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DICK RAYNOR'S VOYAGE.
BY WILLIB BOYD ALLEN,

Dick Raynor was known all up and
Jdown Surf Point as a “ first-rate fellow *
TWhen anything lively was gulng on, Dick
wag sure t¢ be there. No boating party,
or clammipg excursion, no half-day plec-
nic of any sort was complete without
Dlck Raynor.

He was one of those jolly, easy-going,
ready-to-laugh sort of boys that are sure .
to make friends, get into scrapes and
out agaln- all with marvellous rapldity
and frequency,

“1et me keep Raynor in school two
week8 at o time” sald the school-
magter, “and I'll show juu a fine
scholar.”

But Dick bpreferred sunshine to studs,
kelp to classics, and a whale-boat,
with a fresh breeze. to all the

'
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fish in on the hitchen table, and went,
without a word,

Two, three, four days went swiftly by.
Dick was more heedless than ever at
school, and was so restless at night that
his mother came in and laid her hand
upon his furchead to see if he were sick.
Dick's heart misgave him.

“I'm all right, mother,” he sald, giv-
Ing her worn hand a little pat. The
next morning but one the three-master
was to safl.

On the followlng afternoun Dick wan-
dered to and fro, unable to conceal his
excitement. Finally, he halted at old
Cap'n Ben's front door.

Cap'n Ben was a * character " in Surf
Polnt +!llage. He had commanded a

Propositions of Euclid, and even
to Clcero’s Oratfons.  Queer boy,
that Richard Ravnor!

“Nat” said Dick mysteriously,
one afternoon, “ come down to the
cod-rocks, will you, and bring your
line and a pajl of bait?  While
we fish, I've got & plan to ta’k
over with you."

“What is it ?”

“You'll seet”

“ Oh- S:ly !n

“yYou come along, wil you ?
Mcther wants a mess of perch for
breakfast” and the boy's roguish
eveg twinkled.

DicK. I am sorry to say, was not
in the habit of purveying for the
household. Indeed, his mother's
errands were usaally so many
cloyds in his sunny sky. He falt
that he was a much-abused boy
when he was told to split and bring
in an armful of wood, or step down
to the grocer's for rugar and meal.

Nat Howland could not resist his
chuym’s appeal, though he was un-
der contract, so to speak. to play
second base iz the " Comets ™ that
afternoon,

They soon had a dozen golden
and bronze flsh flapping about on
the rockweed. Then Dick unfolded
his plan,

A blg threr-masted schooner was
to gail from Surf Point a week
later, In ballast for Atlanta,
Georgla, from which port she was
to freight a cargo of southern
lumber to Boston.

“wWhat T propose is,”’ remarked
Dick, first looking over his shoul.
der and lowering his volce, “for
you and me to go in her !

Nat actually turned pale under
his freckles.

“W-why, We can't " he managed
to stammer.

“Why not, I sh’d like to know ?”
demanded Dick, with energy. “We
can craw] down into the hold the
night before, and—"

“But we've got to go to school—-*

“Nonsense ! There's no.use in
banging ‘round the Point all our
Tiveg, choppitg wood, and—and do-
ing things,” he added rather
vaguely. “We want to see the
world,” with a sweep of his hand.
“Lots of fellows have done it, just
the way ‘Bill Bobstay * did.”” And
he produced a tattered pamphlet,
fn which the extraordinary adventures
of that {ndividual were narrated fn bad
type 8nd worse English.

Well, the long and ghort of it was that
Nat wouldn't go. He was accustomed
to tollow Dick into almost every kind
of a scrape, but he drew the line at run-
ring away to sea.

Dick was too good-npatured not to part,
frlends with him, v, with a solemn,
charge to secrecy as to his own Inten-
tions, he threw the perch fnto the basket
on the few remalning clams, and the
two strolled homeward.

"rm ount of tea, Dick.” said kis,
mother, as she met him at the Joor, not
noticing his fish at all, but looking par-
ticglarly pinched, and untidy, and care-

——

worp.  “Just step down to the store,
and get me ');alt a pound of Oolvng, that's
2

boy I . |
. Dfck: glanced” volumes at Nat, set his

" One mast square r1ggal, and one fure
‘n’ aft ?*

* Right you are,” said Cap'u Ben, ap-
provingly. Sit down, boy. That s,

. vnless ye've something Lo do.

N-no,” said Dick, plunging hts hand
intoe lLis pocket, and flushing a little.
Then, suddenly .

* There s something 1 want to ask you
about, Cap’n Ben.”

* What is it, Dick 2°

“Won't you tell 2"

The waptain tovk a lung squint down
the kel of the brig before answering.

“1 won't, my boy, onless jou s8ay 1
ma) arter we've got through our talk.”

That was enough .for Dick, and, sure

. of a sympathlzer, he poured vut his tlans
full-rigged ship in his day, and could tell ,
storles frum morning to night of whales ,

for the morrow,
“Won't it b glorious, Cap'n 2 he al-

THE CAFPTAIN TOOK ONE LONG SQUINT.

and sharks, and tempestuous voyages
fn the  Sarah Ann~ and half & dozen
other vessels,

Having retired from the deep sea, he
was content to live on shorc in the hulk
of an old schooner, long ago stranded
and dragged up out of reach of the tide.
He owned a dozen lobster pots, and
these gave him occupativn and recom-
pense enou,h for his simple life.

On this particular afternoon, the old
man was fashioning a toy ship for one
of the many youngsters who regarded
him ag a whole ship-vard, Nautical In-
stitute, and Arabian Nights comblned.

boy drew mnear.
“ Hullo, Cap'n. Yhat you making 2~
' Wali,” said the anclent mariner,

Y,

* Hullo, Dick * zaid Cap a Ben, as the |

reckon shell be a ‘mophrodite brig. I,
aln't turned out one of them craft this,

}.ui;..u .

less and thoughtless.
a

youngern you egar {
| slowly, “1 slipped cable and put out to-

most shouted, as he reached the ciamax.
" A real voyage, Just llke the ones jou
used to take. P'r'aps we'll have a storm.

Don’t I hope we shall
Cap'n Ben laid his hand on the Luy's

shoulder, with a very kindly look sn hia
keen old eyes.

“You're a good boy, Dick.,” sald he,
*and a placky one, but uncommon keer-
* Hope thar’ll be
storm” Goln' off unbekoownst !
Here, you jJest lay down on this plle o

chips and let me tell y° a story while 1
polish oft this ‘ere hull.”

Dlck, notting loth to Lear the story,

but rather dubious as tu the mwviai v be
, conveyed, flung hlmself down.

murmur of the sucf, far outl on the puint,
came o hia ears as the old msan talkdd.

