOURS.

o

and try to catch the Rifies. The colonel
will gend us & company {f you can reach
nim in time.”

“Doyle,” I added, “go with bhim.
Warn every one in the next two miles,
gend the weakest on, and ask for volun-
teers to wait for us, We want a rear-
guard 1o this business.”

The: t¥o falthtn! fellows went on at
thelr bost speed, while I rematned td en-
snUrage Wy company, now geveral score
io_aumber,

For the next mile we went on, tteadlly
gathering numbers, if not strength, at
every step. Then we found Doyle, who
pad collected about one hundred of the
sblest, sud was patiently waltlag our
arrival.

Hoe bad used incredible exertions.
Some ho had shamed into joining him;
most had volunteered without hesitation.
Not a few had forgotten their disable-
mentg in listening to his flery Irish ap-
~al for aasistance for their weakor com-
radea dehind them.

“The Vs two hundred within two
miles of this spot who haven‘t an ounce
of fight in "em,” he sald; “and seme of
your Jot, sergeant, aron’t up to much,
1'm thinkin’.”

‘“ We must do the best we can,” I sald.
< I'vg got some gorry cripples here, but
we're all going to stand together inm this
affalr.  But the child, Doyle, did you
find it ?"

“Found a note in the hut, sergeant.
They've Rone on. It's in good bands.”

1 marshailed my mixed regiment, with
+pe weakest {n the middle, the strongest
pehind and in front, and on we went, two
hundred at least. They all understood
by this tlme that rafety lay in sticking
together, and accepted my leadership
without a word of dissent.

An hour passed, and we had gone but
two miles, when my ears caught the
12int ring of houts on the road behind.
For two hours I had been listening for
that sound.

“Halt !” I shouted. The sound of
galloping camo through the stiil winter
air

We were {n a narrow part of the road,
with rough ground to efther side.
« Couldn’t be a better place,” I whispered
to Doyle. He nodded assent. It was
our only chance.

The men came to the rightabout. In
a word I told them what I wanted—a
hundred men to hold that spot while the
gick and disabled went on.

* You can do it, boya,” I said.

‘ Aye, that we can,” answired Doyle's
volunteers like one man. They, too, had
been walting for this moment.

With the readiness of trained troops
they were in a position of defence in an
ipstant. Two fallen trees by the way-
side served to make & temporary ob-
gtacle gcrosg the . road.

Then 8Ix ¥French cuirassiers swung
round the corner two hundred yards
away, and reined up their horses with a
Jerk that threw them almost on their
haunches. They stared in amazement;
for a moment only : one discharged his
carbine in our direction; the six wheeled
and turned back. Obedient to «-?ers,
not & man fired in return.

* They'll be back soon enough,” I sald,

Keep ¢00}, and hold your fire.”

Several long minutes passed. ' Then
round the turn of the road came, not six,
but two hundred at least of superb Freach
cavalry., Our attitude evidently puzzled
them. An officer rode out ahead.

* Will you surrender ?** he shouted.

There was a growl from the ranks be-
hind me.

* Never,” 1 replied, an® the men
cheered a8 they heard the we J.

There was a rattle of sabres, & word of
<ommand, and like a whirlwind the
troop came down on our little band.

Brown Bess spoke by Afty mouths;
i1y bayonets, rusty with weather, but
stout as the hearts behind them, formed
a wall of steel. There was room for but
eight horses ahreast, and eight received
the bayonet thrust. The cavalry men
dismounted, slashed with their sabres,
but falled to breek the line. The volun-
ieers, grim snd powder-stalned, fought
uke hegoes. The barrier was impene-
showa its teeth in = cavalry fight,

They withdrew, and we brezthed
again. There were cuts in plenty and
aounds bed broken out afresh, but-in the
excitement of the skirmish we were
sironger than before.

*They'll try it again,” satd Doyle,
ureathless with the tremendous work of
tng éllnt ten mi:?ws. @

Ow Weo waited the second charge
with confldence.

