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GRACE DALLING'S TOMB.

GRAUE DARLING.
DY ANNIE L HANNAHL

On one of a rocky group of islands In
the Qerman Ocean, some four or five
miles {rom the coast of Northumberland
couzty, England, there lived, about
geventy Years ago, a little girl.  She had
no companicons save ler parents and one
brether; and we can jmagine her
wandering about her ocean-bound
home, feeding the water-birds,
hunting their eggs, gathering the
teathery ferns, after which the
group, the Fern or Farnc Islands.
was catled, or mounting, with her
brother, the winding stairs to the
lanterp of the lighthouse of which
her father was keeper.

There she must have stood on
many 2 dey., looking over the
ocedn; sometimes under smiling
skies, with the water rippling, and
lapPlng gently upon the- rocks be-
[ neath her; sometimes when a whd
R storm was dashing the spray half-
way up the lighthouse tower, and
the gulle flew darting like flashes
of lightning aver the crests of the
W :aging billows. She must have

§ gloried in the magnificent sight,
hut I Joubt it there ever occurred
to her mind the jdea, that through
such g storm she, the Jaughter of
the Lopgstone Lighthouse keeper
would one day hecome so famous
that her name would be in every
[ mouth, I think not; on the con-
trary, we are told that she was of
a very modest and retiring disposi-
tion, and probably thought only of
doing her duty which God had
plainiy given her to do, which at
that dme was to learn, lke other
{ittle girls, ner daily lessons, and
to help her mother in the care of
their island home. And so, in
faithful attenticn to these duties,
vears passed away, till Grace Dar-
ling was twenty-two years of age,
and the Eirl hed become & brave
and oble woman.

_ One pight—it was the 6th of Sep-
' ternber, 1838—a wild storm broke
over the ocean, the waves rose
moundtains high, the night was
pitchy black, and the rain poured
down {n torrents, In the mldst of
this terrible tempest, a steamer, go-
ing from Huill to Dundee, with
sixty-three passengers on board,
- was Wrecked on one-of the Farne
lclands. There, on that ragged
rock, with no help near, with the
ocean like a bofling caldron -be-
ncath them, the ship-broke in two;
the sterp. where stood the captain and
his wite, with many of the passengers,
was Swept immediately away; but the
fore Dart remained jammed on tho rocks.
Clinglng there for thelr very lives, ex-
pecting every moment to be torn away
ty the mad waters, nine human bejngs—
all that was left of the large comspany—
passed that horrible night, and there they
were discovered, in the early morning
light, by Grace Darling, nearly a mile
away from the island, with a gea between
on wkich it scemed madness to attempt
1o launch 2 boat; and yet the moment
her ¢yo caught sight of those sufferers
she declared that she must save them.
Her father. who was well accustomed to
the oteap In all its moods, told her that

it wan only casting away thelr own
lives, without the possidility of ald-
ing the shipwrecked crew. and tricd
with all his power to persuade her
to givo up so0 terrible a venture
But she would not listen to him.
and declared that if ho did not go
with her she would go alone: for
make the attempt to save thase lives
rho would, though she perished in
<bat attempt.

She was alone with lrer parents
on the isiand, her brothor baving
gone on business to the malnland
before the storm broke. When at
last her fathor found that she was
determined, he consented to mako
the attempt, though with very littio

© hope that elther of them would ever
return. But God, who holds the
waters in the hollow of his hand, was
pleased to crown their effort with suc-
cess. The terrible journey was begun,
the mother Leiping to launch the boat.
With what sensativns must she have
watched the Iittle craft. so tiny in com-
parison with the mighty waves, which
now lifted it high up into the air, the
next moment broke over it, threatening

GRACE

to capsize it, and bury forever her dear
ones from her sight! Many must have
been the prayers that followed them over
the foaming watezs; and many must have
been the petitions for their safety which
went up from the miserable creatures,
clinging so desperately to those slippery
crags, knowing, as they must have
, known, that on that little hoat depended
their only chance of life. On it went;
pow * mounting up to the heavens;” now
plunging from sight, while the anxious
watcaers on elther side hold thelr
breath, and wonder if at last the end
has come. No! there it 1s again, on the
ciest of s wave, and both father and
daughter, thank God, still safe!

Now it {s nearing the dangerous crags;

will it, can it, avold being dashed to
pleces on thoso terrible rocks, or is that
long and tollsomo journey, after all, to
have been taken in vain ?