The soft

“When 1 was nigh ontc a year
be,” began Cap'n Ben

, 8ca  run away, leaving ms mother and
two sisters in a leetie house up back in
» the country,
We were bound for Lower Californy
., fer hides—ilke that feller that writ a
. buuk about tho sameo sort of a v'yago,
,only he was a relative -t the owners,
,and was treated well. 1 wasn't. Boy,
j 3¢ Lant guesa the misery an sufferin' —
, not the big kind of sufferin’ like a sol-
, dier in battle, with drums beatin’, and
, fite playin®, but {n the night, with flngers
.raw and froze, with .1cs water daahtn’
over me every day and every nigat {ov
. nigh a fortnight off the Cape . 8o Bensick

! wanted to die, so wet, an’ cold, an'
, achin’ al} over 1 used ter cry in the dark,
, and long, oh, how I longed fer that leetle
, house where I knew mothier was sufferin®,
1 too, because 1 had desarted her like a
coward.” Here Dick Raynor
winced, and changed his position
a little on the chips.

“YWall, to mako a long story
short, I was gone two year~an' a
half; an' then 1 sleered across
country fer home. .

*“ Boy, when I got there it was
jest comin’ on arly evenin’. ‘Thar
was no light in the houso.

“*Mother !I" I sung out, * Mother,
yer boy’s come home! Ho ain't
never goin' away again. onless yo
let him freely an' gladly ¢

“Not a sound from the lectlc
house, standin’ gray an’ still under
a big pine. 1 tried all the doors.
They were fastened up, an® the
blinds were shet tight.

**Mother ! But sho didn't an-
cwer.

1 turned away then, and kind.
o’ staggered up the dark road till 1
found myself besides a buryin’
ground I knew only too well,

* There were pines thar, too, and
as I lecaned against the wall I heard
‘em whisperin' an’ sighin’ over-
head. O Dick, my boy, what
would I have given then to look
my mother {n the face, to hold her
thin, tired hand that had worked
so hard for me, and that I hasd left
stretched out after me, trembhng,
and empty, empty !

A sob came from the pile of
chips, but the captain went on as
it he had not heard it.

 When I }fted my head I looked
into the buryln’ ground--1 couldn‘t
seem to help it—an’ thar, sure
enough, it was. 1 could jest sca
{t through the dusk—a new heap of
gravel—"

“ QO Cap'n, don't, don't! cried
Dick, springing to his feet. “}
can‘'t bear to hear {t.” .

“Wall, ef you're detarmined to
get sall for Georgy to-morrow,”
galid Cap'n Ben, “1 g3'pose we
might's well say good-bye—""

“I'm not going,” gulped Dick,
drawing his slecve across his cye.
“31—1 didn't think about mother
feeling bad and needing me. And.
i she should shoulqd dte, ke your
mother—"

" Bless ye,
dfe,” struck

my mother didnt
in the old saller
heartily. ° Yo didn't let me finish
my yarn. She was only down °t
a neighbour's, and pretty soon 1
heard wheels comin’, and her volco,
her own voice, talkin’ in the dark.”
' On, that was goud: \Was she glad
, to sec you 27 cried Dick, all in a breath,
1 Glad * Wall, 1 guess we ¢'n skip
; that part.” Here Capn Ben had re-
1 wurse to his sleeve for an instant.  But
) 1 hope it don ¢ change your mind ‘bout
stayin on shore, jest becauss mother
d‘dn'l—"

' Not much, said Dick, with cmphasis,
s ~Good might, Cap'n, I'm golng home.
y Praps mother wants somcthing !"—
) Sunday Afternocn.
1

A small boy, says an exchange, sur-
, irised his teacher 2t one of the grammar
, schools by asking Ler how far a pro-
y cesstun of the Presidents of the United
, States would cach if they were placed
; in a row. On her oxpressing her ignor-
gance, he calmly announced, “ Prom
| Washington to Clevelsnd.”
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PILEASANT HOUXS,

** Whatsoover Ho Saith Unto You,
Do It

If you've any task to do,
10t me whisper, friend, to you,
Do It.

If you've anything to give
That another's joy may live,
Give It.

If you know what torch to light,
Gulding others through tho nlght,
Light 1t

Whether life be bright or drear,

There's 0 message, sweet or clear,

Whispered down to every ear ;
Hear fit.

—
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rer. W B, Withrovw, D.D., Editor.

"~ TORONTO, OCTOBER 17, 189G.

——

TO EVERY MAN HIS WORK.

A man who has a desire for work, as
well as a fitness for it, will find a field
somewhere or make one for himselt,
This has been specially exemplified in
the work of Thomas Barnardo, of Lon-
don. ‘Thirty years ago, when he was a
young medical student, he sheltered a
wretched little street boy in an East
London room. That was the beginning
of & work which has resulted to the pre-
sent in forty different homes for neg-
lected children. He now has the larg-
est family on earth. It is composed of
five thourz.id nuuciv's children,” who
ctray from garrets and guatters into thig
fairy Jold in London, Edinburgh, Guiuiv, |
and AManitoba.

I7 you should go to London to-day and,
taxing a 'bus, go out into what Is callied
“tepney, you would find an abundance
af children along the docks. 1In a cer-
tain part you would see a sign suspended,
raading, * Home for Working and Dest!-
tite Lads.” On the right of this is an-
ot.xer interesting sign, as follows: *“ An
Ev¢2r-Open Door.” All night and all day
this door is open for every boy who
claing to be * destitute.” While open
for tle destitute, it is no place for im-
The boy's story is heard and
examined, and if found to be true, his
photograph is taken and a physical de-
scription of him is Kept in the great re-
gister  After this is done he is taken to
the lavatory. Lis hair cut, a uniform
given him, and he assigned a bed in one
of the dormitories. * The badby boys go
to tbe °Babies’ Castle, Hankfurt; the
little boys, to Leopold House ; those from
twelvo to sixteen remain at Stepney; and
the older ones are placed in the Tabor
House on Commercial Road.”

Thero are four hundred boys at Step-
ney. who are called every morning at
5.30 by a bugle. ‘They then have a half-
hour driil in the yard, which is also their
ball-ground. In the work-shops they
ar: taught fourteen difierent trades.
Those who have been there for some
time, and who have been taught to work,
show fine physiques and Intelligent
faces. In each of the shops where work
{g done there is a kind, Christian master |
In charge. Theyr have a gymnasium, !
swimming-baths, musical
and a playground, to furnish play for
thelr lejsure hours.

