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A Queer Boy.

He doesn’t ke study, it * weakens his
eyes,*’
But the right kind of book will Insure
a surprise,
Let It b2 about Indians, or pirates, or
bears,
And he's lost for the day to all mun-
dane affairs;
By sunlight or gaslight his vision is
clear ;
Now, isn’t that queer ?

At thought of an errand he's *“tired as a
hound."
Very weary of life, and of tramping
around ;
But if there’s a band or a circus in
sight,
He will tollow it gladly from morning
till night,
The showman will capture him, some
day, I fear,
For he ig s0 queer.

If there's. work in the garden his head
“ aches to split.”
And his back is so lame that he can't
dig a bit;
But mention baseball, and he's cured
very soon ;
And he'll dig for a woodchuck the
whole afternoon ;
Do you think he plays ‘possum ?
seems quite sincere ;
But—isn't he guecer ?

He

THE BOY DISCIPLE.

ANNIE FELLOWS JOUNSTON.

CHAPTER V.

A good-sized hut was butlt against e
billside, where the shepherds might find
refuge. Buz pointed it out to Joel. then
he turned the donkey into one of the
gheds, and started hoceward on the run.

Joel shuddered as a blinding flash of
lightning was followed by a crash of
thunder that shook the hut. The wind
bore down through the trees like some
savage spirit, shrieking and moaning as
it flew. Joel heard a shout, and lodked
out to the opposite hillside. Buz was
fiving along in break-neck race with the
storm. At that rate he would soon be
home. How he seemed to enjoy the
race, as his strong limbs carried him
lightly as a bird soars?

At the top he turned to iook back and
Jaugh and wave his arms,—a sinewy little
figure standing out in bold relief against
a brazen sky.

Joel watched till he was out of sight.
Then, as the wind swooped down from
the mountains, great drops of rain be-
gaz {0 splash through the leaves.

The men ecrowded into the hut. One
of thern started forward to close the
door, but stopped suddeniy, with his
brown, hairy hand uplifted.

“ Hark se "’ he exclaimed.

Joel heard only the shivering of the
wind fn the tree-tops; but the man's
frained ear caught the bleating of a stray
lamb, far off and very faint.

<1 was afrald 1 was mistaken in my
count; they jostled through the gate so
fast I could not be sure.” Going to a row
of pegs along the wall, he took dow a
‘antern hanging there and It jt: then
wrapping his coat of skins more clagely
around him, and calling one of the dogs.
he set out Into the gathering darknes:

Joel watched the fitful gleam of the
fantern, flickering on unsteadily as a
witl-o-the-wisp. A moment later he

heard the man’s deep volee calllug ten-
derly to the lost animal; then the storm
struck with such fury that they had to
stand with thelr backs against the door
of the hut to ke p it closed.

Flash after flash of lightning Llinded
them.  The wind roared down the moun-
taln and beat against the honse til Joel
held his breath In terror. It was mid-
night before it stopped. Joel thought of
the poor shepherd out on the hills and
shuddered. Esen the men seemed un-
casy about him, as hour after hour

passed, and he did not come.

F onally he fell asleep in the corner,
In the grav
great

on a pile of woolly «t ng
dawn he was awakewdd by 2

that he had done anyvthing more than a
simple duty,

Joel, who felt uncommoniy  hungry
afier hix supperless night, thought he
would mount the donkey and start back
alone. Bt just as he was abont to do
£0, 0 familiar vushy head showed itself in
the door of the sheepfold. Buz had
brought hiin some wheat-cakes and
cheese to eat on the way back.

Joel was so busy with thls welcomne
meal that he did not talk much. Buz
kept eving him {n silence, as if he longed
to ask same quesiton. At last, when the
cheese  had  entirely  tfaappeared  he
foud * conrnen oo ko0

* Were yout a.ways ke taat 2 he sald

shout. He got up, and went to the door.
‘There stood the shepherd. His bare
Hmbs were cut by stones and torn by
thorns. Blood steamed from his fore-
head where he had been wounded by a
falling branch. The mu<4d on his rough
garments showed how often he had
slipped and fallen on the steep paths.

Joel noticed. with a thrill of sympathy.
how painfully he limped. But there on
the bowed shoulders was the lamb he
had wandered so far to find ; and as the
welcoming shout arose again, Joel's weak
ttie cheer joined gladly in.

* How brave and strong he 1s.” thought
the boy. °* He risked his life for just one
pitiral letle lamb.”

The child’s heart went strangely out to
this rough fellow who stood holding the
shivering lamb, sublimely unconscious

AN P ANTERN SHEPHERD AND LAME,

sbhruptly, motioning to Tloel's back and
leg.  Somehow the rveference did not
weund him as i generallv did. He be-
gan to tell Bez absut the Samaritan boy
who had crippled him He never was
able 10 tel} the s'ory of his wrongs with-
out grawing passionately angry. He
had worked himself into a white heat by
the time he nad finished.

*1'd get even with bim.” sald Buz, ex-
cliediy, with 2 wicked squint of his eyes.

* How would you do it?" demanded
Joel. ** Cripple him as he did me 2

“Werse than that I exclaimed Buz,
stopping to take deliberate aim at a leaf
overhead. and shooting a hole exactly
threugh the centre with his sling. ' I'd
hlind him as quick as that! It’s a great
deal worse to be blind than Jame.”

Joel closed his eyes, and rode on a few
moments in darkness. Then he opvned
them and gave a quick. glad look around
the andscape.  “ My ' What if I never
could have opened them again.” he
thonght.  ** Yes, Buz. you're right.” he
said aloud. *Ii Is worse to be blind: so
1 shall take Rehum's ceyesight also,
some time. Oh, if that time were only
here !”

Although the subiect of the miracle at
Cana had heen constantiv in the mind of
Phineas. and often pear hig Wns. he did
not speak of it 10 his host until the even-
tng before hits departure.

