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PLEASANT HOTURS.

Keoping Step with Jesus.

Koeping step with Josus,
Though tho way ba long,
We ne'cr miss the pathway,
We can ne'er g0 wronbg
Keeping step with Jesus
Stralning overy limb;

Onward, ever onward,
Keeplng step with him,

Keeping step with Jesus,
Even in the dark,

Wo can hear his footstep,
Though unscen {ts mark
‘Though wo walk in shadow,
‘Trrading pathways new,

Marking timo with Jesus,

Step wa ever truc.
|
Keeping step with Jesus,
Nothing can alarm,
Foes will never hurt us,
Nought will do us harm
Walking close beside him,
His strong arm our atay,
Oh, how sufe ov* journey
O’er nn untried way !

Keeping step with Jesus,
Never on beforo,

Brighter grows the pathway,
Shining more and more,

Till by llving fountains
Bathed in heaven'’s light,

We, through fields of Rlory,
Walk with bim in white.
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THE BIBLE.

When you see a handsome building
taking form wunder the workman’s
strokes, you know it iz being shaped
after a plan of the architect. God's
plan for your life and mine is in the
Bible, Every verse of Stripture riem-
orired is an Invislble workman helplng
to shape our charactera. That s why
those who have loved and studied the
Bible from south have made the best
men. We may use it for comfort In
trouble. It eases paln in the heart as
liniment does In the flesh. Then, the
Bible may be used to help others. Texts
on pretty cards sent to the sick or aged
may be a wonderful comfort to them;
but in the hands of the thoughtless, they
may gerve as warnings.—Junior World.

The Bible §s the only geography and
atinas we have of the spiritual wo:!d.
We may uso it to become acquainted
with the country—its laws, rales, trea-
sures, and inhabitants. It is a photo-
graph gallery in which we are contlnu-
ally surprised at catching glimpses of
our own hearts. No wonder the China-
man insisted that the missionary had
written it since becoming acquainted
with his faults,

‘Basides showing us oursclves and
whifther we are going, the Bible furnishes
ug spirituni food. Feeding ourselves {s
& vory ‘practicel matter. A plump body
may hold a very lean soul. If a look-
ing-glass could be made that would show
us our spiritual lcanness. we would never
degrudze time for reading our Biblas.
We wonld rush to thern &s hungry people

tush to a dinner table.

THE WBAK LITTLE BROWN
HANDS,

BY M. B. GUERNSRY.

"ho young and new tecacher in the
Indlan mlssion school walked with a
companton teacher In the school ground
on an autumn afternoon. The pupils,
children of Sioux and Dakota parents,
played merrlly. Thelr shrill voices rang
out in,

* London bridge 18 talles down §”

One handsomo child, 1ittle Henr Du-
pres, sat apart from tho merry players
under a cottonwood tree.

* T trust, Miss Hale,” sald Mies Thorne,
an older teacher, " that you are not
homestck. You will soon hecome accus-
tumed to your new Wwork and strange
s8u roundings. It I8 lonely here for the
stranger, our work is hard, and the re-
turn i{s sometimes discouraging. Only
the teacher Mled with the true mlsslon-
ary spirit can continue patlently and
hopetully endeavouring to do theso chil-
dren gqod.  The discouraging feature is
the home fnfluence. As the home Is,
the inmates are llkely to bo  Our girls
leave the s hools clad in neat gowns to
spend the vacation at home. They fre-
quently return to us wearing the same
gowns worn Into {atters and incrusted
with dirt. It we might make the homes
better

“Yes,” sighed Lola Hale; “{n sweet,
bright, and happy homes we naturally
turn to the light.”

‘‘There 18 one of my dear little boys
sltting under the cottonwood, Henrl
Dupres. How he loves his pet squirrel !
Henr! s a handsome child. His large,
tender brown eyes seem to plead : ‘ Love
me:; love a poor little boy.””

“ You tell me his mother is dead. How
can I win his child heart and love, Miss
Thorne 7" .

“I have intended speaking to you of
Heonr}, Miss Hale,” Miss Thorne an-
answered. ‘Marle Dupres, his mother,
wag one of our girls, a lovely young girl.
She marrfed Arthur Dupres, a splendid,
handsome young Sloux Indian, and an
exceptionally courteous, bright man. He
has been restless and unsecttled since
Marle’s death. He was fond of Marle,
and he s devotedly fond of little Henrl.
We grieved when Marie died, for we
hoped that much good might result from
her influence over Mr. Dupres, who is a
power with his people. If he were only
a Christlan! Mr. Dupres is ambitious
for his boy, and will educate him. He
requests that the little Henr! be vigllant-
ly guarded night and day, that his hexlth
be carefully looked after. If symptoms
of an {llness appear, Dr. Bennet i3 to be
notified, and Henr! will be removed to
the doctor's home. AMrs. Bennet will
care for him.”

*“Why is the child to be guarded so
carefully ?” asked Miss Hale.