In 1893 thero were sent away seven
‘hundred and fifty of these trained men.
Thoy aro nover lost-sight-of, hut on leav-.

ing stationery is furnished them with-

jnstruments, '
{

which to report their progress, Itils sald
that ninety-elght per cent. of those who
go out nre a credit to their helper. One
of the most romuarkable things in con-
nection with this home I8 that tho ex-
penses are from $1,000 to $1,600 dally,
and these are met by the free-will offer-
Ings of the benevolent.  There are nho
debts jncurred.  This work was com-
menced thirty years ago, before slum-
ming became a fashionable fad. Dr.
Barnardo practiced what Luther taught:
*No greater harm is donu to Christen-
dom than by tho neglec* of children;
therefore, to advance the cause of Christ,
we must begin with them.”

WAMPUM.

This is the English name for the shell
beads used for orpament and as cur-
rency among the northern tribes of In-
dlans previous to the settlement of the
country. They wore made chiefly on
long Island and around New York Bay,
and were of two kinds, onc made of
conch, or perlwinkle, and the other of
hard clam-shells.

The making of wampum to be sold for
ornaments, has been carrfed on for near-
Iy a hundred years by the Campbell
family at Pascack, N.J.. and they are

now said to be tho only persons who

know how to bléach and sgoften the
conch-shells used {n making white wam-
pum or to drill holes through the still
harder clam-shells that are made into
the more valuable black or deep purple
wampum,

The conch-shells are brought from
West Indian ports by schooners. The
clam-shells are of the largest size ob-
tainable, the smaller ones being too thin
for the purpose.

The white wampum and hair plpes are,
according to the New York Sun, mado
from the lip of the shell, which iscut in-
to suitable sizes after being detached
from the body and put through a soften-
ing process that also bleaches it white.

'The hair pfpes are somewhat thicker
than a clay pipe stem, tapering from the
centre to both ends, and are graduated
in length, by half inches, from one to six
fuches. They have a hole through the
centre lengthwise, They were used to
ornament the long hair of the chiefs,
which was run through the holes and
secured with gaudy coloured strings.

Black or dark purple wampum has al-
ways been more costly than the white,
because it was worn only by the chiefs
and medicine-men, and because of the
difficulty of drilling the holes. But a
small portlon of a clam-shell ylelds ma-
terial of the proper hue, and when it is
cut in sections there {s so much waste
by breakage that only the most expert
workman can be intrusted with the task.

The dark shell is cut in lengths like
the white. A number of sections hav-
ing been drilled, they were, according to
the old process, strung on a wire and
placed in alternating grooves running
around a fine grindstone. As the stone
revolved, Rockaway sand and waler were
dropped on it and a piece of hard board
was rubbed back and forth across the
face, thus moving the wampum and
rounding its outer surface. Then it was
washed, dried, dipped in ollve-oll to give
a gloss, and afterward made into strings
for market. The clam-shell could not
be softencd without ruining its colour.—~
Sclentific Amerlcan.

CIVILITY AT SEA.

An American steamer anchored off the
port of Nassau early one morning, and
transferred all her passengers who wished
to go ashore, with one exception, to a
steam tender. The exception was a
traveller who bad not heard on the pre-
vious night the waraing that every one
who wished te go ashore for the morn-
ing must be on deck by six o'clock. He
appeared upon the scene & moment after
the tender had cast off. His fellow-
passengers waved their handkerchiels
and laughed at him. The captain un-
dertook to discipline him roughly.

“There is always one fool left be-
hind ! he shouted, augrily. * You
didn’t know enoughk to get up when I
warned you it would be your only chaunce
of going ashore.”

“ But I received no warning,” meckly
answered the traveller.

This protest called out a volley of oaths
from the captain. The traveller dbristied
in his turn.

“It is my misfortune to dbe left be-
hind,” he said; **but it is not a brave
oflicer who abuses a passenger for his
nard luck. 1 have travelled under many
flags, and I am sorry that the first cap-
tain to treat me with discourtesy should
be an American,”

Belore half an hour had passed, a sail-
boat-ran-in cloge to the steamer,-and in
tesponse fo 3-signal.from- the passenger

——

carrled him ashore, Soon after, he
turned the tables upon the captain and’
the passengers. |

He had lotters ot introductlon to pre-
sent to tho Governor of the Bahamas, |
and was hospltably recelved by him.
When pressed to remain over night he,
explained that the steamer was to sall.
at one o'clock for Cuba. The governor
turned to his secretary. '

“Tell the agent that the steamer must
not sail until he hears from me,” was the
order. [

Then the governor explnined to his.
guest that by virtue of a mail auhsldy|
he could detaijn the ship for twenty-four
hours. * You can stay over night and .
get off In tho morning,” he added. l

It was a complete reversal of con-
ditions. At sunrise the traveller had,
been alone on the ship, looking regret- |
fuily after his fellow-passengers who |
were on their way to the shore. At noon |
they were back on the steamer, and he
was on ghore, holding the ship for his
own convenlence with the governor's
permission.

The traveller, however, was merciful
to the captaln. He did not detain the
steamer Jonger than six hours, and re-
turned to it at nightfall to meet the cap-
tain‘’s flaghing eye.

“ Always behind time ! exclalmed the
martinet. * You've Kept all hands wait-
ing since noon.”

“ Long enough, I hope,” was the cool
reply, “ for you, sir, to learn that civility !
should be one of the rules of the sea, and !
that the use of abusive language may LS |
at least Injudiclous.”—Youth’s Com-
panion,

ot = —— o

STAND ASIDE.

Robert Burdette has a son he is pleased |
to call Telemachus, to whom now and
then he gives pretty sound advice. Re-’
cently he safd to him : *“ Get away from
the crowd a little every day, my dear
boy. Stand one side and let the world
run by, while you get acquainted with
yourself; find out all you can about your-
gelf,  Ascertain from original svurces
it you are really the manaer of man peo-
ple say you are; and I' you are always
honest; if you always tell the square,‘
perfect truth in busin ss detalis; it your |
Hfe is as good and upright at eleven
o’clock at night as it is at noon ; if you
are as good a temperance man on a fish- .
ing excursion as you are at a Suuday-i
school picanle; if you are as good a boy
when you go to the city as youn are at
home; it, in short, you are really the sort
of man your father hopes you are, and i
your sweetheart believes you are. Get
on intimate terms with yourself, my boy,
and, believe me, every time yYou come out
of one of these private interviews you
will be a stronger, better, purer man,
Don't forget this, Telemachus, and it will
do you good.”

RESISTED.

Four young men, clerks and students,
while on a summer vacation tramp
through northern New England, engaged
for a guide to a certain romantic water-
fall a boy named Forrest Leo Graves.