{t was just at the close of the evening
meal. Nathan ben Obed rose half-way
from his seat in astonishment, then sank
back.

“How old a
yours 7** he asked,

* About thirty, 1 think,” anawered
Phincas “He is a little younger than 1.

* Where was he born 2 Al

“In Bethlchem, 1 have heard 1t malQ,
though his home has always been in
Nazareth.”

** Strange, strange ! muttered the man,
str;kmg his long white bLeard thought.
lly,

Joel reached over and touched Phincan
on the arm. * Will you not tell Rabbi
Nathan about the wonulrful star that
was seen at that time 7 he asked, in a
low tone.

* Whnt was that ?* asked the old man,
arousing from his reverie.

Wtren Phineas had repeated his conver-
rat'on with the stranger on the day of
his fourney, Nathan ben Obed exchanged
merning glances with his wife.

© Send for the old shepherd Heber™ heo
s 1 would have speech with him.*

Rhoda rame in to light the lamps He
hade her roll a cushioned couch that was
in ore corner to the centre of the room.

* This old shepherd Heber was born in
Rethlehem ™ he gald; “ but since his sons
:n vrandsons have been fn my employ,
he has come north to tive. He used to
bolp keep the flocks that belonged to the
“mple and that were used for sacrifices.
liis has always been cne of the purest of
lives and I have never known such faith
as he has He is over a hundred years
old, so must have been quite aged at the
time of the event of which he will tel}
us.”’

Presently an old. old man tottered into
the room, leaning on the shounlders of his
two stalwart grandsons. They placed
him gently on the cushions of the couch,
‘nt ven went into the court-yard to
await his readiness to return. Ilke the
~er Joel had seen the day before, they
wrre dresged in skins, and were wild-
! o%ing and rough  But this aged (ather.
with dim eyes and trembling wrinkled
hands, sat before them like rome hoary
patriarch, i a fine Hnen mantle.

Pleared as a child, he saluted his new
aud'ence. and began to tell them his only
story.

As the years had gonce by, one by one
the lights of memory had gone out {n
darkness. Well-known scenes had
grown dim: old faces were forgotten:
names he knew as well as his own conld
not he recalled : but this one story was
as fresh and real to him as on the night
he learned it.

The words he chose were simple, the
volce was tremulous with weakness: but
he spoke with a2 dramatic fervour that
made Jrel creep nearer and nearer, until
he knelt. unknowing. at the old man’s
knee, spell-bound by the wonderful tate.

“ We were keeping waich in the felds
by night ” hegan the old shepherd, 1
and mv sans and my brethren. It was
still and cold, and wa spoke but little to
each other. Suddenty over all the hiMs
and plajns shone a great light.~ brighter
than light of moon or stars or sunshine,
It was so heavenlvy white we knew [t
must be the glory of the Tord we looked
upon and we were sore afrald, and hg
orr faces. falling to the ground. And,
1o ! an angel overhead spoke to us from
out of the midst of the glory. saying.
° Fear not - {or, behold. T bring you good
tidings of great joy, which shall be to all
people.  For nnto you §s born this day in
the clty of David a Saviour. which is
Chrigt the Trred And thig shall be 2
gy unte s~ - Vs ohall find the babe
= r vued in <addling clothes Iying in a
manger.”

man s this friend of
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* And suddenly there was with the
ungel o multrude of the hewvenly lhiost
pral dng God. nnd suying. * Glory to God
In the Lighest, pesco on earth, good-will
towasd men ™

“Oh, the sound of the rejoining that
tilledd that uppor alr ! Even sinee fn my
heatt have | ocarifed that foretusts of
heaven ¥

Ihe odd shs pherd pans 3 with g8neh o
Lght on hig uptarned fice that he seemed
to hfs e strek listeners to be hearing
nenln that  sune  angehe chorus  the
chosun thiat rang down from the watehe
tawers af heaven  eresg oarth's lowly
sheep-fohl, on that firat Christmas nieht

‘here wag nosolemn hogh Then he
snfdd,  And when they wore gone awny
and the Dght and the xohe were no wmore
with ux, we spake one to another. nnd
roge in ha<te and went to Be hilehom.
And we found  the Rahe Iving in o
mancer with Mary s mother! and we
fell downp end worshipned him.

“Phirty years hag it been s'nee the
birt!® ot Ixracl's Messieh  and T gt and
worder all the dav. wender when ho
will appear onee more to hig neaple
Surely the time masgt be wollpigh here
wiien he may elnim his kingdom 0
lord. let not the gervant deoare nnelil
these eves that hoheld the Child shal)
have goen the King in his bheauty *7

Jool remained kneeling besile olit Heler,
pertoctly mntlonless  He wag fittive to.
gother the Mnks that  he  had lately
fonnd. A chitd heralded o angelg pro-
clatmed by a star. worshipped by tho
Magi ' A man changing water into wine
at only 8 word !

“t ghall vet see him ™ exclaimed the
volce of old Heher, with such sublime
ssgutanes of fafth that it found a re-
spenen in every heart

There was anather solemn stillness, so0
deep that the goft fintterine af o nicht-
moth amund the famp startled them

‘hen the ehild’s volee range out oarer
and  shrill  bat trinmphant as §f in-
apired ¢ Rahly Phineas he {6 wag who
changed the water into wine '~ Thir
triend of Nozareth and the babe of Both-
lehem are the same ¥
The heart of the carpenter was strange-
Iv gtirred but §t woas full of donbt  Not
that the Christ had heen horn—the teach-
inps of all his Hisime Yed him to
expect that: hut thnt the chasen Onn
conld be a friend of his—the thought
was too wonderful for him

The old shepherd sat an the enuch,
feebly twisting hic fineers, and talking
1o himeclf. e was ropoenting hits of the
story he had fuct *ald them * * And lo
an angal overhead " he matterad  Then
he 00ked un, whisnering saftiv. * Glarv
to Ced in the highest—and peace. Yes.
on enrth peace

*“He geemi ta have farration everve
thine elga” satd Nathan  sienalline to
the moen aatside 1a 1ead him hame  “His
mind e wired awav en‘ireivthat it mav
krep unepotted the vecord of that nieht’s
rocelation. He tells it over and over,
whether e has a listerer or not*

They ted him gentlv ant. the white-
haired white-sanled old ghonherd Heher,
1t seemed to Jeel that the wrinkled faee
wag Muminated by gsome inner licht. not
of-this werld. »nd that he lingerad among
men only to reprat to them. over and
over hix ome story  That eiranee. gweet
story of Bethlehem's first Christinas-tide.

