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The Daughter of a King.
BY WH. H. OLARK,

A princess of the royal line,
The daughter of a King;

5ho lives beneath the smile benign,
And wears his stgnet ringz.

Her robes of purity and grace,
With royal splendour shino ;
. Her matchless beauty all can trace,
. In lineaments divine.

_ Her hands ace full of loving deeds,
z For human nature’'s weal ;
And carnestly her spirit pleads
For heaven’s approviug seal.

With faith and hope and holy love,
Thoss crowning graces rare;
Her treasure is laid up above,
In yonder mansions fair.

The fallen ones are lifted up,
The outcasts gathered in;

Her hands refect the poisoned cup,
The peisoned cup of sin.

Her feot are swift to find distress,
As swift to bring rollef;

Her gpirit yearas the poor to blass,
Ot samers thongh the chief.

Her yoethful life fs given all,
TYO kim whom angels sing:

Her love goes out to great and small,
Tacugh daughtor of a King.

In death’s dark wale it called to tread,
With radiance ‘twill be bright :

While walking with her living Head,
‘Whose presence giveth light.

ME. GLADSTONE.

Cne of the most famcus of living men
1s Qe Right Hor. Willlam Ewart Glad-
stons, who for a long time was “ Pre-
mier,” or prime-minister, of Sngland, and
i . reslly governed the country. His whole

life, frem boyhood until now, has becn

remarkably interesting, and blessed to
the geod of his countrymen and the
world.
Mr, (ladstone was born at Liverpool,
in 1809. He was the son of Sir John
" Giadstoune, Bart, an eminent merchant
of that oity. He was educated at Eton
, and Christ Church College, where he
- graduated in 1831. Mr. Gladstone en-
tered Parilament the following year, and
qoickly distinguished himself by his
' splemdid oratorical powers.
. In 1835, he was appointed by Sir
-~ Robart Peal Under-Secretary of State for
. the Ceionies; and in 1841, vice-president
- of the Board of Trade aud privy coun-
. ciflor. In 1846, ke adly supported his
Ml . chlef’s great measure for the repeal of
B the Corn lews. In 1847, Mr. Gladstone
.- was returned to Parliament by the Uni-
) versity of Oxford, which he continued to
. represent until 1865. In 1852, under
~ 1ord Aberdeen’s “ coalition” ministry,
" ho accepted office as Chanoellor of the
" Bxchequer, and held the same post sub-
- sequently in Lord Palmerston’s cabinet.
- In this capacity he proved himself to be
the ablest finapcial minister England
~ had known, and warmly supporied Mr.
. Cobden’s commercial treaty with France.
<. After the death of Lord Palmerston,
- Nfr. Gladstone became the leader of the
- House of Commons, retaining the Chan-
- cotlorship of the Exchequer in Earl Rus-
sell's second adminigstration. On the
- retirement of the Lord Derby cabinet. In
~ 1883, Mr. Gladstone succeeded to the
helm of state as first minister of the
* crowm. In the same year he fntroduced
k2 measure before Parliament for the dis-

* solution of the establishment of the Irish
.. Church, which passaed into o law after a
. prolonged =mnd obatinate resistance oa
- the gide of the Uonservative party.

In Februrry, 1871, the Gladstone cabinet
B - also fntroduced & measure bafore Parlia-

- mont for the modlfication and adjust-

I men: of the Iish lamd question; and
- Mr. Gladstene's sturdy champlonship of

“thrs cause, in the warious forms which
B it has asgumed uader his incpimation,

.- has given him pre-ominence not only at
B home, but im all the iliberty-loving na-
l tloxs adrosd.

+ Mr. Gladsteae 3as acquired no mesa

Ao

colobrity as an author while forging hia
way to the van of modern statesmon.
'1is contributions to the literature of his
time are characterized by all tho ripe-
ness of scholarship, originality ot thought
and vigour of expression, which have
glven him se high a rank In oratory and
diplomacy.

In his private capacity, also, Mr. Glad-
stone s highly estecemed; and, perhaps,
the most lovable phase of his life 13 that
exhibited in his occasiona! re‘iracy at
Hawarden. Hlis neighbours and friends
always wolcome the great man thither,
and speak with true affection of his
gentle, unaristocratic intorcourse with
them, and of his active Christian labours
in their parish church.

Mr. Gladstone’s devout bhabits of
thought and life are famihiar to all.
But what {8 possibly less known is the
fact that, in his Oxford days, under the
full stress of the tractarian movement,
Mr. Gladstqne earnestly desired to be a

MR.

clergyman, and only ylelded to strong

parental pressure in abandoning a cleri-
cal for a political career. Had the
young tractarian persevered in his in-
tention of taking holy orders, there
would probably, have been some day
another “Life of an Archbishop of
Canterbury,” which would have exceeded
in Interest apv of Dean Hook's celobratod
volumes.—Sunday-school Visitor.

BETWEEN-TIMES IN HOLLAND.
3Y ANNETTE LUCILE NOBLE.

**Tis no use! Nome of us was ever
a gentleman. Keep to thine own place,
1ad.”

** Mother, I could not be a gentleman,
but | can be a scholar. The gentiemen's
sons in my school did not learn as fast
a8 I could.”

“Thy master has spoiled thee for work.
Dirk, but I tell thce once for all—what
thy father was and bis father before him
—that thou must de.”

Vrouw Schalcker stoppod frying sau-

'sages. put her hands on her broad hipa
and solemnly wagged her head. It was
, 8 good head, with a comely red face.
' Sho wore a white cap with tabs, a gold
' band across the top, and a sort of glit
corkscrew over each ear Hor mother
hud owned the same ornament, and hor
grandmother. The Widow Schalcken
kept a little ship-chandler's shop in the
old Dutch town of Schereningen. She
1 al8o took {n washing from the hotels and
| made a comfortable living. Bhe was
. honost aand pious. Thers was always
| plenty of black broad, eourkrout and
| salt fish {n her larder. Nobody's copper
pots or kettles were scoursd brighter
| than hers., When her hard work was
done she used to knit and plan out
| Dirk’s future. He must seoll fish or
work on the beach, according to the sca-

son. When ha got older, there was the
shop. Every year Schercningen grew
and business increassd. After that—

whet he began to call himself a man—

GLADSTONE.

before he got any nonsense in his head—
she would pick Dirk out a wife None
of those girls in the shops near the
Botels—giris with alrs and pretty faces-—
* but a girl like Susanna Vas out thore” ;
apd the mother would nod approvicgly
to a young nelghbour, with a waist like
a barrel and an arm like a blacksmith,

