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JOHN WESLEY.

A great deal has been said about John
Wesley, who died over a huandred vears
ago. He was one of the greatest men of
the last century, and one of the greatest

preachers the world
ever knew. The
Methodists through-
out the world have
been keeping the an-
niversary of his
death with devout
thankfulness to God
for the labours of
his life. In our pie-
ture his mild 2nd
beautiful face is
shown, also OIld
City Road Chapel,
Tondon, next door
to which he died,
and, in the upper
part, Wesley preach-
ing on a tombstone
in an ancient grave-
yard. When he was
driven from the

church of his fathers ;

bhe preached on his
father's tombstone
just beside the
church, and after
wards ir the open
fields throughout the
kingdom, sometimes
to as many as 20,000
persons. The story
of his holy life, use-
ful labours, and
bappy death Thas
been told you all.
His best monmment
is the Methodist
Church throughout
the world, which
rumbers now nearly
thirty millions of
people.

* How did you learn to skate? ™ a Yatle threecornered,

HIT THE EYE, BOYS.

vou would have seen that one of the win-

Joun Wesrey.

| 1t on

__ seemed to say, “ Stand clear or vou'll get
One day there was a great thumping 'n hurt.” So I stood clear, and let the work
my celiar, and if you had gone down there ' ers have it all their own way.

X I suppose the one who sent it thought
dows had been opened, and that sticks of 'that splitting it would be good exercise

for the minister,
lnd I fhnught S0
too. So T went st
it. But preity soon
a big stick tumed
up, fall of hard
knots on every side.
T fancied that one of
these knots looked
like an eye, and that
it kept watching me
as T picked up one
stick after anotber
and left it unm-
touched. Ta faet,
it almost seemed to
say, “Split little
sticks, if you hase 2
mind, but T dare
¥ou to touch me."
Tt was 2 great ap-
noyance to see it
there every d‘]l
but the guestica
was how to get wd
of it It was too
good o be throws
away, and it was
too big to go inte
the stove “}- onlv
fourse was to trv g.
split it. 8o one day,
when T felt ltmx-xg
in my bones, T laid
i the block
with the eye up.
Then, putting all my
strength into my
arms, | sent my axe
fair across the eve,
and through it went.
To my surprise,
the old ‘Pll'

.-““k

wood, some square, some round, some | more easily than many others hefore it

big and little, knotty and | And then [ ecould not help thinking how

boy was asked. “Oh,” was ths innocent | clear, all sawn the right length for the | true this is all through life. How often
but significant answer, “by getting up stove, were pouring in through thst win- | do men and bove fangy that some duty is

every time I feli down.”

dow; and every stick as it came down!wery hard, and work all around it, and
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HAPPY DAYS.

fear to touch it, hanging back until they
can do so no longer, and then mzke a
good effort, and find that it is real casy,
and that they have had all their trouble-
some fears for nothing.

Boys, remember that knotty stick.
When you have any work to do, don’t
stop to think how hard it is, but taxe
hold at once bravelv: hit it fair in the
eye, and, ten o one, ¥ou will be through
before you know it.

1

OCR SUNDAY-3CHOOL PAPERS.
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BEGIN RIGHT.

“Boys,” said a father, coming in
through the yard as the rain began to fall,
“ put on your rubber coats and boots, and
run out and clear away the heap of dirt
vou threw up y=sterday around the cistern
platform.  Make a little channel where
the ground slopes for the water to run off
below.”

Hal and Heraee thought this great fun,
and were soon Mt work. But presently
their father called from a window: “ You
are not deing that right, boys.  Ton've
turned the water all téward the honsc
It will be running into the cellar window
next thing you know. Tur your channel
away from the house at onee.”

“Rut this is the easicst way to dig it
now, papa,” called Hal. “ Before it does
any harm we'll turn i off.7

“Pho it right in the beginning.” said
the fdther, in a voice that settled things
“ RBerin right, no matier if it is wore
trouble. Then vou will be cure that ne
harm can be done, and won't have to fix
things up afterward.”

The boys did as they were told, and

were just in time to keep a stream of
water from reaching the eellar window.

Soon after this, the father foand Horace
reading a book borrowed from one of the
bovs. “That is not the kind of reading
that T allow,” he said. * Give it back at
once.”

“ Please let me finish the look.” pleaded
Horace. “Then 1 can stop reading this
kind before it does me any harm.”

“No,” said his papa, repeating the les-
son of the rainy dav, “ begin right in your
reading. and in all vour habits, and then
vou will not have to change. Take the
right direction first, and then you'll be
sure of it.”