(To be continned)

ROCKS FROM THE SKIFS

Meteoric stones. in single mnsses and
in cshowers, have fallen from the atmos-
where at varions: and in many cases an-
certain periofds—throughout the world.

‘The largest of thece metenvie hagdieg
known nuntil the past tew vears is in the
Province of Tucuman, in South Americn
in the milst of an e<iensive plain, 1t
weighs 20 004 pounds,

A mass in the Tmperial Cabinet. in
Vienna, was broush* from Agrem, in
Croatia, where it fell in 1751, Tt was
reen bv  the inhabitants while falling
trom the alr, and is <aid to have ap-
peared ltke & globs of fire.

ot Pallas in hig travels in Sioeria,
tound a mass in the mountains of Kemir,
wejerhine 1680 pornds. whirh the jn-
habitante tald him fell from the skv.

Abtout 150 miles from Bahia, in Reazll,
fa a 1mpa- of ervtalline texture welgh-
fng 14,000 pounds.

There §8 a specimen in a ecabinet at
New  Haven, Conn,,  wolghtug 3,000
poutdy, which was brought from tho
Red River Valley, in Loulstuana.

The largest meteor now known de-
geended on o farm in the township of
Clayryille, Pennsy lvanla, @ few yea s ago.
It required three men severnl duyy to un-
curth the monster, 1t had penetested
tho enrth until it came in contact with a
steatum of limestone  when this sudden
check of its fearful veloelty caused it to
break into many ploces, of all sizeg and
shapws: yet when the earth was romoved
from around ft, it st preserved {8
originn! «hape,  lts welght was estimated
at 200 tons.
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QUEEN VICTORIA.

One of the ladles in waiting on Queen
Victoria, In a letter to a friend in this
country, told an amusing story of the
Qucen’s kindness and tact. During her
stay at Oshorne Castle, an Irish nurse
came with ber little charges, the children
of the Duke of 8., to visit the children
of the Princess of Battenberg. While the
party were at tea in the nursery, the
Ouern entered unexpectedly,  Trish Nelly
stood  up. pale and trembling. The
Gueen  presently saw  her, and  said,
kindly :

*The children do credit to your care
of them.”

On this Neliy fell upon her kneeo in a
{frenzy of embarrassment. crying ow®
“Yes, O Queen ! No. O Queen !” bending
her head with cich sentence. * It's from
County Tork 1 came, an’ little does me
father know 1 do be acquainted this day
wid the great Queen of the world ¥

‘fhe children burst into shrieks of
lanughter. but the Queen, checking the
smile which rose to her own lips, shook
her head at them. gently bace the woman
rise, and sout her upon an errand untft
she could recover her wits,

‘The early bingraphies of Victorir de-
scribe lier as imperious in manner, and
fully conscious of the xulf which separat-
ed her from the rest of mankind. The
Dulke of Wellincton, after an audience
with his yvouthful sovereign. .once shrug-
el his shonlilers ag he came out, sayving
with a Jaugh :

* How the little Indv docs love to rule!”

Bt the officiale who xorravnd her at
«Gurt, now in her old age. repreaent her
as kind aml condiderate .of the feclings
and comfort of her ‘poorest servant or
neighbour. and apparently forgetful. in
her attention to the great questions of the
dav. of her onwn exnited rank.

Tha opeat Nueoen raling -for more than
half a century over a large portion of the
rlobe is tanpht by vears. like the ordin-
ary woman, to soften the judgment of

-
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youth, and to feel that all men, rulers
ansd ruled, stand on one level as children
of the same Father,

AN ELOQUENT ADDRESS

The subject of the protection of Am-
ertean missionaries in Turkey wus under
discuseion In the Unhed States Sennte
tecently, and in the course of the debate,
Mi. Frve. of Maine, delivered a brief
speech which was so effective a piece of
impromptu  eloquence as to he worth
every Amerlean’s reading.  Schoolbovs
might well adopt it as a declamation, and
all readers, old and young alike, will find
themselves stirred by its patrlotic appeal,
Iet us hope that the United States may
never fall behind Eagland's example in
protecting American citizens wherever
they may be, or whoever may scek to
outrage them. We subjoin an ahstract
from Senator Frye's speech @

Mr. Prestdent : T think that one of the
gandest thines in all the history of
Great Britain s that gho does protect her
subjocts everywhere, anywhere, and un-
der all clrenmetances. I do not wonder
that o Rritish sabiect loves his country.
This lttle incldent, with which vou are
all familiar, is a marvellous illustration
of the protection which Great Dritain
gives to her subjects:

The King of Abvsdinia took a British
subject named Casn-ren, about twenty
years ago. carvied hvm up ta the fortress
of Magidala, on the helghig of a rocky
monntain. und put him into a duneecon,
without cauge assizned, It took six
monthe for Great Britain to find that ont.
Then Great Britain demanded his jm-
medlate release. King Theodore refused
the release,

In less than ten days after that refngs)
was received ten thousand Briti-h «ol-
dicre, including five thousand Sepoys,
were on hoard ships of war and were
sniline dewn the crast. When they had
disembarked. thevy were marchad across
that terrible conntry, a distance of seven
hundred miles, under a burning sun, un
the mountain, un to the very hoights In
front of the frowning dungesn: then
gave battie. battered down the .ron gates
of the stone walls, reached down into the
dunrean. and lifted out of it that ane
British subiect, King Thendore killing
himselt with his own nistol.