“The two old grandmothers fear that
we will exert an evi] influence over bim,”
Miss Thorne replied. *“Marle’s mother
attributes her Jdaughter's death to our
evil fafluence. You may have seen two
old women walting near our grounds.
They are Herrl’s old grandmothers, wait-
ing an opportunity to steal the child.
They are extremely opposed to his being
taught white people’s ways. Do you see
that tal), sly, and cunning-looking gir}
who is now walking toward the cotton-
wocd 2 That is Sarah Yellow Hawi, a
refative who {s waiting an opportunity
to assist In stealing Henrl. You bad
better go to the child now.”

Sarah Yellow Hawk stood sullen and
sllent under the cottonwood.

“Henrl, will you show me¢ your
squirrel 2" Mizg Hale sald kindly.

“1 can’t, teasher. Jackey was too
lonesome to stay; Jackey 1s gone.'”

* Henr!l wants his good grandmothers;
he .{s lonesome for somebody kind and
good.” Sarah complained.

* No, not grandmoder; I am lonesome
for Marle and dear pape,” Henrl sighed.

“ Suppose you come with me, and we
;—vlnl] talk of Marle and papa,” sald Miss

ale.

“Henri bates gchool an' teashers,”
Sarah persisted.

Miss Hale held the lonesome little boy
in her arms, telllng of a day when a
loving Master held little children in his
arms.

* DId the good Man hold little ones as
you are holding me, teasher ?"

* Ob, I cannot hold you, Henrl, as Jesus
held those dear children! He loved
them so tenderly !

“Will he hold me some day ? Will
be hold me if Marle wanit me ? A good
man must carry me Iif I find Marie.
Mine papa don’t know the way.”

“ If you will listen, Henrd, I will sing.”
“ For he gathars in his bosom even wit-

less lambs ltke me,

An’ carries them himself to his ain

ocuntrie."”

When the song was finished the weary

ttle boy 1ay in “ teasher's” arms, fast
asleep.

As the wizstor's storms swept the
vakota flelds the grandmothers becamo
more bold in thelr eXcrts to uteal Henrl.
On a stormy wintor night tho matron
discovered that the child was not in his
})ed. 8arab Yellow Hawk too was miss-
ng.
* It looks llke those old women have
succeeded In stealing Henrl. They
shouid know that Mr. Dupres will not per-
mit them to retain him,” satd Miss
Thorne, looking into closots and dark
corners,

“ Teasher, teasher, come and got me!
1 am cold—here in the pantry. Sarah
safd she would play hide and seck,” plped
a familiar little volce,

*“ Sarah has a window open. No doubt
we are just in time,” crled the matron.
*“The child Is shaking—the eftect of two
or three hours' exposure to tho cold air.
He 18 a delicate child. Sarah, you go
to your bed; and, Miss Thorne, will you
wrap Henr§ In a warm blanket ? I fear
he will be 11L.”

As the matron feared, an {llness re-
sulted from the exposure to the caill air.
Henrl was unmistakably {11, so {1l that
Dr. Bennet removed him to his own
home. ‘Tho little presence was gone
never to return.

A few days spent in patlent endeavour
wore on. Mins Hale listened eagerly
for the messages sent out from Hearl's
slck room. “1It is a mystery to me,”
the young teacher sald to the older one,
“that this little stranger bas so entirely
won my heart. I scem to hear his sad
little voice every day.
notifled e that Henri has asked to see
‘teasher,” and I am going to him this
afternoon.”

* Yes; you had better go,” advised Miss
Thorne.

In Heari’s sick room the young father
sat beside the little white bed. ¥4 held
in his strong hand one tiny, weak, brown
hand. Recognizing Miss Hale, Henrl
opened his beautiful brown eyes, speak-
ing weally : ** Teasher, are you come ?
Marfe has called and called. Mine papa
does not know how to go to her I &m
not lonesome now., Teasher, teasher, can
you slng of the good, good Man who
carries little ones 7

Miss Hale's voice failed.
agaln she endeavoured to speak.
she softly chanted :

“ For he gathers in his bosom even wit-
less lambs like me,
An’ carries them himself to his aln
countrie.”

In a clear, sweet volce Henr! cried :
‘ Teasher, tell mine papa of the good
Map that Marle loved.”

The tall, splendid young man held a
tiny hand to his lps. His griet and
pain were pitiful to witness.

In the kitchen the two grandmothers
walled piteously, and Dr. Bennet sald
gently : “ KMiss Hale, we will leave them
for a little time. You have.entirely

Again and
Then

“won Henri’s child heart; he desired to see

you. I thank you for coming. This
little one's death may accomplish a
blessed result. Some deaths are blessed
in their mission. We should rejoice thzt
«le lonesome little Henrl has been carried
safely home. Perhaps his weak little
hands have led Arthur Duprés into the
kingdom. This young man Is a leader,
a wielder of power among his people.
Arthur Dupres redeemed will be a greater
power for good. He loved his wife and
little son foxdly.”