Forest was a fine, athletic fellow, who
could outwalk and outclimb any amateur
in the mountains; and his moral courage
was qQuite equal to his pbysical health
and strength. After he had guided the
young men to the waterfall, and they
bad satisfled themselves with sight-sce-
ing, they invited him to lunch with
them.

*Thank you : I have my own lunch ;"
and the boy went away by himself,

Later, when full justice had been done
to their repast, and a flask of brandy
had furnished each of the young men
with a stimulating draught, Graves was
called. * You must drink with us, it
you will not eat with us,” now sald the
cwner of the flask, and the most reckiess
of the party.

*“No, sir; thank you,” was the boy’s
courteous response.

* But 1 insist upon {t,” safd the young
man.

“You can do as you please about
drinking, but I cannot drink,” replied
Graves,

The young man sprang to his feet, and
with a bound stood beside the boy, too
much absorbed in his own purpose to
heed the quivering iips and flashing eyes

of the other. " Now you are bound to
try my brandy. 1 always rule,” he ex-
claimed,

“ You can't rule me,” was the brave
reply. These words were Scarcely
i uttered when tho flask +was seized and
hurled into the stream. Then a clear,
deflant tone rang out: “I did it in selt-
defence! TYou had no right to tempt
me. My father was once a rich and

honourable man; but he-died a miser-
able drunkard, and: my mother came-here.

I should be old enough to take care of
myself. I have promised her a hundred
times that I wouldn't taste it, and I'd
die before 1I'd break my promise !

*Bravely sald. TForgivo me, and let
us shake hands. My mother would be a
happy woman ¢ I were as brave as you,
I wouldn’t tempt you to do wrong. |
shall never forget you, nor tho lesson
that you have taught me.”

The most reckless was the most
generous, and, sceing his error, apologlzed
frankly. How many boys need to be
kept froin strong drink ! and, alas! how
mauny men and women! Who dare tempt
them! Let it not be you nor L.—Our
Young Folks.

Is This Your Motto?

For our Lord Jesus Christ’s sake—
Do all the good you can,
To all the people you can,
By all the means you can,
In all the places you can,
As long as ever you can.
—Selected.

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
OCTOBER 25, 1896.

“ For her my tears shall fall."—Psaln
137. 6.
TRUE PATRIOTISM.

The Jews revered the very dust of
Jerusalem, which was known by the
name of the Holy City. The Temple
was there, which was the most gorgeous
sanctuary in tbe world. Nothing can
caceed the language of the text. ‘There
is a beauty and terseness in tho words
which touch the heart, and arouse all
the sensibilities of the soul. No words
in ancient or modern tongues can sur-
pass it for beauty. The text is the true
expression of every Jewish heart.

STRONG AFFIRMATION,

No earthly attachment was equal to
the attachment of the Jew for Jerusalem.
This {llustrates the love we should feel
to Christ’s kingdom.

Hear the next verses of the hymn men-
tioned in the last lesson, which are to
be committed to memory.

* For her my tears shall fall,
For her my prayers ascend ;
For her my cares and toils be given,
Till toils and cares shall end.

“ Beyond my highest joy
I prize her heavenly tways,
Her sweet communion, solemn vows,
Her hymns of love and praise.

| “Sure as thy truth shall last,

To Zion shall be given
Tho brightest glories earth can yield,
And brighter bliss of heaven.”

PERSONAL INTEREST.

A moment’s reflection will convince us
of our deep abligation to the kingdom
of Christ. There is safety for life and
property where the kingdom of Christ is
established. Those nations whose peo-
ple are the subjects of this kingdom are
the best nattons in the world. ‘They do
not rob nor steal. They are guided by
the golden rule, hence men do not dwell
ifn fear where the Gospel is preached.
Those are the best citizens who fear God
and work righteousness.

OUR OBLIGATION.

Christ is sometimes wounded in the
house of his friends. Dishonour is
brought upon his sacred name when men
act contrary to his laws, and do those
things which are not well-pleasing in
his sight. ‘We are in duty bound
to spread Christ’s kingdom. By kind
words, upright actions, acd- self-deny-
ing labours we are bound to seek
to win our fellowmen to Christ, and
to convert a sinner from the error of hie
way is to save a soul from death. This
can sometimes he done by -speaking o
word in honour of the Saviour, or giving
a kind warning when we see others go-
ing astray. We also, by so doing, pro-
mote our own happiness, for there Is a
luxury ~opnected with doing good which
is known only to those who do good.
Do not forget that such sacrifices are
well-pleasing to God.

A young man just home trom college,
wishing to inspire his little sister with
awe for his learning, pointed to a star
i and said : *“* Do you see that bright little

luminary ? It's bigger than thig whole
world.”

“*No, ‘tisn’t,” said she,

*Yes, it is,” declered th2 young col-
leglan. . )

* Then why don't it keep off the-rain-2”

.to live to-ke¢p me.away from:liquor-till

‘was the triumphant Yejoinder, .- .
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Tho Way Pins Save Lives—A Boy's
Essay

uY TARSON KAY.

A recltation for Juvenile 'I‘cmpemn(‘,oi

Socletles.

Come, friends, and hear my story,
I will tell it It you'll hear,
How Tommy won his glory,
By an cssay very queer—
An essay read in a school i town,
By a little boy named Tommy Brown,
Who regularly went to school.

He was a boy who tried to think for him-
gelf,
Spoke out when he wanted to ;
And sometimes caused the children to
laugh,
With the comlcal things he would do.
One dnykthe teacher set the children a
task,
*What was it 2" I almost hear you ask,
Required of that week-day school.

“X wabnt an cssay from every glrl and
oY,

On any subject you please,

Something to show how well you can
write—

From a grindstone to a cheese.”
Great consternation seized every heart,
Not onc could tell the way to start,

Not one in that puzzled school.

At last they hit upon a plan,

And ecacli made cholce of topic,
Some chose a subject, large indeed,

And some were microscopic,
But Tommy Brown the laurel wins,
With an marvellous essay on the subject

of plins,
The strangest of all in the school.

He had evidently heard—or stolen, ‘tis
clear—
The subject was perfectly planned,
He told of things, which many, we fear,
In that school did not understand.
His peginning was good, and continued
to be,
But his conclusion ’most shocked the
modesty
Ot the children in that school.

After he had told of the wire they used,

How they polnted and headed the pin,
He closed up his essay in a manner moat

strange,”

Amidst a schcol-room din—

He not only told of their use to house-
wives,
‘“But they have been known to save
people’s lives,”
Said this funny boy of that school.
'Tis the teacher’s turn now to look
puzzled,

And a shadow crosses her brow—

“ Pins have been known to save people’s
Iives !”