Then thev earried him down the moun-
tain, across the land, put him on hoard a
white-wineed shin and sped him to his
home in safetv. That cnst Great Britain
twenty-five million dollar<, and made
General Nepjer Lard Nanier of Magdala.

That was ’ grept thine for a smreat
country to do—a country that has an eve
that can see all acrosg the acean. all
acro<g the Innd away un to the monntain
heights, and awayv down to the darksome
dungeon. cue subject of hers out of her
thirty-eight millions of people, and then
has an arm strong epough and long
enough to stretch across the same ocean,
across the same landsg, up the same moun-
tain heichts, down to the same dungeon,
and then lift bim out and carry him to
his own country and friends. Who
would not die for a country that will do
that ?

“ The Ploneers. A Tale of the Western
Wilderness.” Tllustrative of the adven-
tures and dircoveries of Sir Alexander
Mackenzie. By R, M. Bailantyne. Lon-
don : James Nishet & Co. Toronto:
Willlam Briggs.

Few writers have done more than R. M.
Ballantyne to make Canada’s Great l.one
Land of the far Northwest known to the
world. He was for many years in the
employ of tlee Hudson Bay Comwnany,
traversod the vast prairies and threaded
the streams and forests of the H. B.
territory. Sir Alexander Mackenzie was
one of the most encrgetic aud successful
of the discoverers who explored the vast
wilderness of Rritish America. He
traced the great river which bhears his
name. one of the largest in the world. to
its outlet in the Polar Sea He was the
first to cross the Rocky Mountains in
those high latitudes .and <lescend to the
Pacifir Ocean, In the farm of a starv
Mr. Ballantync has given us an outline
af n very important ,period jo the history
of onr awn country. This bonk is one
of a scries of seventeen describing
Memwer- of civilization .in mauny lan-is at
Abe cheap rate .of a shilling each. It

- M

wonld make a valuable addition to any
lfbrary. ‘The boys, and girls, too, wouly
read these books with avidity,

“‘The Story of Princess Alfce,
Iden! Woman.,” By Eliza . Pollarg
New York : Thomas Whittaker, Tor.
onto : \Villlam Briggs.

The Princess Allce wag a favourite of
her father and of the English nation |y
wag she who watched by ber fathers
death couch, and who ministered to the
sick in the hospitals during the Franee.
Prusstan war, and who recelved the fata)
infection of diphtheria from kisstng hep
slck child,  Her last words were * Dear
papa.” ‘The book has several portralts
and engravings of scenes in the life of
the Princess Alice.

An

PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
JUNE 7, 1896,
‘The Shepherd Psalm.—Psalm 23. 1-6.

‘The situation of a shepherd was well
understood in the East., David, the
author of this DPsalm, was himself
shiepherd when seleeted by God to e
King of Israel. In speaking of God aga
shepherd, he meant to convey the idea
that whatever good characteristics per.
tained to the shepherd, pertained also to
God in a much higher sense, hence the
exclumation of the first verse read.

THE SROVISION HE MAKFS,

Verse 2. Provender and water are
essential for the welfare of the sheep.
Without both are provided, the sheep
will be sickly and faint, and soon die
Jehovah like a good shepherd feeds his
people—the sheep of his flack, with such
food as he kinows to bhe best suited to
thelr growth. and gives them to drink
from that river, the streams whercof
make zlad the eity of God,

Verse 3. God's prople, like stray sheep,
sometimes ramble in by-paths, and lose
both comfort and strength, but the ¢ 1od
shiepherd looks well after them. and
brings them to the fold agafn, where
they can dwell in safety. Tho path which
they are to pursue is a right one.
Righteousness is the girdle of their loins.
They aim to do right, heeruse only such
:é(;)t(l’ona are well pleasing in- the sight of

DEATH CONTEMPLATED.

Verse 4. No one lkes to think of
dxing, but all must die. There is na
discharge in thizs war. It is appointed
unto man once to die. But see with what
calm confldence the writer of the Psalm
contemplates this last cvent in the life
of man? The rod and staff of the
Shepherd, which were so important and
esscential, would be there to render aid.

CONFIDUNCE INCRRASES,

Verse 5. The good shepherd secks for
the best pasturc available for his shecp.
g0 our good Shepherd supplies all the
needs of his people, and so abundantly
doex Le do this, that one has safd, i
have been young, and now 1 am old, yet
have T not acen the rightcous forsaken,
nor his sced begging bread.”

JOVFUL ANTICIVATION,

Verse 6. No feeling of dread for the
future. hut a feeling of certainty is en-
Joyed for doth worlds. The house of the
iord, where the Psalmist is to dwell for-
ever, is the heavenly home that is belng
prepared.—Sce John 14, 1-2.

When great lords of France hurried to
annnunce to the little hoy, Henry the
Fifth, that he was nowv king, the court
officer who was sent out jnto the grounds
to summon him had great difMicnlty in
persuading the child to come: “ That’s
:n nonsense, sister; don’t let’s stop play-
ng." *

This story i8 a good one to laugh over:
hut you, who have been so often num-
motned to enter into Your kinoship. and
whoge canstant arswer has heen, * Don't
Tet’s stop playing.” cannot dare to langh.
Tt is not forced upon the unwilling to ac-
comt the heirship of the kingdom of
heaven.