A wife was the very last thing thir-
teen-year-old Dirk thought of as he
stopped at the threshold to put on the
wooden shoes or kloomfen, always drop-
ped there lest he soll the clean-scrubbed
floor. He walked sullenly down to the
shore. Now, a Dutch boy is usually
Jolly, but often very thorough. Dirk
was this last, and 80. being sulky. he
was swky from tbe crown of his hard
head to the wooden soles of his shoes.
Oh ! he did 80 want to learn mathematics
<nd Latin: yes, and Greek ! And to bo
told he knew enough of books for the
rest of his life decause his grandf{ather
knew po more! Ho felt vexed with that
grandfather who died before Dirk was
bora. He looked off at the sun-lit
wavog and thought of Americz. He

I

was tempted to run Awny-<0 £O oL A
ship—but only for a second, then he re-
mombered that ho promised his fathee to
obey his mother, and Dirk wus loyal.
Ioyalty $a anothor trait of a Dutchman
{f he is worth anything.

As Dirk procoeded towards tho bathing
machines ho met @ party of summer
boarders, One stout woman rode o
small, lean donkey, who sank so dcep
in thoe sand under her wolght, Dirk
thougzht to himsolt things would look
more equal i{f she wers to carry the
donkey. She nodded to Dirk in a kindly
way while she went on talking to hor
triends  The donkey bolng last she had
to sbout, apd Dirk heard her say - *“ But
there arc always the betweon-times, you
know, and one can do a great deal in
those if ho triea™

Dirk satopped. He gazed across tho
st 80 intently {t seemed as If he must
be Jooking stralght through Great B:itatn
into America; then he ran home egain.
From under his bed he got o book to
bring with him,

It was the hoight of the season In
Schereningen. The hotola were full.
Tho beach swarmed with poople. Dirk’s
occupation was to drive a “ bething ma-
chine* or big white wooden waggen
down to the water; there to wait while
the person who had been disrobing with-
fn and putting on the bathing dress,
ghould eome out for a swim or & bath.
later, he drove the old horeo back to the
high and dry sands. This day Dirk at-
tended faithfully to his monotonous busi-
ness; hut there were & lot of * between-
times.” In these he studied his Latin
grammar as it he were to recite it to
the most exacting teacher: and this he
did every day for weeks until, if he had
known it, he was far ahead of the class
that he supposed he had loft forover.

One morning he hagd inside his * ma-
chine’” the same fat !lady whom he had
met on the shore riding the donkey.
She was good-natured as possible, but
the lean borse had a hard pull to gt ner
down to the water. Now Dirk had a
way of conjugating Latin verbs aloud as
he sat on his box. The roar of the
waves kept people on the beach from
hearing him, and he did not suppose a
person inside the waggon could hear any
plajper. To his surprise, when the fat
lady had bathed and dressed. sho usked
him if he went to school, and many
other questions.

Atter that he was always aceing her
She had the funniest-looking old father:
fatter even than she, lame and bald
Every day the hotel servants helped him
to the sands and set him in a queer
basket chair that had a canopy over his
head. Dirk got into the way of dolng
errands for him, buying nowspapera and
taking messages. They chatted with
him until he had told them his whole
short history.

One day they offered him twico what
he was earning to become the old man's
servant for the time bdelng; to black his
boots, take things to the Hague, or do
anything requlred. Dirk was delighted.
He could not do enough to serve his new
master, whom he would have thought a
very simple old creature but for the tnany
books in his room. There were times
when Dirk could be fdle, though, and
then the Latin grammar came out. Of
course they (these new friends) were net
rich, or they would not bo so friendly.
Then, too, the old man wore a faded
dressing gown and wiped the ink off bis
pen on the tail of it when be was busy
writing. Yes, and the fat daughter once
wenl to see Vrouw Sihalcken Iin the it
tie shop.

When Dirk learmed that his new
triends werc going away he was very
downheartied. ‘The last day came and
brougtt Dirk a great surprise. Not that
anybody told him then (what, indeed, he
was too ignorant to understand) that the
fat old man was Professor H , of
Amsterdum, one of the most learned men
in Europe. No . the surprizo was this :
the fat daughter had told Dirk’s mother
that the profesyor said Dirk must go to
gchool; to the very best school at the
Hague. She (the mother) had besn told
also that Dirk would then sarn five times
as muoch @8 if he kept her lttle shop
Vrouw Schalcken sorrowfully consented
to the school.  The next year she wili
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ingly consonted; for Dirk bad tak~n a
prize In gold
30 proud she wore her best cap every
Jay.

'}l‘on years later Vrouw Schalcken did
net keep a shop She had hullt new
rooms and had more and flner copper
kottles than any of har nelghbours. She
put on no nirs at least not many, unless
the talk was about *“my son"  Dirk
was actually a professor himsaolf, carning
whatt seemed a great amount to his sim-
ple old mother He treated her too as
It slie were the greatest lady o the land,
and only laugh~! when she boasted of
hitn to the netghbours, She amill ap-
proved of waJl thosa big, stout-armed
Rirls as fine wlves for- fishermen and
saflors.  ‘There was a lovely yvoung lady
fn Amsterdam that ghe considered “none
too good for Dirk.” The young lady
thought the same Dirk was 1much
humbler. - He used to say, “if I had
not belfeved fn making the most of those
‘hetween-times,” T should bhe selling fish
to-day-- honest, 1 hope, bhut surely dirty,
and certainly {gnorant.”
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JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MBETING TOPIC.
AUGUST 29, 1897.
ttappinces.—Psalm 84. 5-12.
SOURCE OF MAPPINESS.

Verse b. * Strength fn the Lord.”
Sume boast of thelr physical proportions,
others are proad of their relatfonship
apd social pasition, and suppose that the
enjoyment of these brings happiness.
‘there could not be a greater mistake.
It is not in the nature of any of these
to give happiness. Those who trust in
tiod only are happy. Happy is the peo-
pte whose God is the Lord.

THE VALLEY OF BACA.

Verse 6. Back means weeping, and
where there Is weeping there {8 suffer-
wg. God's peopla have trials. In the
wotld ye shall have tribulation. Our
present abode is a wilderness, and you
«now & wilderness means & place where
here are difficulties of various kinds.
In anclent times travellers found Bacs a
{ry place, and were glad when they
found pools of water. Water refreshes
the thirsty, which is embdlematical of the
supply ot God's people during their pil-
grimage.

