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PLEASANT HOURS.

deafening upronr.  Wo wers becoms
ing cxhnusted, yet wo wero still only
in the middlo of the continent, Wo
were being weeded out by units and
twos and threes, There were not
thirty in the eutire expedition who
had not received o wound. To con-
tinuy this fenrful lifo was not porsible
I pen these lines with half a ferling
that they will never bo read by mau.
I leave ovents to an allgracious Pro-
videnco,”  Often food conld be pro-
cured only at the risk of life. The
guns  wero reduced in number to
thirty. ‘The natives were often urmed
with European gune.  “ At ono time,”
suys Ntunley, I saw nine bright
musket barrels aimed at me” Ho
had thirty-two pitched battles with the
savages, Tho marvel is that u gingle
man escaped. At the Kalulu Fullg
nine men were drowned 1n one after-
noon.  Not at all places were the
natives hostile, At Inkiso Falls 600
wore hired to drag the teak wood
boats, somo of which weizhed three
tons, over & steep und diflicult portage,
They also helped to make, with vast
toil, two canoes, but they wero both
soon lort in the rapids,

The prolenged strugale was nearly
at an end.  And well that it was so;
for they were mnearly in despair.
“ Fovers had sapped the frame ; hunger
had dobilitated the body; anxiety
preyed upon tho mind. My people,”
continues Stanloy, “were groaning
aloud.  Hollow-cyed, ssllow, and
gaunt, unspeakably miserablo in as-
pect, we had but one thought—to
trudge on for one more look at the
gen.”

Having decided that the Living.
stone was tho same ag the Congo,
they left the river to escapo its catar-
ucts, aud struck through the wilder-
ness for the Portuguese settlements on
the const. The “Lady Alice,” their
compsanion in 7,000 miles of wander
ing, and all their boats, were aband-
oned at tho river side. The way-
worn, feeble, suffering column, with
forty mon on the sick list, dragged on
its weary way. It could not com-
plote even the few daya’ journey to
the sea, Stanley wrote an urgent
letter, addressed “To any gentlemen
who speaks English at Embomms,”
imploring food and aid. It was
despatched by four of the most stal
wart men, and the starving procession
struggled on. In a fow days came an
Englich lotter, and a few hours after
abundant supplies of food.  The
native bard sang a song of triumpb,
that they were redecmed at lagt from
thoe ¢ hell of hunger . ™

“'Then sing, O friends, sing , the journey is
ended -
Sing aloud, O friends, sing to this great
sca.”

The author's account of this regcue
is of most dramatic interest. Soon lie
was mot by whito men and escorted in
trivwph to Embomma.  “I felt my
henrt suffused,” the explorer devoutly
exclaimed, “ with purest gratitude to
Him whoso hand had protected us,
and who had enabled us to pierce the
Dark Continent from east to west, and
to traco its mightiest river to its ocean
bourne.” Stanlay conducted bis faith
ful fullowers to thear homes at Zanzi-
bar, by way of Capetown and Natal,
receiving  everywhere ovations of
triuvmph. Here they all rveceived
liberal payment for their heroio toil—
tho wages of the ono hundred and

soventy men who perished being paid
to their sorrowing friends. * They
woro sad, sweot moments—thesoe of
parting.  What noble fidelity .thcsg
untutored  souls  had  exhibited.
Twenty times thoy wrung his'_lumd at
parting (December 13th, 1877), and
watched hin lessening sails us thoy dis-
appeared beneath the horison. .

Without question this is a narrative
of as heroic achievement as was evor
accomplished. In this meagro sketch
wo huve given but scanty glimpres of
its many thrilling adventures and of
its abgorbing intevest. As an examplo
of that trath which is stranger than
fiction, tho graphic narrative of Stanley
possesses n facination that the most
sensational vomance cannot equal.
The famo of the gallant cxplorer is
known throughout the world, and his
name is written forever upon the greay
natural features of the Dark Continent,
whose mysteries he has unveiled.