One evening, a few years after Henrl
was carried home, a college graduate—
one in a college band' of Christian ‘work-
ers—occupied the platform during a con-
vention attended by delegates from our
own country and foreign lands. One of
the most eloguent speakers in the num-
ber was the tall, stalwart Indian. The
weak little hands had performed their
wmission. Love and the Holy Spirit sub-
dues and softens the proud and im-
perious, and God is no respecter of per-
sons; all may love aim if they will,

“HOW DULL!"

Elslie Holt sat in 2 hammock which was
hung In the porch of her fathers coun-
try house. The afternoon was warm:
the shadows of the clouds drifted lazily
Oover the flelds. Elale's bright face wore
an expression of discontent, for the dress-
maker had failed to send home her new
gown, and the Jast pages were missing
in the soiled paper novel which she held,
She yawaed drearily.

* How tiresoms and duill the world is 1"
she said.

Overhead a pair of birda. were twitter-
ing near their nest. They had just
come from the far South. The story of
thelr lives, their habits, thelr wanderings,
their enemies, was mors curious than
any novel ever written. Elsle knew
nothing of it. Thelir calls, their Jove-

Dr. Bennet has |

l

‘her own work.

songs, thelr cry of warning, thelr lulla-
bles over thelr young had no more mean-
ing to her than tho rattle of dry sticks
together,

The woods were full of theso marvel-
lous winged creatures, cach with {ts hfs-
tory, which she might have read. She
was bllnd to them all,

Close at hand grow countless great
trees, each of which had its laws of 1ife.
There was not a weed or a blade of
grass which had not some peculiar won-
derful fact to tell, of interest and strange
significance. To Elsle they were dumb,

Below the grass the great earth lay,
with mystic meanings written on each
stratum of clay and rock. The mean-
ings were plaln, so that he who rap
might read. Eisie did not know one
lotter of their alphabet.

A common plant grew below tho ham-
mock; her foot crushed it as sho swung
to and fro. There was a powerful
microscope in the house. Xf she had
examined ths plant through it, she would
have seen upon each leaf a fairy forest
of plumy growths, and, creeping through
it, tiny creatures which no eye had ever
yet discovered, violet and red avd gold.
Here once shone with an emerald light:
there another twinkled with opaline hues.

Elsfe saw only a dingy weed.

As ovening lowered, the great trees
bent over her with a friendly calm. Be-
hind the woods the lights ot the village
shone, In every one of its poor houses
were human lives, some of them bare,
strained, crushed lives, full of pathos and
weaning, into which she could bave
brought hope and cheer.

Overhead the stars came out; Arcturus,
which brought to Job its message from
God, and tie other distant orbs that have
told to listening souls, in all ages since.
the eternal truths of faith and love.

But Elsie saw and heard nothing.

Her new gown was not finjshed; the
1ast page was lost from her cheap novel *

Therefore she sighed, “ Hosww dull and
tiresome i this world !"~Youth’s Com-
panien.
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‘* Roundabout Rhymes.” By Mrs. Percy
Dearmer. With twenty fuil-page fllus-
trations in colour, decorative title-page,

and cover design in two colours. Im-
perial 8vo. London and Glasgow .
Blackie & Sons, Limited. Toronto :

William Briggs. Price, 80 cents.

A charming volume of verses and col
our pictures for little folk. Mrs. Percy
Dearmer has the rare gift of writing ex
cellent children’s verse aud illustrating
The twonty full-page
pictures in the volume are sure to de-
light the little ones, for they are inter-
esting and amusing in subject, are quaint
in design, and printed in bright but
tgateful colours., There are rhymes.and
ptctures about most of the everyday
events of nursery lile—v.e bave &ll of
us met them, probably before we were
two years old.

“The Troubles of Tatters, and Other
Stories.”” By Alice Talwin Morrils.
“With sixty-two charming illustrations in
black and white hy Alice B. Woodward.
Square 8vo, decorated cloith boards.
London and Glasgow : Blackie & Sons,
Limited. Toronto: Willlam Brigss.
Price, $1.60.

The author of these little stories is
ovidently able to talk with beasts and
birds in thelr own language, and here
puts down the {important information
galned, In a style that children wiil find
absorbing, and their elders tender and
sympathetlic. We learn hov' the Troubles
of Tatters ended in haypiness, More-
over, underlying each story is an unob-
trugive lesson, to be found by him xho
will. Miss Woodward Interprets the
author’s dainty §maginings with wonder-
fut grace and sympathy. The sixty-two
pen-and-ink drawings iu the present vol-
ume have been universally admired.

** A Dreadful Mistake.” By Geraldine
Mockler. With four rage illustrations
by Willlam Raicey, R.I. Crown 8vo,
cloth elegant. London and Glasgow:
Blackio & Sons, Limited. Toronto Wil-
llam Briggs. Price, 90 cents,

The mistake occurs at the very be
gluning of the book, gradually rights it-
selt during the course of the story, and
at the end Is found to be the very best
thing that could have happemed, It
sends a family of children on a long
.visit to an eccentric aunt, -who. does not
want them. A Very amusing character
is this absent-minded old lady, entirely
abeorbed in the care of her beloved
plants, till the children win her interest
and affection. It is x-capieal stssy both
for boys and giria
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