THEIR PROGRESS,

Verss 7. “ They go from strength,”
etc. As Christians oontinue travelling
to heaven, they become stronger as they
progregs. They must grow from infancy
to maturity. They go frowa company
to compsny. When the Jews went up
to Jerusalem, as they did three times a
year, they went in companies. Thoso
who resided the greatest distance away
started the Journey first, and jolned
others as they proceeded. So God’s peo-
pie iacrense tn numbers. We are not to
be religious for our own sake. We are
to seek to convort others.

RND OF THE JOURNEY.
Verse 7. 2Zlon was the place where
the temple stood, from which the wor-

ship of the sanctuary became known as
Zion. The name was used to deeeribe

The third your she was

1

{ the church on earth, and also the church
in heaven, They all appeared hafore
God {n Zion.  All had to bring gifts to
him. All must porform thalr devotions
to (3od We must not depond upon those
I who minister at the altar. Our hourts
" must be in tuno, as David's waa. Soe
- the latter part of the Psalm. He pre-
+ fers one day in Zlon to a thousand olse-
- where Ho would bo a door-keeper
' rather thaa a resldent In the tents of
i Wickedness. Tho two Iast vorses are
| expresstons of heartfelt praise.

BTORY OF A FAMOUS HYMN.

When leaving Glasgow for Edtnburgh
with Mr. Moody, Mr. Sankey stopped at
a nows-gtand and bought a penny re-
Ngloug paper. Glancing over it, his eycs
fell upon a few little verses which he
pasted in his music scrap-book. One
day they had an unusually impressive
meeting  in  Edinburgh, in which Dr.
Honar had spoken with great effact on
*The Good Skepherd.” At the close of
the address Mr. Moody beckoned to his
partner to slng something appropriate.
At flrst Mr. Moody could think of noth-
ing but the twenty-third Psalm, but that
he had sung so often; the second thought
wag to sing thae verses he had found in
the newspsper, but how could that be
done when he had no tune for them ?
Then the thought came, and that was to
sing the vorses, anyway. He put the
verses before him, touched the koys of
the organ, and »ang, not knowing where
he was golng to come out. He finished
the flrst verse amid profound silence.
Ho took a long breath, and wondered if
he could sing the second the same way.
He tried it and succeeded. After that
it was easy to sing it. When he finished
the hymn the meeting was all * broken
down.” Mr. Sankey says it v-is the
most intense moment of his life. From
that moment “ The Ninety and Nine”
was g popular hymau.

A LIGETHOUSE WITHOUT A LIGHT.

‘1he most extraordinary of all light-
houses is to be found on Arnish Rock,
Stornoway Bay; a rock which is separ-
ated from the island of Lewis by a chan-
nel over five hundred feet wide. It is
in the Hebrides, Scotland. On this rock
a conical beacon is erected, and on its
summit a lantern ig fixed, from which,
night after night, shines a ligbt which
is secen by the filshermen far and wide,
Yet there = no burning lamp in the
lantern, andé no attendant ever goes to
it, for the simple reason that there is
no lamp to attend to, no wick to train,
and ne oil well to replenish.

‘The way In which this pecullar light-
house is filuminated s this:

**On the Island of Lowis, five hundred
feet or so away, Is a lighthouse, and
from 2 window in the tower a stream of
light is projected on a mirror in the
lantern on the summit of Arnish Rock.
These rays are reflected to an arrange-
ment of prisms, and by their action arc
converged to a focus outside the lantern,
from which they diverze in the neces-
sary direction.”

The consequence is that to all intents
and purposes a lighthouse exists which
has neither lamp nor lightbouse-keeper,
and yet which gives as serviceable a
light- taking into account the require-
ments of this locality—us if an claborate
and costly lighthouse, with lamps, ser-
vice-room, bedroom, living room, store-
room, water tanks, and all other acces-
sories were erected on the summit of the
rock.~—Tid-Bits.

THE DOLIL-MAKERS.

The first dolls were wooden dolls, and
were called “ Dutch” dolls. Perhaps
because Kris Kringle belongs to Ger-
many more particularly tham to any
other land. Germany is still the most
successful land of doll-makers. The
Germans now make more dolis than any
other nation. They make cheaper dolls
than the French and English dolls. The
French make the most besutiful dolls,
and dress them better than the English.
The German doll {s sent to us usually
cjothed Iin just one garment, but the
English doll is always fully dressed.
Uptown in one of our large cities is a
storo, a tiny, pretty store, and there is
nothing o sell in it but dolls’ clothes,
Jackets, bats, shoes, dresses of all kinds
and colours, are for sale. The little
window is llke a falry store, so tiny and
drinty are some of the things for sale.
How delightful for the little mothers,
or those who buy presents to gend to the
little mothers! They can take dear
Belinda to this fascinating store, and
buy her a spring coat or a spring suit.
Then, it one of the German dolls should
suddenly arrive, she could be clothed at
once, And what a lovely spot for any
whe can catch ideas quickly! A visit

to this shop would help thexn greatly in
the perplexities of a doll's wardrobe

The making of dolls keeps many peojio
busy, and the shipping and selilng a
great many moro. It Lardly geems pos-
sible, when you hear of the number of
dolls sold, that any little girl in this
country should be without a doll 1
heard of one little gir! whose doll was a
clothes pin, and the other day I went to
call on a little girl, and her doll was a
towel rolled up, and for clothes it had a
handkerchief for a dress and a plece of
red flannel for a sash. This tiny girl
loved tho doll, and hugged it closely to
her. Sho held it out to show it with
pride. Neither of these littlo girls could
have cny other kind of a doll. Thelr
mothers have no money. 1 think they
are quite as happy as a good many Ift-
tle girls I have known who had IFrench
dolls.

1t 18 well there are little girls who can
buy dolls, for the making of dolls and
thelr clothes gives people money which
buys food and clothes,

Father and Son.

* 1 must look to the sheep of the field,
See that the cattle are fed and warm,
So, Jack, te]l your mother to wrap you

well,
You may go with me over the farm.
Though the snow is deep and the weather
cold,
You are not a baby—six years old '

Two feot of snow on the hillside lay,
But the sky was as blue as June,
And father and son came laughing home
When dinner was ready at noon,
Knocking the snow from thelr weary
feot,
RRosy and hungry, and recady to ezt

*The snow was s0 deep,” the farmer
sald,
“That I feared I could scarcely got
through.”
The mother turned with a pleasant
smile—

“‘Ihen what could a little boy do ?"
*1 trod {n my father's steps,” sald Jack;
* Waherever he went 1 kept his track.”