“ Come, Tommy, and tell us how ?*
*“It's easy enough to do that,” said he,
“ By simp}’y not swallerin® 'em—don't yer

see 7"
Asked this comical boy of that school.

Supposing we learn a moral from this,
For many will tell us, I know,
That ;.he use of intoxfcants saves people
ives,
And the drinker makes out it is so.
But don't you think thoso who are helped
by the cup,
Are those who are never found swallow-
fog up .
Tae drinks fn the drunkard’s school?
Charlottetown, P.E.I.

THE DBUMMER AT THE SCHOOL.

Offie Downs, the thirteen-year-cld
drummer boy in the Dodge Street School,
Omah2, proved himself a genuine hero
the other day by calming a panic, and
preventing a great sacrifice of life among
the fivo hundred children in the school.

The little fellow is the drum-majo- ot
the school, his business being to sluud
at the foot of the stalrs and drum out
the children to the siep of an army
march. This exercise was called the
fire drill, and every noon and evening
the house was emptied to the beat ot
Offie’s drum. All the pupile, from the
infant class up, knew their places, and
had been taught that there must not be
a moment's delay when the drum tapped.

The young soldfers had been so well
trained that the principal ofter declared
that in case of firc the big bulluing could
be emptied in two minutes. HKut despite
the good discipline he had hoped that
the dreadful calamity would never hap-
pen. It did happen, however, and re-
gardicss of his conf ience in his own
self-possession, his presence of mind
fessook him, leaving him to manage hailt
a thousand of panic-stricken children as
best he could. He was hearlng a recita-
tion &n his own 'Toom wnen onc of the

o~ - .

teachers dashod 1p, scsenmming, “Fire*  |a shadow follows 5 substance. ~ Don't

N

Her wlild ery alarmed the pupils and
teachers all over the bullding, and in a
minute after the alarm was given thero
was a general rush for the stalrs, and In
the excitement no ono scemed to think
of cither firo rules or drummer boy.
But, notwithstanding Offie's reputation
of cowardice, he kept his head in the
general stammpede. It was the crisis for
which he had been tratned, and his cour-
age In the midst of the crying of the
children and the excltement of prircipal
and leachers saved a long llst of dead
and {njured.

The moment he saw the smoke pour-
ing out through tho register he left hls
place, and, passing rapidly up the aisles,
ran swiftly down the two flights of stairs
and into the principal’'s room, where his
drum was kept, Taking the Instrument
down trom its ook, he slung tho strap
over hig shoulder and rushed Into the
hall. By this time the smoke was so
dense that he could scarcely see objects
almoat within touch, and on the floor
above he could hear the shouts of the
teachers trying to keep the puplis from
trampling cach other in their efforts to
crowd down-stairs. Tho rattling of fire
engines outside added to the general con-
fusion; but, like a soldier in batile, Ofie
Downs stood bravely at his post. Push-
ing his way through the smoke to the
bottom of the stalrs, ji.st when a panic
seemed unavoidable, he began beating
his drum as though the gong had sound-
ed for the close of the afternoon sessfon.
The very first tap acted like magic in
bringing teachers and pupils to thelr
senses. Remembering that they were
soldiers under marching orders, the
stumpede was checked. The principal
pulled three or four little ones from un-
der the feet of the rushing children, and
commanded them to keep step to tho
music. Instantly the line that the

' teachers had tried in valn to form was

stralghtened out, and, like the young sol-
diers they proved themselves to be, the
five hundred pupils filed down the two
long flights of stairs, as they had done a
thousand times before. The entire build-
fng was now black with smoke; but, not-
withetanding thoe choking sensatfon ex-
perienced, there was no breaking of
ranks, and in just one minute from the
time the drum sounded out its call to
order, the house was empty. Gffie re-
mained steadfast. With the smoke
blinding and almost suffocating him, he
stood cool and determined, defying all
danger until his duty was done.

When the principal told him that
every one was out, he followed, rattling
away at his drum as he came down the
front steps. The crowd cheered as he
made his appearance in the door, and the
teachers pressed around him to express
their gratitude for their own safety and
that of their respective flocks. His
heroism alone prevented a panie, several
cbildren having fainted and fallen dur-
ing the first few minutes of the excite-
ment.

The fire originated in an overheated
furnace stack, and, although the flames
consumed one floor, it was easily ex-
tinguished by the fire department.

Offie’s praises were sung in many
homes that night, and as families gath-
ered around thelr hearthstones, happy
hearts turped gratefully to the little
hero, who by his fajthfulness to duty,
bad kept the death anget from their
homes.—Sunday-school Advocate.

THREE THINGS TO AVOID.

There are three things which boys,
and girls, too, who wish te grow up good
and noble men and women, must always
avold—but especially the boys, as these
are not the sins which usually beset the
paths of girls, Sometimes, indeed, wo
hear of women who are so lost to all
good that they are gullty of all three;
but, thank God ! not often.

The first thing and worst thing you
may ecasily guess. It is whiskey.

O boys, I want you all to make a re-
solution now, while you are so young,
never to use, buy, sell, make, give, or
take that terrible thing called strong
drink ¢t 1Include the whole class—wine,
cider, beer, whiskey, brandy, rum, gin,
alcohol—anything and everything which
can intoxicate. They never bring good,
but alwaye do harm. The best phy-
siclans say that even where they are
used in sickness, the patient would be
better off without them, and that no life
has &ver been prolonged by their use,

The next thing to avold is that nasty,
filthy thing called tobacco. Oh, how
much money, time, health, bhonesty,
morality and happ‘ness have been sacri-
ficed to that terrible old tobacco worm !

O boys! as you hope to be men, don't
chaw {t! Neither chow it, nor snuff it,
nor smoke it in pipes, cigars, or tkose
littlo evil things called clgarettes, which
lead as surely to tho .greater wrong, as

any place, and you will be better and
happter for it.