LITTLE THREADS.

Do you remember the story of Gulliver?
He lay down to sleen among the pigmies.
These were very little people. They be-
gan to bind little threads around his
fingers. Ile said: “1] can break these at
any moment.” The little folks tied another
finger; he laughed. By and by they tied
another and another, until both hands
were tied and fastened to the ground.
Then they bound some threads around hi-
waist, and others around his body; and so,
little by little, they climbed over his knees,
his breast, and his face, and then upon his
nose. After awhile they got him tied
down in every possible place. He tried to
rise, but could not. He didn’t laugh any
more. The pigmies laughed then. Now,
it is not one drink or two drinks that will
kill a man. Each one of these is like a
little thread, and the man as he drinks
them, laughs to himself, and says: “1 can
break off at any time: T am able to con-
trol this habit whenever T choose.” But
by and by, when he tries to stop drink-
ing, he finds it immnossible. Tle is the
slave of the dreadful habit. God only can
set him free then. O beware of the
little threads—the first drinks, the first
little sins. Will vou not make up your
minds never to take even a drop of strong
drink?

JOHNNY'S OWN WAY.

Johnny wanted verv much to “help™
his mother bake pies one morning; so she
gave him a piece of dongh, the cover of
a starch box for a pastrv-board, and a
clothes-pin for a rolling-pin. When he
had rolled so hard that his face was very
red, he put his little pie on the stove
hearth to bake: and then he saw the
pretty, soft steam puffine out of the
kettle.

His mother saw him, and eried: “0O
Johnny! take care. or vou'll burn your
fingers, dear.”

“ Steam can’t burn,” eried wise Johnny :
oniy fire burne.”

“You must not try it. Believe me, it

will burn you. Do stop. Johnny !

“( dear!” eried Johnny ; “ why can’t I
have my own way sometimes? 1 do like
my own way! When I'm a big man, 1
mean to thtand and poke my finger in the
tea-kettle all day, thometime, and have
my own way, and—"

Poor Johnny did not wait until he was
a big man to do this. A seream of pain
told that he had had his own way already.
The dear little white fingers were sadly
burned, and for hours Johnny sereamed
and jumped so that his mother could
hardly hold him on her lap.

“0, 0, 0! What shall T do? O dear
mamma! I'll never have my own way
again ath long ath I live. When I'm a
great man, I’ll never put my fingers in
the tea-kettle O dear, dear, dear,
dear!”

Take care, little folks. how you take
your own way. There are worse foes ‘n
the world than Johnny's steam. Your
parents are wiser than vou. and they love
you too well to deny vou any harmless
pleasure.

—

SINCE PAPA DOESN'T DRINK.

My papa’s awful happy now,
And mamma’s bappy, too,

*Cause papa doesn’t drink no more
The way he used to do;

And evervthing's so jolly now,
*Taint like it used to be,

When papa never staved at home
With poor mamma and me.

It made me feel so very bad
To see my mamma cz¥,

And thengh she'd smile, I'd spy the tears
A-hiding in her eve,

But now she laughs just like we girls—-
It sounds so cute, I think—

And sings such pretty little songs,
Since papa doesn’t drink.

You see my pretty Sunday dress,
It’s every bit all new;

It ain’t made out of mamma’s dress,
The way she used to do.

And mamma’s got a pretty cloak,
All trimmed with funny fur,

And papa’s got some nice new clothes,
And goes to church with her.

My papa says that Christmastime
Will very soon be here,
And maybe good old Santa Claus
Will find our house this vear.
1 hope he'll bring some candy, and
A dolly that can wink.
He'll know where our house is, I'm sure,
Since papa doesn’t drink.

A teacher asked a class of boys in a
Sabbath-school what was their idea of
Heaven. The smallest one answered :
“A place where—where-—vyou're never
sorry.”
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PERSEVERAXNCE.

The boy who does a stroke, and stops,
Will ne’er a great man be;

*Tis the aggregation of single drops
That makes the sea the sea.

Not at all once the morning streams
1ts gold above the gray,

It takes a thousand little beams
To make the day the day.

The farmer needs must sow and till,
And wait the wheaten head,

Then cradle, thresh, and go to mill,
Before his bread is bread.

Swift heels may get the early shout,
But, spite of all the din,

It is the patient holding out
That makes the winner win.

S ——

LESSON NOTES.

SCCOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE BOOK OF ACTS.

Lessox XI.
PAUL AT ROME.
Acts 28. 16-24, 30, 31. Mem. vs. 30, 31.