It came with greater fury than ever,

but the fallan horses and men formed a.

better barrier, and the few that lexped
1t met again the deadly wall of bayonets,
Thelr offorts were tremendous. To
Doylt 1 owed iy life in tho first five
minttes v¢ hewing sad slashing, and in
the next pald -the dedt by ® like servics,

It was & longer and more desperats

struggle. But the scoc0nd charge falled
as the firat had doue, and presently my
outposts on ths rocks atove seat down
the welcome word that ths cavalry had
withdrawn altogether.

The road wai now more opan, hut sees
ing how successful our first redlstance
had been, I was minded to try the same
tactics. Once more we gent the lame
and halt on before, and having more
time, bullt up a fair barricade, which I
trusted waould enable us to hold out until
reilef came, as it must soon do, from the
Rifles,

The rellet I was hoping and praylog
for came at last; bhut not until we had
looked again into the grey eyes of Na-
poleon’s vataran borsemen and once more
crossed our British bayonets with their
Freach sabres.

Not a prcuder man was thers in the
army than J, when Lord Paget himself,
after that brief encourter, in which he
scattered the culrassiers llke chaft, rode
up to our tattered cocmpany, sand, leaning
from his horse, gave me hias dand.

‘“Men,” he said, “I am proud to be-
long to an army whose waunded and die-
abled can do what you have dono to-
Jday."

Two more scenes, and for the present
my story must end. One on the fleld
of Corunna. The great fight is over.
8ir John Moore’s brave and sieadfast
spirit hus fled, and his body has been
iald to rest on the ramparts. Tho last
act of this first Peninsular campsaign is
played, and the curtain is about to fall,
The troops are embarking in the dead of
-night, and the out-pickets are lighting
fires to persuade the Freuch thai our
lines are still occupled.

Not a dtx;um waz heard, not a funeral
note,

As his corse to the rampart we hurrled;
Not a soldler discharged his farewell shot

O'erb tgedgrave where our hero we

uried, -

Wae buried him darkly, at dead of night,
The sods with our bayonets turning,
By the struggling moonbeams’ misty

light,
And the lantern dimly burning.

No useless coffin anclosed his breast,
Nor in sheet nor in shroud we wound

him;
But-he lay-like.a warrfor taking his rest,
With his martial cloak around him,

Few and short were the prayers we said,
And we spoke not & word of aorrow,
And we steadfastly gazed on the face of

tho dead,
Angd sighed as we thought o? the mor-
TOW.

We thought, as we hollowed his narrow

(3
And smoothed down his loneiy pillow,
That the foe and the stranger would
tread o'er his head,
And we far away on the billow !

Lightly they'll talk ot the spirit that'e
gone,
And o’er his cold ashes upbraid Lim;
But little he'll reck, 1f.they let-him sleep

on
In the grave where a Briton has lald
bhim.

But half of our heavy task was done,
‘When the clock struck the hour for
retiring;
And we heard the distant and random

gun
Of the enemy suilenly firing.

Slowly and sadly we laid him down,
From the fleld of his fame fresh ard
80Ty,
We carved not a line, and we raised not
a stone,
But we left him alone {n his glory!

Standing in tha full light of one of the
fires I see the alender, upright figure of
Michael Erling. A smile plays about
his featurces, a mors tender, human amile
than I have ever xeen there. In the
glowing embars doee he 38 a plcture of
his home, of his fathar ready to welcome
a son who, deepite faults which he shares
with many, has gone through the a:du-
ous campaign with credit and bravery; of
his sister Ellen, who will give him the
warmest welcomse of all? I cannot an-
swar the question, for a shot rinzs out
on that still night air, a shot fired at
random by some midnight prowlor on the
fleld, and Erling clasps his forehead and
falls. Too late I run to catch him.
When we place his hody by the fire his
spirit has already gone to its }. ¢g vest.