Stanley entered upon the expedition
with bhair of raven blackness. He
came out of it with hair gray aa that
of u man of soventy. Tho wearing
toils, the thousand perils, the perplex-
ing anxieties, the care of tho hundreds
of the human lives under him, seem to
have done the work of a soore of years
upon his iron frame. But whatare a
score of years of life if he but wrest
the mystery of ages from the aucient
sphinx ; if ho can solve the geographi-
cal problems which bave baffled all
men hitherto ; if he can open the
doors of commerce to vast regions
heretofore unknown, and thus make it
possiblo to pour the light of civiliza-
tion and the Gospel on the Dark Con-
tinent ! Tho mightiest triumphs of
missionary achiovement in the near
future shall doubtless be in this land,
80 long shut out from the influence of
Christondom. Ethiopia shall stretch
out her hands to God, and a Christian
civilization gladden the laud of the
‘White Nile, the great Nyanzas, of the
Congo, and the Niger. And through
the ages tho names of Livingstono and
Stanley shall be forever linked to-
gether as among the greatest benefac-
tors of Central Africa.

See also engravings on fourth and
fifth pages.
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COALS OF FIRE.

ARMER DAWSON kept
missing his corn. Every
night it was taken from his
crib, although the door was
well secured with lock and
key.

“ It's that lazy Tom Slo-

cum,” he exclaimed one

wmorning, after missing more than
usual.  “I've suspected him all the
time, and I won’t bear it any longer.”

“ What makes you think it's Torm 7"
asked hig wife, pouring out his fragrant
cofiee.

“ Because he's the only man around
who hasnt any corn—nor anything
else, for that matter. He spent the

bours were at work. Now they have
plenty, and he has nothing—sarves
him just right, too!”

“But his family are suffering,” re-
jowed his waife ; < they are sick, and
in nced of food and medicine ; should
wo not help them §”

“No,” growled the farmer; “if he
finds his neighbours are going to take
care of bis family, it will encourage

him to spend the next season a8 he did

rummer at the saloons while his neigh- (

tho last. Better send him to jail and his
family to the poorhouse, and I'm going
to do it too. I've lnid u plin to trap
him this very night.”

“ Now while Tom is reaping the
bitter fruits of his folly, is it not the
very time to help him toa better life?”
suggested his wifo,

“A little courso of law would be
the most effective,” replied the farmer,

* In this case coals of fire would bo
botter. Try the coals first, William,
try tho coals first.”

Farmer Dawson made no reply, but
finished his breakfust and walked out
of the house with the decided step of
one who has made up bis mind, and
something is going to be done,

His wite sighed as she went about
about her work, thinking of the weary,
heart-broken mother with her sick and
hungry babes around her.

The farmer proceeded to examine
his cribs, and after a thorough search
found a hole large enough to admit a
man’s hand.

“There's the leak,” he oxclaimed,
“T'll fix that,” and he went to work
setting a trap inside.

Next morning he rose earlier than
usual, and went out to the cribs. His
trap had caught a2 man, Tom Slocum,
the very one he suspected !

He scemed to take no notice of the
thief, but turned aside into the barn
and began heaping the mangers with

‘hay, woet-scented from the summer's

barvest field. Then he opened the crib
door and took out the golden ears—the
fruit of his honest toil,

All the time he was thinking what
to do. Should he try the law or the
coals? The law was what the man
deserved, but his wife’s words kept
ringing through hismind. He emptied
the corn in the feeding troughs, then
went around where the man stood with
one hand in the trap.

“Hello! neighbour, what are you
doing here 7" he asked.

Poor Tom answered nothing, but the
downcast, guilty face confessed more
than words could have done.

Farmer Dawson relossed the im-
prisoned hand, and taking Tom’s sack
ordered him to hold it while he filled
it with the coveted grain,

“There, Tom, take that,” said the
farmer, “ and after this when you want
corn come to moe and I'll let you have
it on trust or for work. I need another
man on the farm, and will give steady
work with good wages.”