GOLDEN TEXT.

I am not ashamed of the gospel of
Christ—Rom. 1. 16.

THE LESSON STORY.

The island that Paul and his friends
were cast upon was called Melita. It lies
south of Italy, and is new called Malta.
The people were very kind to the poor,
shivering people cast out of the sea, and
built s fire on the shore to warm and dry
them. When Paul, who was always doing
for others, gathered sticks for the fire a
viper came out of the heat and fastened it-
self on his hand. The people thought
see him die, but he shook off the snake
into the fire, and no harm came of it
“hen they thought he must be a god
Publius, the chief man of the island,
lodged Paul and his friends for three
days, and was very kind to them. Paul
was able to return the kindness. for he
cured the father of Publius, who was sick,
by praving and laying his hands upon
kim. After this many sick people came to
be healed, and Panl was greatly honoured.
He stayed there three months. When
they reached Rome the centurion, who
had been very friendly to Paul, allowed
him to live outside the prison in a house
of his own, with a soldier to gnard him.
There he did as he always did in a new
place—spoke to his own countrymen first,
if any lived there. Fe called the Jews to
his house, and explained why he was
there, and on a day soon after preached
tn them about Jesus from morning antil

[June 14.

evening. Some believed, but others did
not. Paul lived two years in this way,
preaching to all who came, Jews and Gen
tiles, and many became Christians.
QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

Where was Paul cast away? On the
island of Melita.

What is it now called? Malta

How was he treated there ! Kindly.

By what was he bitten. By a poisonous
snake.

Did it kill him? No.

Where did he go from there ? To Rome.

How did he live there? In his own
ledgings. :

How was he kept? He was chained to
a guard.

Counld he preach the Gospel?

To whom did he first preach?
Jews.

How long did ke live in this way ? Two
vears.

Who came to him to learn of Christ?
Jews and Gentiles.

Yes.

To the

Lessox XIL [June 21.
PAUL’S CHARGE TO TIMOTHY.

2 Tim. 3. 14 to 4. 8. Mem. vs. 12-14.
GOLDEN TEXT.

There is laid up for me a crown of

righteousness.—2 Tim. 4. 8.
THE LESSON STORY.

Do you remember Timothy, whom
Faul called his “deerly beloved son™?
To him Paul wrote two letters, and the
second one was written at Rome after he
had been brought before the Emperor
Nero the second time. 17 is believed to be

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

To whom did Paul write two letters ¢
To Timoﬁl}’.

What was he to Paul?
GUS;QL

How had he been taught when a ehild ¢
To know the Seriptures.

Who taught him? His mother and
grandmother.

When did Paul write the second letter ?
When he was about to die.

Where was he? At Rome.

How was he to die? As a martyr.

What is a martyr? One who dies for
CLrist’s cause.

What did Paul want?
see Timothy.

A sox in the

He wanted to

What did he write him? Words of
counsel.

What did he say of himself? That he
was ready to die.

What was waiting for him? A ecrown

of righteousness.

POLICEMAN DOT.

When he was a tiny kitten his mistress
called him Dot. As he grew older he be-
came a very large cat, but the name didn’t
grow, so now it really doesn’t fit him, a
all. He is black and white and keeps his
fur so clean and smooth that he is a fine-
looking cat, though not truly handsome.

His mistress tells this story about hi

She is an old lady who lives a!! alone
in a big house—all alone, except for Dot.
Every night before she goes to bed, she
and Dot go all over the big house, to see
that the doors and windows are all closed
and fastened. Then they go upstairs.
Dot sleeps on the foot of his mistress’

#

the last letter that Paul wrote. for he was | bed.

beheaded by the order of Nero soon after.
There had been a grest persecution, and
Paul had not lived in his own lodgings as
be did at first. He was in the prison, and
though his friends were allowed to see
him, very few came, for many were put to
death, and others were hiding in the cata-
combe. It is =0 noble and beautiful a let-
ter that Paul writes to Timothy, begging
him to come to him, that yon will like to
read the whole of it. He tells him to live
by the word of God, which he had known
from a child. He urges him to work
earnestly and always for God: to teach
God’s word: to tell people to repent and
live for God. He tells him to help the be-
ginners in the way of Christ, and teach
them how to grow strong, and warns him
against the false teachers that would come.
Though he knew that he was soon to die.
he says that he iz ready to xo, for he
knows that there is a erown waiting for
him which the Lord will give him. Though
no one atood by him when he was brought
before Nero, the Lord was with him, and
helped him to speak bravely for Christ,
and he was sure that he would preserve
him in his heavenly kingdom.