And another scens. A February morn-
ing in a Hampehire village, bright -with
the promise of early spring. From &
carrier’s cart jumps down & goldier in
the war-worn uniforms of the Rifiss. On
his st he carries-the stripes of a ser-

geant, but {a his dreast is a Drecious
document granting an ensign’s commis-
slon to James Bardber for meritorious
conduct in the march to Corunna. Out
ot a caottage rucs a tall, fatr girl, who
welcomes him with outstretched hands
and a blushing face. Quickly behind
her come two who are not grostly
changed since we saw them last, nearly
three yoars ago; and with them hoys and
girls not a few, looking up at this tail
and wondeérful brother who had been to
the wars £0 long and come back safe and
sound. There is laughing, and rejoicing
beyond words, but presently eadnesy
steals over the group, and Ellen slips
quictly away, sohbing, to carry the firat
teriible tidings of her brother’s death to
the stern old man at the great farm on
the hill,

But a mother throws her arms aiound
the neck of her son in the cottage below,
and says for the hundredth time: 1
knew He would bring you hcme agein,

my boy.”
The End.

LESSON NOTES.

BECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IX TUR QOSPRL Y JOUX,

LESSON IV.—APRIL 23.
JRSUS, THE WAY AND THE TRUTH
AND THE LIFBE
John 14. 1-14. Memory verses, 2-6.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Jesus saith unto him, I am the way,
the truth, and the life.—John 14. 6.

OUTLINE.

1. The House, v. 1-3.
2. The Way, v, 4-6,
8, The Father, v. 7-14.
Time—~Thursday evenlng,
A.D. 30,
Plsce.—Jerusalem,

LESSON HELPS,

1. “ Let not your heart be troubled ’—
Because of the near depsrture of Christ
and of the oonduct ot the betrayer.
That ye may not be troubled, ‘ belleve
in God,” which Is the proper rengeripg.
1t is 8 commind. In a selze every Jew
believed in God. That truth was to the
Jew often a mere form, but the reality
was needsd, and with it the power and
the lite. * Bellevo also in me"—As &
l'ving expression of the love of God for
those who receive. Happy are they whu
thus belleve; for to such the beart is un-
troubled,

2. “In my Father’s bouso*—Heaven,
the home of God, the throne of hls
power. “ Many mansions,” or abiding
places, and for many souls, for there is
abundance of room. Nothing is sald
here about whether the mansions vary
ie glory. There may be degrees of hap-
pinees hereafter.

3. “I go to prepars a place for you"—
A prepared place, and it is for a pre-
pared people.
departure is made clear. ‘The future
presence of Christ and believers is8 made
manifest. I will come again'’~Vari-
aus meanings are given to the comihg
again of Chrigt. The Revized Version
has “I oome again.” 'The words seem
to refer, as in verse 18, to his spiritusl
presence then and now, though they may
include also the second advent.

4. “Tho way ye know "—Though not
so clearly as they ought to have known
it. There !3 & slight rebuke here.

5. *How can we know tke way —Dull-
ness yot honesty in the mind of Thomaas.
He thought of the earthly Jerusslem and
not of the heavenly. The fecling of the
early disciples was that the Messiah
would reign as an earthly king.

6. ‘1 am the way "—The pronoun ¥ 1s
emphatic; the way {s that by which the
soul comes to God. “ Tha truth “—For
Christ is the divine word, and * the life,*
for Christ is one with the living Father,
and the Giver of life. “1I am come that
they might have life.”

7. 1t ye had knowa me "—By spiritual
perception, known {n and by the heart,
and not the intellect only. To know
God in and through Christ shouid be the
alm of all.

9. * Hast thou not known me"'—Gradual
was the knowledge of Christ to hls dis-
ciples. INot until Pentocost were their
oyes fully opened.

11, “BelUsve me for the very works’
sako ‘'—The miracics were g ground for
belief; but & more satistying ground to
us {8 the inward experlence.

12. “ Greatyr works than these shall
he do"—~Qee Matt, 21, 21, 22.” These
Works arz not miracliss, but refer to the
scenes at Penteccs? and tha victories nf
?hmus.n truth yver Judaism and pagan-
.