Tt doesn’t make much difference which
engd .of the .gun you are at if it kicks as
hard as it ghoots,

)
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The Union Jac

Yonder waves old England's banner
Still recalling bygone years,

As 1L waved at famous Crecy
And the battle of Poictiers,

Since the days of Royal Alfred
It has humbled haughty foea ;

Faced a thousund threstening de ngers,
Dealt a thousand mortal Llows.

Still the ship that has it holsted.
Can through any ocean tuck.

Give nt shout for British freedom,
Ralse atoft the Unfon Jack !

Mark its course upon the ocean,
Trace its vath from land to lund,
Ever guided in its mission
By a Providential hand ;
Over stormy oceans wafted,
Where huge fcebergs rock and rol?
And the briny waves, in fury,
Dash around each drearv pole ;
And away in trople climates
Where our heroes bivoune
Whilst above them tHoats sublimely
England's ancient Unfon Jack.

Hofse aloft the royal standard,
14t it greet the passing breeze,

£ it hraves the ocean's billow,
Stands secure on stormy seas,

As it waved above our Nelson,
England’s gallant, matchless tar,

At the Nile's terrific combat
And fmmaortal Trafalgar ;

To the mast he natled his colours,
Signalled them for clase attack :

‘Midst a peal of “ British thunder ”
He displayed the Unlon Jack.

Wolfe displayed 01d Enegland’s colours

On the Plains of Abraham.
Where in war's impassioned combat

He encountered brave Montcalm ;
Ere the din of battle ended

Both the gallant heroes fell—
Loud above thn roar af bhattle

Rose the Highland soldier's vell,
By a charge of British havanetg

Then the foe was driven back,
And the day was one of glory

To Old England's Union Jack.

Gallant Brock {ts folds expanded
On the field of Queenston Height
Well the hero did his duty
Patting Brftain’s foes to flight :
But ere he reached the frowning summit
Did the rallant hero fall,
For his bright career was ended
By a marksman’s rifle ball.
But his comrades, ronsed to venreance,
Lika a tempest awent the track,
And the day was one of glory
For the ancient Union Jack.

Should the war-crv then be sounded
O'er Canadian soil acain,

We wilt guard the hallowed nrecinets
Where onr Wolfe and Brock wern slain.

Where anr Emnire’s flag’s {nsulted
Or a British hero leads,

There Canadians dare to follow
And witl emuiate thefr deeds :

Dare to fight for British freedom—

. We're no coward, eraven pack.

To disgrace O1d Boglard’s standard,
Or desert the Union Jack.

And-brave Scotia’s sons are ready,
For thelr place is in the van,
To rerel the firree invasion
As they did at Inkerman,
And the Joral men of Erin,
Round the cross of red and blue,
Round the battle fiar will rally
Ar of yore at Waterloo.
FEngland. Sentland, and brave Erin
Have.in warfare ne'er hoen siack ?
And.now Canada 3s with them
To defend the Union Jack.

Lives there still one Writich snhject
Who'd refuse his life~—his all—

In defence of British freedom,
Wha'd rejolce at Britain's 2117

1t there be, then. curse the traitor,
Pass him by in dark disdain,

Let him bear while 1ife i8 left him
On his brow the mark of Cain,

lot him die, a bated coward ;
Bury him by midnight black :

He dererves no tomn nor cruntry
Who'd desert-the Union Jack.

The.value of:r man’s shot. is.not-deler-
mined by the thing he almed at, but by
the game he dagged.

DRUNKEN BILL; OR. HOW DELL
LED HER FATHER TO CHRIST

“8ee, papa, aln't ahe a beauty T ex-
claimed Dell, a Httle girl of seven vears.
hold:ng up u beautiful new wax doll.
“ Use going to (ake her down to show
Mro White, cause she's a deal preities
than her baby, and I want to see it she'll
care.”

* Al right. Dell, but don‘t stay jong.”
aafd her father,

“ Papa, I've something clse, too.*

“Have yvou, eh ? Lot us ger”

And the child, drawing her hand from
behind her back, held up a tny Texta-

ment. A cloud darkened upon her
father's fuce
* Now, what notiseuse s this, and

where did that come from 2

“ Miss Lesley sent it with dollle, and
papa, prayn't 1 Keep it27 She has marked
a lot cf verses, and I will read them to
yow.”

“ None of that, child; keep the hook if
it gives yen such plensure; but don't be
teasine me about {t. Now. run along
and ghow Mrs, \White your doll.”

Dell soon disappeared over the hill
down the road which led from thelr lttle
cottage to the farm-house of Mr. White.
William Gibson, or * Drunken Bill,” as
he was so often called (because the peo-
ple declared he was more drunk thau
soher), lived in his 1little cottage with
an old housckeeper and his Mttle dangh-
ter Dell: and the one thing he loved
more than lovor was the happiness of
Dell. The child seemed to be the {dot of
his Ufe and beart 1t was verv rolvet-
antly he had allowed her to attend the
village Sabbath-schoa). sayving,

“They would just fill her head with
trash and spoil her.”

But Dell craxed, and her father conld
not disannoint her, so0 she had gone re-
gularly for the past vear, and {n hor
childish way had often repeated texts
learned there to her father, which had
given him great annoyance.

The text for the last Sahbath had been,
*“'The eves of the l.ord nare in every place,
beholding the evll and the good.” The
teacher had tried to ‘mpress upon the
minds of the children, that the all-secing
eve of God was upon them, that he s w
cach little act of kindness, heard every
gentle word spoken. She had closed the
lesson with the story of the Cross, told
in simple words; and Christ’s praver for
his enemies in his 1ast honr of axzony.

Litt'e Dell Gibson had hardly taken
her eves off her teacher, and now. tears
were running down her cheeks. At the
clrg> of the schcol che came to her
teacher with the words, * Oh, teacher, 1T
do Jove Jesus, and T want papa to love
him too

“ Well, D-11, dear.” said Mias T.esiny,
“ Tell Jesus so, and ask him to lead nana
to see his need of that love and help
which God alone ecan rmive You know.
Dell. vou and T can nray for papa.”