No, not In valn, the wreck 18 reached
at last, and one after another, those
stiffened hands aro unclasped and the
wretched suierers drop, alinost uncon-
ecious, {nto the littloc boat. Slowly and
tollsomely tiie roturn journey is safely
made, and the rescuced crew tenderly
cared for.

Then from every part of Great Britein
and from distant nations came tokens ot
every kind, expressing tho admiration
with which tho daughter of the poor
lighthouse keeper had, by her noble cour-
age, lnspired all tho world,

In Bngland alone, thers was raised for
her a subscription of seven hundred
pounds sterling, or $3,600, and many valu-
able presents from pergons of rank were
poured upon her. Her portrait was
taken, and appeared in all parts of the
world, and the little island was visited
constantly by those anxious {or & glimpse
of the heroine. This would bave been
enough to turn the head of any ordinary

DARLING.

£irl, but Grace Darling was only thank-
ful that she had been allowed, so beau-
tifully, to help the suffering; and while
she was truly grateful for all the kind-
ness gshowered upon her, it did not change
her modest, retiring character. She still
lived with her parents, on the lonely
little island, though probably in gresater
comfort, owing to the genmerous gift of
nioney which she had recelved.

But not for Jong did she stay to enjory
the frults of hor brave act; three ycars
jater her heaith began to give way, and
on the 20th of October, 1842, she died of
congumption.

Though many yecars have passed since
that time, more than half a century, tha
name of Grace Darling ix still, and ever

will be, hold in high estcom—an examplo
of what & woman can do.

It 13 not given o all to perform a great
and herole act which will make our name
famous, but tu overy man and woman,
ves, to the youngest child, is given the
opportunlty wkich Grace Darling used so
nobly, thet of doing thoroughly and well
the duty which our heavenly ¥Father
gives us to do, leaving -ith him, ag our
herolno did, tho rosults. - -

HOW TO READ.

Read with attention. Wero you nover
rousced from a reverie to find that while
your eyes had beon following tho lines
of tho printed page, your wits bhad been
wool-gathering, and that if your life had
depended upon it, you could not have told
what you had beon reading sbout ? Such
1eading {s worse than profitless, for it
lossens the power of attention, the one
power that, more than any other, dis-
tinguishes the successful from the un
ruccessful student

Take notes  This will compel atten-
tion; for one cannot make a synopsis of
what is but vaguely apprehended.
The practice of taking notea de-
ve'ops the analytical powers, tralns
the mind to discriminate between
the vital and the uncessential polnts
of an article or & book, fastens the
new facts or thoughts upon the
ewnory, facilitates review, and
makes avallable the results of ono'’s
reading Cuttings or " scraps of
boock paper may be bought for a
gong at any printing offce and
mounted upon pasteboard tablets
of convenlent size.  Such paper is
used by economnical authors 1o the
preparation of thelr manuscripts.

If the book that you are reading
I» your own, underlinc cholce pas-
sages, add pencil notes {u the mar
£in,_and opposite paragraphs whose
tiatements you question, put im-
pertinent  Interrogation  points.
Such marks will iavite you to a re-
view of the book, and will greatly
cnhance its foterest o others who
may read it  To such readers, the
glimpses into your mind afforded
ty critical pencll notes in thoe mar-
gin, will maeke the perusal of the
book secem almost like reading in
the companionship of a thoughtful
friend. It sometimes happons that
ai. author's statements may be cor-
rected or made more iatelligible.
The reader should pot hesitate to
perform that friendly service for
subsequent readers, The Rev.
Joseph Cook marks with one, twu
and three lines in the oater margin,
passages that he approves, and in a
like manner he marks, on the inner
margin, passages he disapproves.
Mr. Cook advises rcaders to follow
bis example, memsorizing the sen-
tences marked with three lines in
the outer margin. Review again
and agailn all that you wish to
make your own.

PROUD OF A PATOH.

A poor boy with a large paten
on onc knee of his trousers was
langhed at by his schoolmates, who
called him * Old Pateh.”

“Why don’t you fight him 7
cried one of the boys; * 1I'a give it to bim
it he called mo 50.”

*Oh,” suid the boy, “you don’t sup-
pose I am ashamed of my patch, do you ?
For my part, I'm thankful for a good
ciother to keep me out of rags. I'm
proud of the patch £5r her sake.”