The third thing to avold Is profanity.
Oh, it God should tako swearers at thelr
word, when they call upon him so im-
pioualy, what a fearful fate would be
thelrs ! Dear boys, don't open your lips
Ito curse and swear,

; manly or good about it. Keep your Mps
and your llves pure, and tho world will
be better becauso of you,

r—

THE PINT OF ALE

A Manchester (England) enlico printer
was, on his wedding-dny, asked by his
wife to allow her two half-pints of ale a
day, as her share of extra comforts. Heo
madoe the bargaln, but not chcerfully;
for though a drinker himself{—fancying,
no doubdt, that he could not welt do with-
out—he would have preferved n perfectly
sober wife. They both worked hard,
John loved his wife, but he could not
break awiy from his old aseociations at
the ale-house: and when not in the fac-
tory or at hls meals, he was with his
boon companions. is wife made the
swall allowance mcet her house-keeping
expenses, keeping her cottnge neat and
tidy. Ho could not complain that she
fnsisted upon her dally pint of ale, while
ho, very ltkely, drank two or threo
quarts,

They had been married a year, and the
morning of their wedding annlversary
Juhn looked with real pride upon the
neat ard ccmely person of his wife ; and
with a touch of remorse in his Iook and
tone, he sald :

“Mary, we've had no hollday since wo
were wed, and only that I haven't a
penny in the world, we'd take a jaunt to
tho village, and see the mother,”

*“ Would thee like to go, John ?"* she
asked.

There was a tear with her smile, for it
touched her heart to hear him speak
tenderly, as in the old times.

‘1t thee'd like to go, Johnm, I'll stand
treat.”

‘“Thou stand treat, Mary!
fortin® left thee 2"

“ Nay, but I've got the pint ot ale
sald she.

* Got what, wife 2"

‘The pint of ale,” she repeated.

Thercupon she went to the hearth, and
from beneath one of the flags drew forth
a stocking, from which she poured upon
the table the sum of three hundred and
;slxty-ﬁvo threepences ($22.51), exclaim-
ng:

““See, John, thee can bave the holiday.”

‘What is this 2 he asked, in amaze.

*“It is my daily pint of ale, John.”

He was consclence-stricken, as well as
amazed and churmed,

“Mary, hasn’t thee had thy share ?
Then I'll have no more from this day.”

And he was as good ds his word. They
bad their holiday with the cld mother;
and Mary’s littlo capital, saved from the
“pint of ale,” was the seed from which,

Has got a

tory, warehouse, country-seat and car-
rlago, with health, bappiness, peace and
honour.—Presbyterian.

A WORD FITLY SPOKEN.
DY MAY P. M'KEAN,

‘“ Good evening, gentlemen! Are you
too busy to attend a prayer-meeting ?"

It wnas, perhaps, an odd scene, and the
rwords sounded oddly in their presence ;
but Chaplain Green was a man who was
not afraid or ashamed to show his
colours at any time or in any place; and
now he was going about among the
tent~ inviting the soldlers to attend the
ovening prayer-meeting.

| welcome as he was here. He had been
{ pained over and over again by the rough

infatuation of the card-table. But
Chaplain Green had a message and an
invitation from the King of heaven.
‘ Perhaps some heart would be inclined to

on from tent to tent, asking the inmates
to the meecting.

* Yes, we are too busy. We have moro
i important business on hand just now,”

ing up from his cards.

‘““What do we care for your prayer-
meetings 7 asked another in 2 quarrel-
some tone,

| face.
| us while we continue our game,” he -safd.
{ Chaplain Green bowed.
glad to do s0; will you tell me your
name, please ?”
*“My name ? What do you want with
‘that 2 demanded tho man, still gruflly.

There I8 nolhlns'

as the years rolled on, grew shop, fac- ;

{ In other tents he had been as mne’

t

!

use tobacco In any form, at any time, ln’| sonally to the Lord,” was the quict an.

swer.

*8ce here! You needn't bothor the
Lord about us! We don't need your
prayers. \When wo nec@ any praying
done we'll attend to it ourselves,” sald
tho first of the men,

“But 1 have been deputized to pray
for you, and promised to do so. [ shall
Nl my promise. Good-evening, gens
tlemen,'* sald the chaplaln, as he retired.

The gnme dragged slowly after that.
All Interest fn {t seemed lost; and pre-
sontly the men throw down thelr cards
as one of them wald ¢

*“1 wonder It that old tanatlo Is keep-
fng his promiso ? Let's go and sco, nnd
have somo fun at his cxpense.”

The others agreed, and as thoy reached
the tent they heard the chaplain'a clear
volce In prayer. Ho was praying for
them, (hat tho f.ord would touchk thelr
hearts with the divino power ot his love,
and make them his obedlont servants,
his saved childron.

But they did not havo any * tun at the
chaplain's expense.” They parted com-
pany, but all did not go beyond tho sound
of the preacher's volce; and through that
earncst prayer, the very onoe who had
deputized him to pray for the party, was
convictod of sin and led to Christ,

Not one of the other threo forgot that
avening elther, and when a littls Iator
they too wero led to the foot of the cross,
they dated thelr first serlous ceavictions
to those words fitly spoken.

Thus does God abundantly bleas the
cfforts of his faithful sorvants. It may
be the wurds are spoken in very weake-
ness, but he will take them up and uso
them for his glory.

Dear boys and girls, we may not be
chaplains or ministers or missionaries,
or hold any public place where wo have
the opportunity to do great things for
Christ; but let us be true to our colours,
and the blessings of our Father will ho
glpon the words which we may speak for

m.

UP THS NILE.

As we go up the Nile, a never-ending
variely of charming scenery is present-
ed to view. In some of thn tombs the
hieroglyphlica show the manner of

. Egyptian irrigation threo thousand years

.
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Jest and the flow of ruddy wine, and the ; helpful channels ?

|
!

hear; s0 he went falthfully, undauntediy |

t replied onc of the men addressed, look- |

ago. It ie the sume to-day. There are
the never-ending ditches, channels, and
canals, interlacing the soll with silvery
threads of fertility and life. IHere ars
stlll the poor fellows with their buckets
lifting the water fiom the Nile. They
stand there all day, in the sun, and dip
their buckets and Nft and empty them,
I counted the bucketfuls, and found that
in a day of ten hours a man would Jift
six thousand buckets of Nile water, for
which he receives a trifie of over ten
cents a day: yet they never go on a
strike. But, day after day, hour after
hour, those lithe, naked forms bow down
and bring up water from the Nilo as they
did three thousand years ago.

Up the Nile a farm-hand gets fifteen
cents a day, a carpenter twenty cents,
and a mason forty cents. No wonder
that with wages s0 low, and with guch
crowds of slaves, the old Egyptian kings
could build up the pyramids and con-
struct wonderful torabs.—MNew York Ob-
server.

THE NOBILITY OF SAVING.

The rescue work carried on by the
Salvation Army and other Christian or-
ganjzations {n the Ilarge cities i3 one
whoge value and {mportance cannot be
overestimated, when the worth of a stngle
eoul is fully realized and its relatlon to
soclety rightly understood.