The mother looked in the father's face,
And a solemn thought was there ;
The words had gone like a lightning

flash
To the seat of a noble care ;
B $4 hg treads in my steps, then day by
ay
How carefully I must choose my way !

* For the child will do as the father does,
And the track that I leave behind,
It will be firm, and clear, and straight,
The feet of my son will find ;
He will tread in his father’s steps, and
say,
‘I'm right,
way.s "

for this is my father's

O fathers, treading life's hard road,
Be sure of the steps you take ;
Theu the sons you love, when gray-
hajred men,
Will tread in them still for your sake;
When gray-haired men, their sons will

sayl
** We tread in our father’s steps to-day.”

JACK.

Jack was cross; nothing pleased him.
His mother gave him the choicest mor-
sels for his breakfast, and tho nicest
toys; bug he did nothing but fret and
complain, At last his mother said:
“Jack, I want you now to go right up
to your room and put on all your clothes
wroag side out.”

Jack stared. He thought his mother
1aust be out of her wits.

‘I mean it, Jack,” she repeated.

Jack had to mind. He had to turn
his stockings wrong side out, and put on
his coat and trousers and his collar
wrong side out. When his mother came
up to him, there he stcod—a farlorn and
funny-looking boy, all linings 2ad seams
and ravelings—before the glass, wonder-
ing what his mother meant; but he was
not quite clear in his conscienca, Then
his mother, turning him round, said:
“This is what yon have been dolng all
cday—making the worst of everything.
You have been turaing everything wrong
side out. Do you really like your things
this way so much, Jack ?”

* No, mamma,” answered Jack, very
shametacedly. *“Can't 1 turn them
right 7"

“ Yes; you may if you will try to speak
what s pleasant and do what {s plea-
sant.  You must do with your temper
and manners as you prefer to do with
clothes-—wear them right side out. Do
not be so foolish any more, little man,
s to persist in turning things wrong side
out.”—¥ind Words,

TEE RISB OF A BOY.
BY DR. LYMAN ABBOTT.

‘This boy goes to busincas, and at hia
husiness begins by simply doing the
things that he fs told to do, and doing
them in a common and ordinary way.
If ho stops here, he romains all his lifo
long a drudge. But if he begius to see
that business has o significance; that life
is not meiely sweeping the storo, not
merely writing lettors, not merely sall-
tng goods; if he begins to sco tho higher
lifo involved In busloess; if he begins to
see that business is a groater instru-
m2nt of beneticonce that what we call
beneflcenco, that trade is clothing thou-
sands of men where charity clothes ten,
that agrlcuitural and mliling industiries
are feeding thousands of men where
charity f 2ds ten; if he begins to sce
how the whole history of the world s
linked together, and I8 God's way of
bullding up humanity and serving hu-
manity—as be gots this large view and
onterg into it, life i8 enriched and be-
comes {tseif the minister whereby love
is enlarged and conscicnce is strength-
ened, the school wherein he i{s educated
out of the lower into the higher. He
has now risen, or i{s rising, from that
whioh {3 mortal into that which i{s im-
mortal and eternal.

TOROH-BEARING FISHES.

It is wonderful to sce how God in his
providence adapts the creatures he hasg
maae to the clrcumstances and stats in
which they are placed.

The fishes that llve {n the waters of
decp and dark caves are found to bs
without oyes, as they have no need of
light.

And in the deep-sea soundings of the
ocear, 3 mile or more helow the surface,
where the filshes are cut off altogether
from the light of day, many of them are
furnished with their own light. As they
have no clear sunlight, and no organized
gas companies, each carries his lantern
or torch with him. They havs organs
that g! e out a phosphorescent gleam,
and sc shed light on their path.

Som s of them carry little torches jn
the form of tentacles that rise frosn the
tops of their heads, and others have re-
gular, symmetrical rows of luminous
spots along their sides, so that they go
flashing through the water as if in &
torch-light procession.

Sometimes when brought to the sur-
face, these spots glimmer for a while
with the light, but {¢t soon fades away.

How marvellous are the works of God !
In wisdom he hath made thein all,

LOV. GIFTS, NOT DUTY GIFTS.

Freddy had a box in his closet where
he put his clothes that he had outgrown
and the toys that he did not care for
any longer. ‘It shall be your ocharity
box,” said mother. ‘““When it I8 full 1
will pack up the things and send tkem
to some poor children that will be very
glad to get them.” One day at Sunday-
schocl the 1lesson was about charity.
The teacher said that the word meant
fove, and that we can show our love for
God by being kind to the poor. The
next day Freddy said to his mother:
“I'm not going to call my bex a charity
box any more; it's a love box. It's be-
cause I love Jesus that I want to save
my things for the poor children.”~—Little
Pilgrim.

THERE 18 OUR PATHER.

Two cbildren wera at the sea-shore,
on the lockout for their father’s return
from fishing. Thkere h een no storm,
so they were not afra.d, but tlLeir father
had been away two deys and two nights,
and the little folks wanted to see him
back. They had watched for him hour
after hour. Other fishing-boats had
nassed, but his was not in sizht; but at
last the eldex girl saw, far off, the well-
known sall, and the boat she loved to see.

Polnting it out o her littlo sistcr, ghe
said : ‘‘ There is father!”

But tho little dot suld: “I don't sea
fataer.”

“No, nor do 1,” answered the eldoyr;
“but he is there—that {s his boat—he
13 master of it—he will soon De here !

Both children were joyous. Though
they could not see their father, they
knew he was there, and that every mo-
ment brought the time nearcr when they
would sce him and talk to him.

There {8 another Father of all little
children whom we cunnot se¢ yet, but
wo know he {8 near, and before very long
wo shall be at home with him and see
bim, {f we are good and have faith in
him. Wherever we are, in sunshine or
in gloom, we may alvays say: *“ There
is our Father.”

~
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Finding Fault.
The winds refused to bdlow ;
*“ No us,” said they, *“to try,
From north or south or enst or wost,
‘These folks te satisfy.
The North Wind 'is too cold ¥
The West Wind, * bold and rough,’
The East is ‘chilly,’ they oomplain ;
The South, ‘ not cool enough !

And so the windmills stopped.
And ships lay idly by,

The sun beat down from morn till night,
Because no clouds could fiy.