Anril 6,

The purpose of Chriat's |

HOME IBADINGS.
M. Jesus, the Way and thy Truth and
the Lite.~John 14 214
‘fu. The lte.—John 17. 1-10.
W. The truth.--John 17, 11-19.
Th. The way.—John 17. 20-26
F. Way to the Father.—Eph. 8. 13-32.
3. The only way.—Acts ¢ 1-13,
Su. The living way.—Heb. 10, 11.28,

QURBRBIIONS FOR HOME JTUDY.
1. The House, v. 1-3.
What caution did Jesus give ¥
Whbat raason for falth in him ?
What doos It contaln ?
Why did Jesus lsave his disciples ?
What promlse dld he make them ?
Whet will be the purpase of his com-

ing ?
) \:'_}z;t 12 sald of his coming in"t Thees.

2 The Way, v. {-§.
What two thinge did the disciples
know ? .
‘What did Thomas say to Jesus ?
What 4id Jesus 3ay of himaelt? Golden
Taxt.
To whom {s Josus the way?
3. The Father, v. 7-14.
How were the disciples to know the
Father ?
Wuat revelation of the Father did
Jeaus make ?
What request did Philip make ?
What question 41d Josua ask of him ?
What assuranca did ho give him ?
What did be ask them to bedave ?
What reason for belief did he give ?
What reward of faith is promised ?
What premise of help is glven ?

“ Do you know,” remarked Mrs. Darley,
1 rather wish that report would prove
trus that the United States i{a to buy
Greenland ?"

“Why 7" asked her husband.

“In that case ‘ From Greenlaud's Ity
Mountains' would become one of our
uatioaal hymns.”

ot All »
v People Sing.

Some Good Muske Books to Siag From.

———

Saving Grace. For usein Relig
loua";leetin By alonzo Stono,
Charles A. Bechter, Adam Geibel,
B F. Lehman. Hoavy paper
ocover, aingle copies, poetpaid ..
Por dozen, postpaid.. .

Pantecostal Praises. ForRe
vival fces, Young Poople’s
Meotings, and Sznday-echools
By W. J Kirkpatrick and H. L.
lemous. Boards, aingle copies, 0

tpaid ....... PP ..
Rﬁfm, not postpaid........ 3

Sifted Wheat. For Sunday.
achools, Young lo'a Societion,
Devotions! and Revival Moet.
fags. By Charles H. Gabriel
Boards, single copios, paid. .
Per doren, not postpaid..... ...

The Sezrch L!%I;‘t. For Sua.

t\py-schools and 1Meoetings.
'ﬁyy'A. F. Myera, &‘dﬂ. aingle

copies, post, .
Per dozzn, not postpaid....... .
The Ssed Sowaer. ForBunday.
schoolaand Gospel Meetinga. By
A. F. Myers. DBoards, single
copies, postpald ......e0i0e... O
Pear dozen, oot pontpaid......... 3
The Chorus of Praiso. For
upa in Sunday-schools, Youn
Peaple’s Moetinél aod the
Servior o the Cbaroh.  Kdited
by Jas. 3. Black, Boards, single
copies, postpeid ........
Per dozen, n\:ﬂ- postpdg
Songs for Youn zople.
'lgo Sunda; -chl?ol aod pu.

2

o
28 2%

1Y)
28

88

N )
2

gr

f‘vh’
gé
¢
%
&5

4 ise and Cen-
Songs of Pralse nd Gon-

by Rev.J. Wilbur Chs , D.D.
Birgle u,patp&!nn 0
P{:txbnn?gd, aot postpaid...... 10

Songs cf Grace, xnd_Truth,
Yor use in Roligious Meetin,
Ed&%fd by Rev. %pd% Hyde.
Single oopies, pos!
Porhundid, oot postpaid. . o nn.
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Send all ordors to
WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book aod Pablishing House,
Toron.o.
C. W. COATES, Moxiazs.
8 ¥ BUESTIS, Batmax.,
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