Then she kissed the chidl. and they
parted. That night when Dell bid her
father good-nicht, she threw her little
white arms around his neck. and rested
her gelden head upon hia showlder.

“Pap1.” she whisnered. * the eynr of
the Lord are in every place, beholding
the evil and the good.”

* Dell.” exclaimed her father, *““ g that
soms more of your Sunday-school trash?”

*“It's 80, rapa: it is in the Bible. and
that i Cod's own book.”

* Weli, Dell, remember now, that I for-
bid you repeating texts learned there to
me. Do yon hear, child ? This, or no
mare going to the school.”

For answer D-II's arms tightened
around her fathar's neck. and the rosy
lips were pressed upon his forechead and
chork.

**Good night, papa” she whispered.
While her stern father had been scold-
ing, another thought had passed through
the mind of the chi'd. Tt was this:
“You and T can pray for papa, Dell.”

She slinped down from her father's
arms, and stole nnisclessly 10 her own
little bheqd. At the old housckeeper
netted the child, telling her not to mind
her father's cross words, she answered :
“7 love papa. ant 8o does God. I'se go-
ing to pray God, to show papa how good
he ts. and then he wil Jove him, too”
and. kneeling down, she offered up the
following nrayer:

*“ Drear Jegus. hlesgs papa, and cause
Mm 0 see that Ged loves him, and

wants hin love; and, Jesus, lless hitle
D], and make me a good gitl.  Nuen ™

It was o few davs after this, that Miss
Losl y sent Dell n Httte Teatament, and
a benutiful wax doll.  Miss Lesley loved
the ehifld, and felt sorry for her.

Her father had been drinking more
than usuul, and the last few days Dell
had seen Litilo of him- but this morntng
he had come In, spoken kindly to the
chifd, and apparently had not been
drinking, nnd Instead of gotng to the vil-
Inge, a8 was his custom. he busied him-
self about the vard it way hers Dell
found hitm when she cnme running out
with her gifts, and calling, * See. papa.
am’t she a heautv 2 'se golng to take
her down 1o ghow Mes. White, ‘ecanse
ghe'g a deal prettier than her haby.”

Then. drawing her hand from behind
her buck, she held up the Testament.
cansing the rewmurk, ** What nonsense I8
thig, and where did that come trom 7

Seeing the disappointed look upon the
child’s face, and feeling guilty for the
unkind words spoken the las* Sahbath
evening, he felt he could not deny his
daughter this,

Dell had gene to show her doll to Mrs.
White, us happy as the sunbeams which
played atout her golden curls  She was
ornine home awd haw dild 1t hinonen
Ah, how ? Nobody knew. A runawsy
team was seen passing the home of Mr.
White a few minutes after Dell’s depar-
ture. Mr. White saw the team, he had
also scen the child leave the house: he
ran, as did Mrs. White, but ton iate.
They Ifted up the little senseless form
of Dell, and bore {t gently back to the
house. ‘TI'he doctor was summaned: but
who coutld carry the news to Bill Gibzon ?
Yet he must be told at once. One after
another had refused nuti! Mr Hudson,
the superintendent of the school to which
Deld belonged, came, and at once offered
to go for her father.

He found him where Dell had lefr him
and, after shaking hands, at once told
him the sad news. It would be lmpos.
sible to deecribe the father's grier. and
Mr. Hudson felt that words of symuathy
would then be pawerless.  Bat.he stlently
fent up a prayer to God for this poor
man in his sorrow,

They soon reached the home of Mr.
White, and found the doctor leaning over
the child. The father totternd to the
other slde of the bed, and fell upon his
knees with a groan. For a moment Dr.
Brown's eves rested upon the father, hut
only for & moment. He continted to ex-
amine the patient. Severa) severe birulses
were found upon the bhody, but it was
the head where the serlous trouble
seemed to be. Just above the 1eft temnla
was a great gash, which the doctor haq
dressed with skill. When he had done
this, he turned to Mrs, White, saying he
had done all he could: that the housn
must be kept perfectly quiet. that he
mist now go, Yut would return in an
hour.

The hour passed at last: the doctor
came, but shook his head; no change
conld be seen.

At last Dell opened har eves. but not
to recognize any one.

* Speak to her.” raid the doctar tn hor
father. DBill took one of the little hands
in his, and bending over her said.  Deil,
Dell. darling, don’t you know me 2 but
the child ontly raised the other Jittle hand
to her head with a moan. The head
tossed reatlersly upon the pillow, and an
expression of pain rested upon her face.

That it wovld end in brain fever was
clrar to Dr. Brown.

Days of anxlong watching followed,
the fever set {n. and for nearlv two weoks
te father lictened to the ravings of his
child. Daring thiz time Bill Gibson had
not tasted a drop of linuor, and his grief
would often melt those present to tears.
Rut the fever was defeated at last, the
crisis was safelv nassed. and now thev
were told that with great care Del)
waonld get well arain.

One day. as her father sat by her bed-
side, she looked up with a sweet smijo
and mid :

** Will papa read to Dell about Jesus.™

Neir'r 1ittle Testament was hronght.
and her father read of Jesus taking little
children in hiz arms and blessing them.
Dell asked question after question. which
her father could not answer,

*“Pray to God. paps.” she said. in a
simple tone. ** He will help yoq to find
that Jesus who loves me 20.”

—— e = e e ——

*And now, darling, * sald her frtlic,
as he stooped down and kissed hor ten
derly. 1 will leave you for s Hitte
while,”

This wax the first time he had left he
alde, exeept to take n Httle reat and food
il Dell saw ho had taken her Teatament
with him. Each Jday Dell grow sironger
and at last there came a day when the
rick child was alluowed to e eustifoned
up fi n large rocking-chaly. Tho doctor
had Just been to wee his little patient.