If we call him “ who makes two blades
of grass grow whero only one has grown
before,” a benefactor, what term shall
wo apply to one who helps to save &
soul, thereby turning nll {ts powers into
Truly he f{s only
second in greatness “to the God who
makes "

*Make mo a man,” called the king to
the artist,

And he cut a superb figuro from stony
marble, and tonught 1t to the px=lace.

“It can't breathe,” cried the king;
* make me a 1an.”

And again, the artist made s figure of
wax, with rich colour, and tho blood

y scemed almost beat{ng through the veins,

I

4

*It i3 cold,” cried the king:; “ wake
me a man.”
And then the artist took a poor beggar

A third lcoked up with a sneer on his ' from the strcets and cleanscd him and
*We'll deputlze you to pray for dressed him, snd took him by the hand

and lJed him to the king. saying, “ O

“I will he king, I could not make a man mysel?, but

here I8 one whom God mado and whom I
have found.”

And the king gald, “The man who
saves §8 nearly like in greatness to ‘the

“That I may present your case .per- God who mekes.

-
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A Thankful Soul.
UY PRANK L. BTANTON.

I take 1ife Jest as I find it.
It it's hot I néver mind (t ;
Hunt around fer shndy trees ‘
An’ Jest whistle up a breeze!

It it's snowin’, why—I go,

Jest go a-skimmin’ ‘crost the snow !
(Ever try how good it feela

In & wuggon off the wheels 7)

8pring or winter, summer, fall, .
I'm Jest thankful fer ‘em all !

|

Folks say this world’s full of strife :
That fest 'livens up my lfe!

‘When the good Lord made it, he I
Done the best fer you an’ me— '
Saw the sky had too much blue,
An' rolled up a cloud or two ;
Glvo us Hght to sow an’ rcap,
Then threw in the dark for sleep.
Every single drop of dew
Twinkles on & rose fer you.

Toll you! this world's full o' light—
Bun by days znd stars by night;
S8ometimes sorrow comes along,

But it's all mixed up with song.
Folke that always make complaint
They ain‘t healthy—that they ain't !
Som?2 would jest live with the chills
It it warn't fer doctor’s bilis !
Always finding fault with thinge—
K:!D a bird because it sings.

I take life jest as I find it

It it's & sunshiny day,

Hot or cold, I never mind it -

That's my time for makin hay ;

It 1it's rainin’, fills my wish-

Makes the Jakus jest right fer fish ;
YWhen the snow falls white as foam,
Then 1 track the rabbits home.
Spring or winter, summer, fall,

I'm jest thankful fer em all’

——

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUAKRTER.
STUDIES 1IN OLb TESTAMENT HISTORY

LLESSON 1V —OCTUBER 25.
THE PROVERBS OF SOLOMON.
Prov, 1. 1-19. Memory verses, 7-10.
(Read Prov. 1. 1-33)

GOLDEN TEXT.

My son, {f sinners entice thee, consent
thou not.—Prov. 1. 10.

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—- Read the Lesson (Prov 1.
1-19).

Tuesday.—Read the promises made to
the wise (Prov. 2. 1-9). Learn the Golden
Text.

Wednesday.—Read of something better
than rubies (Prov. 8. 1-11). Answer
the Questions. !

Thursday.—Read how the wise differ
from the foolish (Prov. 10. 1-14). Learn
the Memory Verses,

Friday.—Read what
(Prov. 14. 1-12).

Saturday.—Read the result of rejecting
reproof (Prov. 15. 1-12).

Sunday.—Read a contrast
good and evil (Prov. 15 20-33)
the Teachings of the Lesson.

QUESTIONS

1. The Search for Wisdom, verses 1-6

1. What is & proverb ? Did Solomon
write the entire book ? 2. Why was it
written 7 What is the truest wisdom ?
3. Whnt are the two branches of our
duty ? 4. For whom were these pro-,
verbs chiefly prepared 2 5. Why should
we take good advice ? 6. Give a second
purpose of this book ?

II. The Beginning of Wisdom, verses
7-9.
7. Waat is meant by the fear of the
Lord ? How is it the begioning of
knowicdge ? What will foilow it wo
neglost God’s claims 2 8. What 18 next
to picty toward God ? What blessings
are promised it we obey parents ?

III, The Enticements of Sin, verses
10-19.

10. Why do the wicked tempt the good?
Is it a sin to be tempted » 11, What is !
moeant by *lay walt”? 13. What do!
wrongdoers get beside booty or spoil 2|
15. WWhy should we guard against the!
first wrong step * 37. How may we imi- !
tate birds ?  18. Who is hurt most oy
sin ? Why should we refuse unlawful
gain ?

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.,

We should seck knowledge, that we |
may avoid the doom of wrongdoing and
gocure the. roward of obedience. It is
our privilege to profit by the experience
of-othere. We may-safely trust the wis:

is at the end

botween
Study

dom and love of good parents and al-
ways obey them., Not all companlon-
ahips arc safe. As the most polsonous
reptiles are the most brillfant in appear-
auce, so the more desirable avil seems
the moro deadly it §s. Religlon wil}
save us from falling into many snares.

prem—

QUEER BATTLE EQUIPMENTS.

A migslonary In China, writing to
friends in this country not long ago, told
something which seems very strange to
us. Heo safd that he saw large bodies of
Chinege soldlers marching to meet the
Japanese, and, instead of tho weapons
we should expert to sce In the hands of
soldiers, many were holdlng umbrellas
or carrying fans, while every tenth man
bore a banner. And some one clse has
sald that umbrellas and fans were even
carried into battle by some of the sol-
dlers,

No wonder that Japan, which has
adopted modern methods, was able to
defcat China, though ten times larger
than herself.

If we are to be conquerors in the fight
with evil in our own hearts apd in the
world about us, we must have the very
best possible equipment, ‘'the whole
armour of God,” the Bibls calis it. Fur-
nished with this, and relying on his
strength, we must strive for victory.
Only so can we obtain.—Christian Ad-
vocate,

WATER SPIDERS.

WATER SPIDERS.

These are very remarkable creatures.
They possess the faculty of making a
Little balloon, as ft were, in the water,
and filling it with air, so that they can
live quite comfortably beneath the sur-
face of a pond.  This little air chamber
is attached by numerous threads to ad-
Jacent water plants.  The spider makes
frequent visits to the surface, as shown
in the picture. The amount of me-
chanical and almost sclentific skill that
these creatures possess is marvellous.
They may be said to have invented both
diving bell and suspenslon bridge long
beforc man had ever thought of either.
Small wonder that the Psalmist, con-
sldering the wonders of nature, devoutly
exclaimed, “O Lord! how marvellous
are thy works! {n wisdom hast thou
made them all ¥

ADVICE TO YOUNG LADIES.