‘The peoplo sighed for wind ;
“ Blow hot or cold,” sald they,

‘ From north or south or east or west,
'Twill be the wigest way !"

—Youth’'s Companion.
OR

The Wonderful Door.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “CHRISTIKS OLD
ORGAN"

CHAPTER VL
THKOUGK THE GATES.

It was a bright, beautiful morning, and
the village looked oven prettier than It
had done the night before.

‘“ Wouldn't it be nice, Abel,” said little
Nemo, ‘“ it you and me and Father Amos
could come and live in one of these little
cottages, and never go away ho more ?

Abel was {n good spirits that morning,
for they sold many baskets, and the cart
was growing far lighter and less crowded
than it had been when they left homae.
After going through the village from
house to house, they carme to the pretty
lodge, covered with climbing roses, and
standing just inside the park gates,
which they Lad seen the night before.
A carriage was just passing through the
gates as they came up, and a woman in
a white apron was holding the keys in
her hand, and was curtseying to the
people in the carriege as they drove
through. When she turced round to
go back to the lodge, she caught sight
of the basket-cart on the road outside the
gates,

“Oh, it's you !" ghe said; “I've been
watching for you passing all the morn-
ing. I was to tell you to g5 up to the
Hall, as my lady wants 2 basket-table;
but come inside, and let me have a look
if there's anything I want. I haven't
seen a basket-cart not for years, I
haven't,—not since I lived at Custing-
ham.,”

So the golden gates were thrown wide
open, and Abel and Nemo drove through
upon the broad carri~ge drive. Two
little boys about a year and a half old
ran out of the lodge and held on to their
mother's dress, as she looked at the bas-
kets and chose what she wanted.

* Now you must keep straight ap this
avenue, till you see the Hall,” she said;
“it's almost a mile off, but you can't
miss your way. Little Miss Elsle will
be looking out for you, I should think;
she came to tell me 1 was to be sure
not to let you go by; you'll maybe meet
her on the road. You ses I was nurse
up at the Hall, and I had her when she
was a baby, so she never misges a day but
she comes to aee me .and the twins.
Good-day. I shall see you &S you pass
through agafn.”

* Isn't it beautiful, Abel ?” sald Nemo.
as they drove up the lopg avenue of
beech trees, and saw through the trees
fresh beauties ewerywhere, bits of blue
hilis in the distance, streams dashing
over grey stones and moss, winding
paths with rustic seats, squirrels climb-
ing from tres to tree, rocks covered with
moss and fern, rabbits darting from side
tn gide of the road, and overhead,
turough the pale green leaves, tho bright
blue of the summer sky.

“Isn't it beautiful, Abdel 7 sald the
child, with & sigh of content. *“ Don't
you think, i{f w2 go on, we shall coms
to the city of God? Father Amos told
me one day that the gates were m=ads of

*No, Nemo,” said Abel, * there’s no
city up here that I can see; but look,
we're coming in sight of the Hall.”

They hnd left the trees dbehind, and
had come out into'a broad open park.
To thelr right was a lovely lake, shining
in the sunlight ke a large looking-glass,
and round the lake pink and white azd
lilac rhodcdendrons were growing, their

pretty Siowers dipping into the water,.

and reflected by the smooth, placid lake,
till it seemed as 1f they were growing
under the water as well as on the bank.
Close to this lake stood the hous?; Nemo
had never seen such a splendid place
befora.

“1 think it must be heaven, Abel,” de
said

** look,” Abel sald, ** here she oomes'’

It was the little gir) in pink, who had
given Nemo the picture. Sho was run-
ning quickly towards them, with her|
white sun-bonnet in her band, and her
long fair halr falling over her shoulders

“Oh, I'm 8o glad you've come !" she

sald.  “ Alfce told me she would sond
zoul.( . May I get in your cart and ride '
ack 7

Abel lifted her up, and put_her on a
small basket-chair near Nomo.

* What's that 7" she sald fearfuily, as
she looked at the bottom of the cart

*Oh, it's only a dog, little miss, 3ald
Abel, **Ho's very quiet; he hes got
shot, and he's very necar dying, so we've
ooversd him up with an old coat.”

‘1 have a dog,” said the child, “and
his name is Prince; what {a your dog's
name ?”

‘1 don't know, miss,” said Abel. “He
isn’t ours, you see; we've just toox him
in thil his master comes for him.”

All this time Nemo had been look-
fng at the lttle glr) without speaking:
but now ho asked the question which
had been on his mind the whole of tho
day. ‘" Did yon eovor see yon talking
Jdoor ?” he sajd.

‘What does he mean 7 sald E!sfe,
turaing to Abel with a very puzzled face.

‘“ He means his plicture, little miss; his
mind's been running on it ever since you
gave it to him."”

**Oh, I see ! she sald.
door ;* you mean that ¥’

** Yes,” said Nemo; * but how can &
door talk 7

‘“Oh, {t fsn't a real cwvor,” she said
*it's Jesus, you know.)”

‘* But 1t says, ‘I am the door,’" said
Nemo.,

‘ Yes, but it means that Jesus lets us
in. Oh, I know what It means quite
well, but I can’t tell it rightly; Aimold
will tell you, I'll ask him. Oh, hete he
18 " ghe cried, as she caught sight of
the ycung man who had spoken the
night before, and who was coming to-
wards them on a path by the side of
the lake.

‘“ Arnold,” she called, “ come inside
this funny little cart, and look at this
poor dog; he’s been shot; Isn’t it a pity ?
And the little boy in the red cap wants
to know about the picture, and 1 can‘t
tell him, and I said you would tell him
hetter than me.”

* 1I'm glad you've come,” sald the young
man to Abel. *“ My mother wants a few
basket tables and chairs. Oh, I seo you
have some—that's right. If you will
come up to the house, I will send them
in for her to sce. Why, there's the lit-
tle boy I saw last night. What's his
pame ?"

‘ Nemo, sir,” said the child, touching
his little red cap.

* Nemo ? what a very curious name !
said the young man.

** Yes, It's rather a queer name,” sald
Abel, “but then it's uncommon, that's
one good thing about it. There's such
a lot of Dicks and Toms and Harrys and
Bitls, but I never heard tell of another
Nemo."”

“Do you know what Nemo means 9"
asked the young man,

** No, sir, I didn’t know !t meant any-
thing,” he answered.

* Oh, yes, it does; it §s the Latin word
for nobudy. So you ara little Nobody,”
he sald, smiling, as he patted Nemo's
rosy cheek.