¢ Ob, sir,” raplied Tom, quite over-
come ¢ I've been wanting work, butno
one would hire me, My family was
suffering, and I was ashamed to beg.
But I'll work for thisand every ear I've
taken, if you'll give me the chance.”

“ Very well, Tom,” said the farmer,
“take the corn to mill aud make things
comfortable about home to-day, and to-
morrow we'll begin. But there's one
thing we must agree to first.”

Tom lifted an inquiring gaze.

“You must let whiskey alone,” con-
tinued the farmer ; “you must promise
not to touch a drop.”

The tears sprang into Tom’s eyes,
and his voice trembled with emotion as
he said .

“You are the first man that's ever
asked me that. There's always eough
to say, ¢ come, Tom, take a drink,’ and
I've drank until I thonght there was
no use in trying to be a bettor man.
Butsince you care enough to ask me
to stop drinking, I'm bound to make
the trial; that I will, air”

Farmor Dawson took Tom to the

houso and gavo him his breakfaat, whily §
his wifo put up n basket of food for the
ruffering family in the poor man's
home,

Tom went to work the next day and
the next.  In time he came to bo ay {§
eflicient hand on the Dawson place,
He stopped drinking and stealing, and
attonded Church and Sabbath-school
with his family, and became & respect-
sble member of society.

“ How changed Tom is from what
he unce wag!” remarked the farmer's
wife one day. ,

“Yes,” replied her husband, ¢ t'was [§
the coals of fire that did it."
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WHAT I LIVE FOR.

LIVE for those who love me,
For thoso [ know aro true,
For the heaven that smiles aboveme
And awaits my spirit too;
For all human ties that bind me,
For the ta-k my God assiganed me,
For the hright hopes loft behind me,
And the good that I can do.

1 live to learn their story,

Who've suffcred for my sake,
To emulate their glory,

And follow in their wake;
Bards, martyrs, patriots, sages,
The noble of all ages, .
YWhoso deeds crown history’s pages,

And timo's great volume make.

I live to hail that season
By gifted minds foretold,
When men sha!l live by reason,
And not alone for gold,
When man toman united,
And every wrong thing ri{zhtod,
The whole world shall be lighted,
As Eden was of old.

1live to hold communion
With all that is divine,
To feel that there is union
'Twixt natoro’s head and mine,
To profit by afiliction, .
Reap truth from fields of fiction
Grow wiser from conviction—
Fulfilling God s design.

I live for those who love me,
For those who kuow me true,
For the heaven that smiles above me,
And awaitsmy spint too ;
For the wrongs that need resistance,
For the cause that nceds assistance,
For tho futurs ia the distanco,
And the good that I can do.

P

TEN REASONS WAY I LOVE TO
GO TO MY SUNDAY-SCHOOL.

I Becavse T am ignorant, and want
to be taught,

TI. Becsuse I shall get no good by
spending the time in idleness and play.

II1. Because God has commanded
us to keep holy the Sabbath-day.

IV. Because, by improving the
Sahbaths which God has given to me,
T wish to become wise in the days of
my youth.

V. Because good boys and girls love
to go there,

V1. Becauso prayer is offered to God
there, the word of God is read there,
and the praises of God are sung there.,

VII. Because thero my mind is im-
proved, and I learn my duty to God
and man. .

VIIL Because my teachers kindly
tell mo of the love of Christ to the
young, and point ont the way of sal
vation through his sufferingsand death,

IX. Becauss when I ghrow old 1
shall not be able to go, ‘therefore I
ought to improve the p t time.

X. Becauss I wisktaf go to heaven
when I die, and at the Sjunday-school I
shall learn the way thi’ther.

Copies of this teact shry be procured;
f]?ui the American ot Society, New

ork. -
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