“ Young ladies,” saild Eli Perkins to
the Nashville Seminary girls, “1 want
to talk ceriously to you about your
mothers. It may be that you have
noticed a careworn look upon her face
lately. Of course, it has not been
brought there by any act of yours ; still
it 13 your duty to chase it away. I wsnt
you to get up to-morrow morning and
get breakfast; and when your mother
comes and beging to express her sur-
prise, kiss her on the mouth. You can-
not imagine how it will brighten her
dear-face. Besldes, you owe her a kias
or two. Away back, when you were a
Iittle bit-of-a girl, she kissed you when

‘09 one .else was tomptod by your fever:

through those years of childish sunshine
and shadows she was alweys ready to
cure, by the magic of a mother's Ikiss,
your little dirty chubby hands whenever
they were Injured by those first skir-|
mishes with the rough old world. Of
course she 18 not so pretty and kissable
ag you are; but if you had done your
share of the work during the last ten
years, the contrast would not be so
marked. She wlill leave you one of these l
days. These burdens, if not lifted from :
her shoulders, will break her down.
These rough, hard hands, that have done '
|
i

so many necessary things for you, will
be crossed upon her lifeless breast.
Those neglected lips that gave you your
first baby kiss will be forever closed,
and those sad, tired eyes will have
opened in eternity, and then you will ap-
preciate your mother; but it will be too
late."—Selected.

LITTLE FOXES.
BY HELENA H. THOMAS.

A fox s a very common animal, and
one familiar to most of my readers, es-
pecially boys. This little animal is so
shy and so cunning that it often does a
great deal of mischict before the danger
of its presence is discovered.

In Western Asia people raise many !

4 mon of

grapes, and the fox {s a great pest to

t the grape grower. Not the big foxes,
for they cannot get through the fences "
but the little foxes, w.hich, in spite of

» every precaution, make thelr way ,
tbrough small holes aud often do great,

« damage before they are discovered, and ,

s that is why we read in the Song of Solo- ,

“the little foxes that spoil the

1+ vines.”

Do we realize that our hearts are like,
+a vincyard which needs constant watch- )

+ fulness on our part, that the little foxes,

+ of sin enter not 2 The King has given

us each a heart which we are first of all

to give back to him, and then we must
watch very carefully to see that its fruit
fs good. But it needs consfant vigilance
to keep the heart vineyard free from the
little toxes of sin. Perhaps thinking of |
bis *-~es like swearing and stealirg, you :
shake jour head, but the wee ones, so,
small that you have never thought to
look after them, are they there ? Let us
hunt. Are you selfish ?

) troublesome fox {s vours, for there is no
1 rocin for Christ fn a sclfish heart. Do:
» you look down on those who are poorer
+ thaa yourself ? Then guard agalnst the

. little fox Pride, for * pride goeth bLofore |
murmuring ;

 destruction.” Are you
 against God because you lack some of
, the good things of life which others !
have? Then another fox ig trapped ;
}its name : Ingratitude.

+ How I wish that we bad more space,
; that we might together, though far apart,
¢ hunt until we had discovered in the
|heart_all- the little foxes of -eln, which
; ot only make us unhappy, but hinder

1t so, you |
break the Golden Rule, and a very |

{ our uséfulness as well. For remember
y that we are here on -earik:for &-purpose,

' talnted breath and swollen face. And ‘ and that, each in his own way, wo can

be useful, it tho “lttle foxes" are

trapped.

Lost, the Summoer

Where has the summer gone ?
She was just here a minute ago,
With roses and dajsles
To whisper her praises—
And every cne loved her so!?

Has any one seen her about ?

She must have gone oft in the night !
And she took the best flowers
And happlest hours,

And asked no one's leave for her flight.

Have you notfced her steps In the grass ?
The garden looks red where she went;
By the side nf tho hedge
There's & goldenrod edge ;
And the roge-vines are withered and bent.

Don't you fear she is sorry she went ?
It seems but a minute since May !
I'm scarce half through
What 1 wanted to do ;
It she only had wafted a day !

Do you think she will ever come back ?
I wHl watch every day at the gate
For the robins and clover,
Saying over and over;
1 know she will come, 1f I wait "

“ Robbing Peter to Pay Paul.’—Our
readers who have heard this expression
80 often, without knowing its origin, will
be glad to have the following explana-
tion from Harper's Young People
“* Robbing Peter to Pay Paul® was first
used when Westminster Abbey was called
St. Peter's Cathedral. Money teing
needed to settle the accounts of St. Paul's
Cathedral, it was taken by those in au-
thority from St. Peter's, quite to the dis-
gatisfactlion of the people, who asked,
*Why rob St. Peter to pay St. Paul ?
Over two hundred years afterward the
saylng was again used in regard to the
same churches at the death of the Earl
of Chatham, the city of London declaring
that so great a statesman should be
burled in St. Paul's, while Parliament
tnsisted that one s0 noble in every way
would be more properly placed amid the
dust of kings in Westminster Abbey, and
that not to bury him there would be for
the second time ‘ robbing St. Peter to pay
St. Paul.’ The Abbey very justly carried
the day.”

Saddle, Sled e Snowshae

Pioneering on the Saskatchewan
in the Sixties,

By John McDougall,

Author of ‘‘Forest, Lake and Prairio.”
With 16 full-page illustrations by J. E.
Laughlin.

Prlce' 810000

Thousands of Canadian boys and girls
have read ** Forest, Lake and Prairle,”
and enjoyed its thrilling pages. Nor
have thelr seniors read 1t with less in-
terest. Al of these readers will be glad
to know that Mr. McDougell's new book,
continuing the narrative of his eventful

y life in the Saskatchewan Valley, I8 now

ready. It is in every way a better book
than the first. The splendid illustra-
tions contributed by Mr. Laughlin
greatly enhance the interest and value
of the volume,

PRESS COMMENTS uN ‘‘ FOREST, LARE A\D
PRAIRIE.”

“Mr. McDougall {8 a true chilg of
nature. He has passed through scenes
that would stir the pulses of less im-
pulsive men, and he writes with tha
keenest enthusiasm : and this spirit pos-
sesses the reader of his thrilling pages.”
—Christlan Guardian.

“I have rcad no book better fitted to
inspire our Canadian boys with a
healthy interest in their own undis-
covered country ; nor any more calculat-
ed to put into our growing youth the
strong, sturdy, self-reliant spirit of a
real manhood, an herolc, muscular Chris-
tlanity.—Canadian Home Journal.
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