* Little Nohody 2 Why, that's very
strange " sald Abel,—very strange, in-
deed ! Little Nobody ? Why, I never
know it meant that before!

“ Now you must tell him about the
door, Arnold,” said the little girl; “he
can't understand how a door can talk.”

“ Nemo,” said the young man, “ come
out of the cart and walk with me to the

“*I am tho

house, and I will tell you all about ft.” |

So, with Nemo holding one hand, and
Elsle the other, Ammold walked up to
the great porch, beneath which was the
high door leading into the beautiful
house.

“This is my home, Nemo,” he said,
“and 1 am going to take you into {t;
how must we go in 2"

“ By the door,” said little Nemo.

 Yes, by the door. Can we get In
any other way 7"

** No, the windows are too high up.”

*“ Then the door is the only way in, i3
it 7"

“Yes,” said Nemo, " the only way.”

* Now,” sald Arnold, “I am golng to
gshow you something in my pocket.”

He took cut a bundle of letters and
pspers, —ud from amongst them he
brought _at a photograph, and held it
up before the chlld.

‘' Who {s that " he asked.

“Oh, T know,” aald Nemo; “it’s the
little pink lady,—it's her,” he added,
pointing to Elsle.

*“ Yes, it's me,” sald little Elsie.

‘* But you are not made of paper and
cardboard, are you, Elsie ¥’ said her

brother, laughting.
Is notding but paper and cardboard; how |
can it be you, then Y’

“ But it is me,” satd Bisio,—" at loast,
{t's itko mo, imn't it

** Yes, that 1s {t—It {s a picture of you,
80 ITke you that we may, ‘' That's Elsie.’
Now, Nemo, you remeraber your picture.
There stands a dosr, and that door is a
picture, not ot Elals, but of the Lorl
Josug Christ; it is so ke him that he !
himself says, ‘1 am the door.’ How is
it ltke Aim ? It 1s Ilke him bocauso of
what it does, and bocauso of what it is.
What does the door do? 1t lets us in.
What is the door ? It not only is the
way {n, but it {s the only way. Just so
the Lord Jesus lets us into the way to
hoavon, and he is the only way In. No
other door, no other way., Wo must
ct:!me to him, or we shall never get (n-
aide.

“*1 am the door: by Me if any man
cuter in, he shall be saved.'”

" Do you seo, Nemo 1

* Yes, 1 sce now,” said the chlld.

“‘Then will you come to him, my little
lad 7 gald Armold. *‘Knock, and it
shall be epened unto you; he will not
turn you away.”

By this time the door had been oponed
by a footman, snd Arnold led tho chil-
dren {nsaide, whiist the man followed
with some of Abel's basket chairs and
tables. What an afternoon of happlnoess
that was for Abel and Nomo! The
1ady bought nearly everythiag they had
in the oart,—not only the chalrs and
tables, which she wanted for use {n the
gerden, but clothes-baskets, and stools,
and a work-basket, and a number of
smaller things beside. Then Abel and
Nemo had dinner in the servants' hall,
and the poor old donkey had some hay
in the stable; and afterward Arnold and
Elsle showed them the beautiful gardens
behind the house; and Nemo was more
gure than ever that they must have ~ome
to heaven—he did not think any other
placs could ba half so beauntiful,

As they drove down tho avenuo late
In the afternoon, the bright cunshine had
passed away, the hills were covered with
mist, and & cold, damp wind met them
as they went towards the lodge, which
mgdo Nemo shiver as he sat by Abel's
slde,

Qo farther into the cart, chlld,” said
Abel; * you're gs cold as ice.”

“ But I like to see out,” said the child.

“ Look out of the little window at the
back, then,” sald Abel. *8eo, I'll put
your chair there. We've got plenty of
room now. 1 never had such a clear-out
of baskets {n my life.”

So Nemo went to the other end of the
cart, and peoped out of the tiny square
window, which was not so big as his
face, and for some time they drove on
in sitence. Abel was reckoning up the
money in i3 bag, and was thinking that
after all it was a good thing that he
had come to the new couuntry; and Nemo
was pepeatiag softly to himself the text
he bad learnt, and which he now under-
stood so well—

“1 am the door: by Me i{f any man
enter in, he shall be saved.”

Suddenly, however, the child sprang to
his feet. * Stop, Abel, stop, stop ! he
cried. " He's there! I gsaw him '

“Who, child, who ?” said the Iittle
man,

*“That man who came in the pight,
Abel! I know it's him. Stop the cart,
ang let’s give bim bhis dog.”

Abel hastily pulled up, jumped from
the cart, and loeked down the avenue

“There isn't anybody in sight!’ he
sald,

*“Oh, I know he's there—Y saw him.)”
safd the child. * Lift me down, and I'l1
show you where he is.”

Ho took Abel's hand and dragged him
hastily to some rhododendron bushes,
which were growing under the trees by
the si{de of the road; but, though they
looked carefully behind them, no man
was to be seen.

* He must have run away,” sald Nemo.

* Nonsense !" safd Abel ; * what should
he run asway for 2

“Well, I'm sure he was thore—qutte,
quite sure; he put his bexud out from be-
hind this pink bush, and he looked out
after the cart.”

“ Nonsensge, ¢hild ! you’'ve been dream-
ing!”

*“No, I baven't” said little Nemo.
* Why won't you belleve me? Call
him, Abel.”

The little man shouted several timos,
tut there came ..0 answer; he went
amongst the trces for some distance, but
he saw no sign of the man, and at length
he told Nemo agnaio that he was sure he
hed made a mistake, and they drove on
as before.

But the child was s0o firmly convinced
that he had seen the owner of the dog,
that, as they passed through the lodge-
gate, Abel asked the woman if 3 man
in a ragged cloak and an old felt hat

- thia?

“This plotograph ] * No,” she satd, langhing; ** 1 shoalda’t

open tho gates to such as him.*

** Now, Nemo.” said Adel, " you sce (2
must have been a shadow you saw, dear,
don’t think of h'm agatn”

Abel was, however, vory thoughtful
himselt as they drove on. It waa very
strange, ho thought, the child seomed
80 sure that he had scen the man, ang
yot {2 it were he, why wns ho hiding
from them, and yvt following them ke
Then there was another thing
which Abel wawn turning over in  his
mind, and that was the name of Nemo.
He snw now why that name had Leen
givea to the chlild,

Nemo, . . . . Nobody,
From Nemo, . From Nobody.
For Nemo, . For Nobody.