“ Dell fa dofng wel” he salid to Meg
White, as lie want out, “and in a few
days } think we wHl be able to move her
to her own home, bint shio will carry that
sCUr on her head to her grave.”

Little Dell did not kuow of the stragzie
roing on with hier fathier, ‘True, he had
not boen drink ne. and wan often seen
rewding Dell’s Testament, but he was not

happy, and each day he grew wmore
wretched  Delt wan too voung to know

It was God’s Splrit striving with her
fathier. She wax happv bocause he had
read her Testament, nnd conld not under-
atutd why her father wag not happy

Ono evening. after she had been taken
home, she sat {n thelr litle room, singing
hymns Jearned in the Sabbath-schoal.

*Sing that again, Del),” said her
father.,

Dell rang,

“Jesuy, lover of my sonl*

Her little hands were ¢lasped, and the
sweet wards of the old hymn rang
through the room.

“Plenteous grace with Thee 1 find,

Grace to cover all my sin,

Let the healing stremms nbound,

Make and keep me pure within,”
sane Dell.

Her father mat whth his face lu kis
hands, as it lost In thought.

“Yes,” he murmured, * it 18 true. ft 1«
true, But Ido not find—1 onlv want, an}
my sins make e afrald 1o approach
him.” continned her father, more to him-
self than D-1Y.

" But, papat sald Dell > Miss Jegley
told ns Jesus died for our atng, and that
he wanted us all to come to him, and
our text that dny  was, “ Whosoerver
cometh unto me, 1 wll {n no wise cast
aue.”

* Does the Bible sav that. ehild 2

" Yes, papa and teacher marked it in
my Testament” Dill found the verse
and gave it to her father. * \Who- %o --
ever, that wuat mesn me. 100" xald hor
father. ag he read the verss. e turned
over the leaves, as It in search of wome-
thing more. when another marked verse
met his eye

“The bload of Jesus Chirist, Hig Son,
cleanseth us from all sly.™

Ah, the NHght was ga'ning. “ Who-
soever cleargeth from o) sin’

At length he left the joom, and before
he returned. peace had heen spoken to
his troubled soul.

Dol he sald, as he staoild by iy
little eirt, his face Yt up with this new-
found jJoy. * yonr Saviowr 18 mine”

“Oh, vapa.” she whispered, "i'se so
giad, T want to tell Jesns, I know he
8cek. cruse the eyves of the Lard nre i1
every place, but T want to tell him,”

She took his hand in both hers ang
they knelt down together. Dell in her
chitdish wavy thanked God because her
father had learned to love hifin,

Then her father offered his first prayer
before his child, and such o praver,

Ho thanked God for the nreclous hlood
of Christ. which had paid the price of
fin for him. pmved that he might earh
Iay and hour walk clase to his Master,
He raid he knew he had wandered far
in sin but said he, “ Thou hinst reached
me, {old me In thine armas, in thee Y fing
all T nend. Moy T have grace clven to
trustfully and unanes'ioningly obay. even
when I cunnot undeestand *

Then a praver of thankfulness for Dall,
He thanked God that his ehfld had Jod
him to Jesus who dfed for them both.
nraved that thev might hoth live so ne
to be prepared for thase wnansions, on
“yonder everlasting shore.

As thevy arnge from thelr knees Doell's
father clasped her In his armas. kieged the
scar which had so nearly cost her her life,
and had so changed his.

Aurora, Ont

——

TAt a man define life, and he tells how
much he lives,
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ASIATIO BRIDAL PARTY.

The Tribea of Tartary fn Central Asin
are a stran<o people. ‘They almost live
in the gaddle  One of the querr wass
of courtship 1s to give tho lady a start of
a short distance on a gwift steed, then to
allow the would he bridegroom to pursue
her.  If the falr (ugltive does not want
to be caught she puts her horse to his
utmost speedt  If sahe fn not unwiling to
he made n captive, well. shie does not put
forth guch efforta to exeape. Our picture
showy us one of thege yvouug women in
her strange brida) dress.

THE BOY ORGANIST

A hoy, oanly six yvears old wa salllng
with his father down the Danube. All
day long they had ‘ven
salllng  past  ernmhling
rulny, frowning castles,
elnjstors hld away atoeng
the crags towering « ffg,
quict villages nestled in
sunuy valleys, and here
and there a deep gorgoe
that opencd back {rom the
gliding river, s hollow
distance blue with fathome-
Icasness, stirring the buy's
heart like some vast
cathedral.  ‘They stopped
at a claister and the father
took little Wolfgang (nto
the chapel to gee the
organ It was the first
large organ he had «ver
scen, and his fuce lighted
up with dellght, and e ery
motion and attitude of his
figure expressed a wonder-
ing reverence.

* Father,” sald the Loy,
“let me play™ Well
pleased, the father com-
plied.  Then Wolfgang
pushed astde the stool. nd
when his father had filled
the great hellows, the ¢ifin
organist stood upon the
pedals. How the deep
tones woke the sombro
stillness of the old churcht
‘The organ sgeemed some
great uncou‘h  ercature,
roaring for very joy at the
caresses of the chitd

‘The monks, eatiug their
supper in the refectory,
heard it and dropped kntfe
~nd fork fn astonishment.
The organist of the
brotherhood was among
them, but never had he
played with such power.
They lstened' Some
rossed themselves, t{]! the
vrior rose up and hast ned
into the chapel. The
others followed, but when
they looked up into the
mgan loft, 1o ' there was
no organist to bhe seen,
though the deep tonesg
~ assed themselvee jn new
armonies. and the s'ome
~1ehes thrilled with thejr
“awer.