One night he awoke his mistress by
jumping up suddenly.

“ What is the matter, Dot " she =aid,
and began to stroke him. “ What has
frightened you ?”

“* Just then she heard some one coming
up the stairs, and she was frightened, to,.
She knew it must be a bad man, who had
come to steal ler money. Sare enough, he
opened the door and came right into the
room. What do vou think Dot did thent
He gave a spring and leaped right at the
man.

Now, Dot is a big cat and he has sharp
claws. He scratched the man untii he
turned and ran away as fast as he could.
He ran downstairs and jumped out of the
window he had opened, and never dared
to come back, either.

Dot’s mistress savs she will never be
afraid as long as she has Dot to take care
of her. Most cats can ecatch mice and even
rats, but Dot canght a man!

Do yon wonder that Dot’s mistress s
proud of her brave cat?

That is a bappy day that is full of good
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EASTERN SHLEPHERD.

The shepherd in the East is much more
tender and loving to his sheep than in
Western countries. e knows his flock
by name. He goes before the.,
know his voice and follow him. He carries
the lambs in his bosom, and wi'l risk his
life to save his flock from the Jion or the
bear. All this is used in the bible as »
type of our Lord. “He chall lead his
flock like a >hl~}\hl~fu]." He is deseribed as
the Good S}n“phm‘-]. whe lavz down his Lif
for the sheep. Let us remember that In
the words of the Psalm. © We are his peo
ple and the sheep of }is pasture.” And
little children are the £ hi
fold. whom he especially cares for
loves.

ambs of his

and

1 have heard of some oh:ldren who had
a “ missionary hen,” an< sold all the eges
che 1aid, putting the money in their mite-

boxes.

and they |

THE BLACK BOY'S PRAYER.

A missionary one dav observea a little
black boy engaged in prayer, and heard
Lim say, “O Lord Jesus, 1 thank thee for

| sending a big ship into my country, and
| wicked men to steal me, and bring me
|here. that 1 might hear about thee, and
| love thee. And now, Lord Jesus, I have
one favour to ask thee: please to send
wicked men with another big ship, and let
them catch my father and my mother, and
bring them to this country, that they
may hear the missionaries preach, and
jove thee.”

The missionary in a few days after saw
the same child standing on the sea-shore,
looking very ‘ntextly as the ships came in.

“What are vou looking for, Tom 7 he
asked.

“«71 am looking to see if Jesus Christ
answers praver,” the child renlied.

For two vears that boy was to be seen
day after day watching the arrival of

| every ship.

One day, as the missionary was viewing
| him, he observed him capering about, and
| exhibiting the liveliest jov. Then he said,
“Well. Tom, what oceasions so much
| '0.‘, ?”
“Oh, Jesus Christ answers prayer—
father and mother come in that ship;”
which was actually the case.

A SONG.

Now’s the time to make your mark,
Study, work away!
Bee, and bird, and flower, all

Nature's voice obey.

Now's the time to grow and learn,
Now to sow the seed,

And to watch its springing up
Into word and deed.

If you treasure weli the hours,
In each heart and face

Shall the cheering impress dwell,
Childhood’s happy grace.

While the days grow into years,
Study, work away!

Bee, and bird, the hours improve,
So the children may.

THERE IS OUR FATHER.

Two children were at the seashc-e on
the outlook for their father’s return from
fishing. There had been no storm, so they
were not afraid, but their father had been
away two days and two nights, and the
little folks wanted to see him back. They
had watched for him hour after hour.
Other fishing boats had passed, but his was
not in sight, but at last the elder girl
saw far off the well-known sail, and
the boat sha loved to see. Pointing it
out to her little sister she said, “ There
is father!” But the little dot said, “I
don’t see father?” “No, nor do L”
answered the elder, “but he is there; that
is his boat, he is master of it, he will
soon be here!” Both children were joy-
ous. Though tkey could not see their
father, they knew he was there, and that
every moment brought the time nearer
when they would see him, and talk to
him.

There is another Father of al' little
children whom we cannot see yet, but we
know he is near, and before very long we
shall be at home with him, and see him,
if we are good and have faith in him.
Wherever we are, in sunshine or in
gloom, we may always say, “ There is our
Father.”

A little boy was asked, “Who made
vou?” “God made me,” be said. “Why
do yon think God made you " was asked.
“ Because,” he said, “he wanted a little
boy to love him.”