The poor child waa to bo Nobody, with-
out a namo; he was a present to him
from Nobody,—for it was never to be
known who had loft him; he was left
to tho caro of Nobody, or anybody, aa
tho case might be; the ono who had left
him not caring {n the lcast what might
become of him. Poor little Nemo!
Abe} felt that ho would love him more
than over, now that he know what his
name meant.

As the night camo on it grow coldor
and colder, the wind was so strong that
the poor donkey could hardly get along,
and the raln came driviag into the cart,
Juntll everything Inside became damp
and chilly.

‘* We can't sleep in here to-night, that'n
clear.”

** Where shall we go ?* askod Nomo.

“1 don't know,” said Aboel. “ Thoro
cught to be a village somewhere hore-
nobouts, but 1 can't seo any lightsa*

Presently, however, they passed & dark
shadow on the road, which Nemo made
out to be a man with a bundlo on his
back.

* Hulloa there ! cried Abel.

* Hulloa !" sald thes man in & cheery
voica.  “It's a rough night, master.”

It {8 a rough night,” gald Abal. "1s
there any plac» near where wo can get
a bit of shelter 7

*“ Well, you've a mile to go yet, maa-
ter,” sald the cheery volice, " and then
you'll get to Jemmy’s, and Jommy wiil
take the best caro of you 2 man can.”

“Is Jommy‘s an inn *' asked Abel.

* Well, yes, {t's a sort of & kind of an
fnn,” he sald; * but it’s vory comfortabloe,
very comfortable indeced, as cosy a place
as any man could wish,”

‘“ Are you going that way *' sald Abel,
* will you have a ttt ?’

** Nay,” sald the man, laughing;: “1
can walk & bl quicker thap your stoed.
I'll go on and tell Jemmy you're coming.”

As they went on their way towards
the inn, something happened which gave
Nemo great pleasuroe. Tho poor dog.
which had been Iying at the bottom of
the cart ever sinco his master loft bim,
and which had been clther sleeplng un-
casily oo monning with pain, got up on
its feet and wulked to Nemc¢, who was
sitting at the back of tho cart, and laid
ita head on his knee.

‘* Good dog, good dog,” sald the child,
as he patted him. * Fio knowa mo now,
doesn’t he, Abel 7 What shall we call
him 7

 Wo must try and find out what his
proper pname §8; he will never answer
well to a new one at his age. Try a
few names, Nemo.”

So the little boy called out, *“ Rover,
Carlo, Dash, Fido, Prince, Major, Lion,
Trusty,” and all the other daegs' names
which he could remember; but tho poor
animal took no notico of them; it was
quite clear that nono of these was the
name by which he had been called.

But when, a few minutos afterwaris,
Abel called out suddenly, ” Nemo, Nemo,
there’s Jemmy ! the dog started. turned
round, and limped at once to the front
of tho cart, where Abel was sitting

* 1 belleve Jommny 18 his name.” gald
the chlld; " 4id you se¢ how he turncd
rouad when you spoke? Jemmy
Jemmy, Jommy !

But though Nemo ropeated the narme
again and again, the dog nsver moved
“No, it cant be Jemmy,” he said ; * yet
didn't he turn mund quick when you
called ¥ Wasn't §#t funny ?”

“1 hope his name fsn’'t Nemo,” said
Abel in &n awestruck volce.

* Oh, I wonder if it 8 ' gald tho child
* Nemo, Nomo, Nemo "

At once the dog obeyed the call, and,
leaving Abel, turned round and iimped to
where the child was sitting.

. lt| is Nemo,” said the boy; ** I'm sure
it fs 1"

1 don't like it at all,” sald Abel fn a
solemn vofce, I don't like It at all.”

(To be oontinued.)

Artificial clouds produced by ths com-
bustion of liguid tar and solidifed petro-
leum, have been used with ¢uove
prevent froat on tho Swedish-Norwegian

had passed through a short time befora

frontier,
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In Bammer-Time
BY WALTRR ATORAA RIORIOW,

A malon lay on the garden ground,
Te¢ LY an ugly, twisted stem,

viewing the tree born fruits around,
Anq wishod to be liko thom.

He thought of his dull-gray, seamy hide,
Compared with the envied apple-glow ;
And tho yellowing stain on his under
81d0— -
Woyld that It were not ao!

A shower that hathed the fiuits up there
Jespattered his homely breast with
rand.
Thoy were goothed by a breeze in the
upper atr—
ot he, on the parching land.

But how oould a molon surely know
‘That harvest-ime {5 the judgment
aay ?
\Wien he, it he did his best to grow,
Should he sweetor far than they.

NQTES.

LESSON

THIRD QUARTER.
BTUDIES IX THE ACLS AND EPISTLES.

LISSSON 1X.—AUQUST 29.
PAUL OPPOSED AT RPHESUS.
Acts 19, 21-34. Momory verses, 24-26.

GOLDEN TEXT.

‘I'ake heed, and basware of covetous-
uest.~—Luke 12. 16.
OUTLINE,
1. Paul, v. &], 22,
2. Demetrius, v. 23-28.
3. The Multitude, v. 23-34.
‘flme.—A.D. 67,
Plage.—Ephesus in Asia Minor,

HOME READINGS.

Seed-sowing.—Acts 19. 1-10,
Reaping.—Acts 19, 11-20.
Pau opposed at Ephesus.—Acts 19.
21-30.
Paul opposed at Ephesus.—Acts 19.
31-41.
1. Folly of idolatry.—Isa. 44. 9-19,
S. Confusion of jdoiaters.—Isa. 45. 16-25.
Su. Paul's jetter to Ephesians.—Eph. 1.
1.13.
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Payl, v. 21, 22,

What Journoy did Paul propose to
make ¢

Where did he send two of the dis-
ciples 7
2. Demetrius, v. 23-28,

0! what trade was Demetrius ?

What was a great source of galn to the
mechanics and merchants of Ephesus ?

wlnu action did Demetrius take against |
paul 7

Of what did he remind his fellow-
workmen ?

Of whom did he warn them ?

Why was he so disturbed ?

Wag it love for the {dol or self-Interest
which moved him ?

What I8 our Golden Text ?

What eftect had his speech ?
3. The Multitude, v. 29-34.

Who Wwere taken to the public gather-
ing placo?

\Why was pot Paul with them ?

Who attempted his own defenco ?

Why was he not heard ?