It I8 the devil, * eried
one of the morisg, diawing
closer to Yils «comp g
and ghving a <o v 1|
vor s shoulder a1 Yo
alsle.

“It ts a miracle” sail
ancther, But when the
boldest of them mounted
the statrs to the organ loft, he stood as
i petrificd with amazement.  There was
the tiny figure, treading from pedad to
pedal, and at the same time clutching at
the keys above with his little hands,
gathering hardfuls of these wonderful
chords as if they were violets, and fling-
fug them out into the solemn gloom hLe-
tind him. tle heard nothine saw no-
hing, besictes: his eves heamed and his
whole face lighted ap with imnaccianed
joy. louder and fuller prose the har-
monies, streaming forth in swelling bil.
lows, till at last they seemed to reach a
sunny shore, ot which they broke: and
then a  whispering vinple of faintest
melody Hngered a moment In the alr,
Yike the Iast murmur of a wind harp, and
all was still. The oy was Wolfgang A.
Mozart,

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
ATEDIES IN THE Cusekl AMOORIING TO LUKRE.
LESSON X JUNET.
WARNING TO 1HIE DISCIPLES,
Luke 22, 2% 3%,
GOLDEN TEX'T,
Let this mimnd be In you, which was
also in Christ Jesus. Phil 2, 5.

Memory  verses, 21-26.

Time.-—Thursday evening. April 6.
AD, 30,
Plac:.  An upper room in a house in

Jerusalem,

QUESTIONS.

1, True Greatness, verges 24-30.

4 Who had a strife 2 For what did
they strive 7 25. Who did Jesus #ay rule
in he world? 26. Who i3 the greatest
among the followers of Christ 2 How
did Jesus himself act among them? How
dd Jesus show hims-If humble 2 (John
13. 1, 65) 29. How d'd Jegus prom’se to
rewnrd hig disciples ? 3u. What honour
did he promise to them > What is pro-
miged In Rev, 3. 20, to those that open
the door to Christ ?

2. I'rue Courage, verses 31-37,

31. What did Jesus tell to Simon Peter?
32, What had Jesus done for Peter ?
What did Jesus tell Peter to do? 33.
wWhat was Peter's pledee to Jesus ? 34,
tlow did Jesus answer Peter 7 Did Peter
deny Jesus on that night ? Sce verses

ASIATIC RRIDAL TARTY.

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—Read the account of Christ's
last supper with his disciples (Luke 22.
10-23). and also recall the Places and
Rulers,

Tuesday.
24-37).

Wednesiday., Read the account of Jesus
in the rarden (Lake 22. 29.33).

Thursday. Read the story of Peter's
dental of Christ (Luke 22, 531-62).

Friday  Read of Christ’s example he-
fere the supper (ohn 13, 1-11), and study
the Questions on the Lesson.

Saturday.—Read some lessons from the
example of Christ «John 12, 12-20), and
study the Teachings of the Lesson.

Sanday - Read Phit 2. 111, * Humbled
and 1Pxalted,” and review the lesson for
the day.

Read the lesson (Luke 22,

39-61. 35. How had Jesus formerly sent
out his disciples? What did he tell
them now to do ?

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

T.et us be like Christ in willingness to
serve and help others, and not like his
disciples, in sceking the best places for
themeelves. He is truly great who does
geod. It is a higher honour to he with
Christ in his kingdom than to sit on a
throne. Satan tries to sift and to tempt
us, as he did Peter. I.et us always be
watching against him, and let us always
look to Christ for help, and then we need
never fall.

Many people worry themselves tired
trying to rest.

Twelva Little Boys.

There are twelve little boys I would teg
you about,
(Just think what a dreadtul nolse Y)
‘They :re all of an age, just three and
alf,
These twelve little blue-eyed boys.

here's a doctor, a preacher, a farmer lad.
And one is a soldier bold,

Who rides about with his piatol and

sword, ’

Like the frog in the atory of old.

There's the acrobat boy, with his heelsiy
the air ; :
But I think, and so would you,
That the sweetest of all is the boy whe
sings,
* Two little girls in bluye.”

‘The gweetest of all. did I say ? There'’s.

one
Who sits—dear little man— P
Just " thinking of mamma,” the red liye
Fay,

As only & dbaby can.

There {8 one little hoy, I am sorry to say,
Who will erv an1 pout and fret; . .

Who likens himself to a * had, bad may:
Who loves no one,” and yet, e

Somehow we think that he loves us all;
For the clouds soon pass away,
And a sweet smile dimples the tear-
stained face,
Like a sunbeam gone astray.

.
.

There is ‘ Auntie's sweetheart' and
‘“ Unc'e’s boy.” |
And * Brother's little brother,” .
And “Mamma's man"—I think you
scarce
Could find just such another,

',

But when the hour comes for the good. |
night kiss, .
To these laddies so vrecious to me,
I find just one poor. tired little buy,
As sleepy as slcepy can be, .
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Personal and Press Opinions.

“Canada_has every reason to'be proud ¥
that one of her daughters should prove her-
self so faithful a champion of the claims of ‘3
the faithful creatures who so constantly :
minister to our wants and pleasures.”—ZLady #
Aberdeen.

** Miss Saunders has written the evangel
of the whole animal kingdom. A second .-
masterpiece of humane literature.” —Phila- -
delphia Record. - 3

“If we had the money, every boy and
girl in Christendom should read Joe's
story."—Frances E. Willud and Anna »

Gordon.

“ Allow mo to congratulate you on the
production of * Beautiful Joe,” and to ex-
presa the hope that the lessons of kindness -8
toward the dumb creation, so pleasantly ;
taught, may sink desgly into the hearts of
1ts readers.'—Archbishop O'Brien,

* Your work is worthy of the widest cir-
culation, and may do an unknown world of
good."—Rer. Dean Gilpin. ;
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