What was the cry o? the people ?

PRACTICAL THACHINGS.

Where in this lesson do we find—

1. That gelf-interest i8 an enemy to
spiritual lfe ?

2. Tpat dolatry bdlinds men to the
truth ¢

M.
Tu.
W.

h.

GROKO AND SGCRPION,

The animals represented 1in our
tllustration s1e by no means as attractive
loOking as many others with which the
great Creator has seen good to people
the ficlds and woods of our various
climates. Though placed together—prob-
ably pecause they are found In the same
hot regions, they do not belong to the
samyp class of animal life. Perkaps the
ono which of the two would prove the
loast unwelcome visitor in the house, is
the brigh.ly spotted creature we ses on
the wall, and which at once proclaims it~
self g member of the Hzard tride. This
particular variety is called a Gecko (one
of the nocturnal lizards), and since its
100de of life leads It to approack human
habitations, it Is comforting to know that
it g perfectly harmlesa and molests
nothing but the insects on which it lives,

The lgrd’s apparent enomy {n the

picture is by 20 means a desiradle com-

L - F—

BASTERN

HOUBER-TOP

AND

BALCONY.

It 18
a scorplon, and the sting of a scorpion
is proverblally bagd ; the poison which {t
ejects from the last joint of the ¢ail be-

panion under any circumstances.

ing very virulent indeed. It belongs to
the family of apiders, and is furnished
with as many as six or eight eyes znd
an exceedingly delicate sense of touch.
Scorplons are also provided with very
formidable mandibles, with which they
hold thelr prey while, with their tail,
they sting it to death and then proceed
to suck its blood. Nevertheless, as stu-
dents of natural history well know, both
the lizard and the scorpion play an im-
portant part in the marvellously {ntricate
economy of nature, which we see every-
where around us, and form part of that
grand whole which, when God had made
it, ho beheld, and lo, * it was very good.”

In a private letter to the editor of a
magazine the editor ot the Billville Ban-
ner describes Chaucer as *the most
talented dlalect writer of his age.”

Ly
il ult

HOUSES IN THE EAST.

An interesting article on the subject
of Oriental houses was lately contributed
to The Sunday-School Journal, by Prof.
James Strong. He says:

* The dwellings that people occupy
affect very largely their mode of life,
and are, in turn, greatly modified by it.
In the East they are especially an in-
dex of domestic habits and soclal usages.
Of course, houses there, as elsewhere,
vary consideradbly in size and elegance,
according to the wsnts, the wealth, and
the tastes of the tenants; but, in the
malin, like all other Orfental customs and
appliances, they are proverbially alike in
general form and style; anu those of
to-day very nearly represent those of
ancient times.

* The Israelites dropped their tents on
emerging from the desert, and stepped at
once into the furnished abodes of the
Canaanites whom they dispossessed. The
scarolty of wood in Palestine, and the
abundance of limestone, have always in-
dicated the usual materials of archi-

tacture there ; and, sccordingty, houses
arc almost {nvariably of rwdble walls
1aid in plaster, with as little timber as
possible,

* Isolated ~esidonces are very rave, the
housea being generally mmssed, for con-
venience, economy, and safety, in vil-
lages end towns, and in many cases
surrounded by a wall, with guaided
gutes. To onter ono of thess dwellings,
the visitor ts ushered thmugh a dark
and oarrow glley fn the middle of the
ground-floor into an open court, with a
corridor running on its four sides. The
better class of houses are of two storfes,
often with a dome on the roof.

" The lower floor is for rough purposes,
such as reception rooms, storage, kitchen,
etc.; and the uppor part for residence—
the front for the men and the rear for
the women.

** The house-top hae a parapet around,
according to the Mosalc injunction. In
the villages the streots are so narrow,
and the roof-beams project so far over
the streets that one can readfly run from
end to end on the roofs. WWhon our
Lord sa!d, ‘ Lot him that is on the house-
top not come down,” he meant let thoso
who are on the house-iop in time of at-
tack upon the city, not try to come down
into the city, but jump across from root
to roof to the end of tho town, and then
escape intc the country.

* Town-meotings are held on the
house-tops, proclamations are made on
the house-tops; the olives, figs, and
grapes are here spread out to dry. Be-
fore the wheat {8 ground it {8 washed
and spread on the house-top, and the
children watch it while drylng, to keep
away the sparrows. Here the washed
clothes are hung out; and here the wo-
men of the household meet and lean
over the parapets, either to see what js
passing in the street or to talk with the
neighbours. The Mohammedans pray
on the house-tops, turning thelr faces
toward Mecca.

*“In the citles the roofs ara made of
cement, and ic the mountain villages of
earth, a foot thick, [ once-preached on
a house-top to several hundred people,
in a Lebanon village.

** Sometimes bonfires are buikt on the
housge-tops; and watchmen often watch
the village vineyards, in frult-time, sit-
ting tn booths on the highest house-tops
in the villzge. An Oriental house-top Is
a great conventence; but, alas ! these flat
roofs too often leak, and sometimes—
when covered with earth and scaked
with rajn—they fall f{n, and bury the
whole family alive in the ruins.”

Cubg furnishes practically all the tim-
ber for making cigar boxes,

The average walking pace of a healthy
man or woman is safd to be sevensy-five
steps a minute. .

Cork, In the raw and maaufactured
state, is the third most important of
Spanish exports,

The greatest length of Epgland and
Scotland, north and ecuth, is about 608
miles. :

The sapphire that adorns the summit
ot the English crown is the same that
Edward the Confessor wore in his ring.

THIRD QUARTER
NOW READY .»

Berean Leaf Cluster

Large coloured wall sictures illustrating
the Internstional Sunday-school Lessona.
Printed in eight coloura. Per quarter, $1.25;
per year, postpaid - - - - - . §5.00

Picture Lesson Roll
Similsr to the Berean Leaf Cluster, but
printed in four colours. Per quarter, $1.00;
per year, postpaid - - - - - . $3.50
Tha children, once treated to thess splendid
ictures are mnover satisfied without them.

¢y aro an invaluable aid to the Infant or -

Primary Class Teacher. Try one or other and
seg if it does not charm the children. .

Polson’s Ptobation

A Manitoha Story
BY JAMES MORTON

Cloth, postpatd - - - - -"< $1.00

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Muraonst Book axp Posuusinixe Houoss, TorcYro
C. W. Coares, Montreal, Qae.
8, 5. Hysswms, Halifax, N.8.