A patch Is better than a hole. and
patched garments which are paid for are
more conmfortable thax new ones which
make a man afraid to meet his taflor,

Last December little George saw a
snowstorm for the first time. * AMfamma!
mamma !” he called out from the win-
dow, “bring a big pap! 1It's raining
topcora I
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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Temperance GirL

A jolly temperance girl am I
With honest heart and true.
Striving to 4o with all my wigh.

Whatocr 1 find t~ do .

No wine or branly cer 111 pnt
In pudding, eanie or ple,

Ah. no, fndeed | that's "guinst the mie,
For a temp'rance girl am i

No whiskey pickles will I taste,
Nor gel befora a guest;

But in the temp'rance cause 1l work,
And do my very best

No brandy peaches or homemade wine
shall on my table find a place,
Though tho President should with me
dine,
1 would'not thus our cause disgrace.

or, am I not a tewp'rance girl,
Pledged honest heart and hand ?
Yes! I'll fight for right with all my
might ¢
For God and Home and Natlve Land.

OUR PERIODICALS:

The best, the cheapest, the most entertaining, the
moat popular Yearly

sub'n

Chbristian Guardian, weekly..... oo ... 00
Mathodlst Magazino and Neview, 98 pp., munthly

filustrated .. .. . .en

Christian Guanfian and Aethodist Magazrne and

Review
Magazine :;:d Review, Guardiap and Onwand to-
r

Je €fe eeeiins e serees.

The Wealeyan BTN

8unday § ool Banner, 65 pp., 8vo._ monthly..__..

Onward, B pp., élo., weekly, under 6 copies .. .
8 copies and over.. . A

Pleasant Hours, ¢ pp., 410,. we-ikly, single coples .
Less than 20 coples

..................

Over20copies....o..occoev... S
Sunbeam, fortnightly, less than ten coples. ..
10 coples and upwards
tHappy Days, fortnightly, less than ten coples
10 coplesand upwards .
Dew Drops, weekly,.... ..... ......
Rerean Scnlor Quarterly (quarterly),
Revesn leaf, monthly.. . .. ... .
Berean Intermadiate Quarterly (quarterly)....
Quuurlg Review Service. Dy the vear, 24c &
ozen, §2 per 100, per quarter, Oc &
dozsn; 00c. per 100
TR ST™OVE PRICES INCLUDE POSTAOR,
WILLIAM BRIGGT,
AMethod!ist Book and Publishing House, Toronto,
C. \V. Coarzs, 8. F. Hepamn,
#176 8t. Catherine 8¢.. Wesleyan Book Room,
Montreal. Halifax, N.S,
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. ¥, H, Withrow, D.D,, Editor,

TORCNTO, JANUARY 27, 1900.

KING MTESA AND THE BIBLE.

In a speech dellvered in England
not long ago, Henry Al Stanley, the
celebrated explorer, told the remarkable
story of a missionary Bible. He said:

Janet Liviagstone, the sister of David
Livingstone, made mo a present of a
richly bound Bible. Not liking to risk
it on the voyage round the Victuria
Nyanza, I arked Frank Pocock, my com-
panion, to lend me his sumewhat worn
and stained copy; and I sailed on my
way to Uganda, little thinking what a
revolution fu Central Africa that book
would make We stayed in Uganda
someo time, and one day during a morn-
ing levee, and subject of religion w.s
broached, and I happened to strike an
emotional chord in the king's heart by
making a casual reference to angels.
King and chlefs were moved &s one man
to hear more about angels. My verbal
descriptions of them were pot sufficient.
“ But,” satd I, “I have 3 book with me
which will tell you far better, not omy
what angels are, but what God and his
blessed Son are like, to whom the angels
are but ministering servants.” ‘ Fetch
it,” they ecagerly cried, * Fetch it now;
wo will wait.” The book was brought,
opened, and I read the tenth chapter of
BEzekiel, and the soventh chapter of the
Revelation from the ninth chapter to the
end; and as I read the cleventh and
twelfth verses you could have hecard =
pin drop. And when they heard the con-
cluding verses, * They shall hunger no
more, aeither thirst any more, neither
shall the sun light on them, nor any
heat,” 1 had a presentiment that Uganda
would oventually be won fur Christ. 1
was not permitted to carry that Bible
away, Mtesa never forgot the wonder-
ful words, por the startling effect they
had on him and on his chiefs. As I was
turning eway from his country. his mos-
songer came and cried, “ Tho book!
AMtesa wants tho book I” It was given
to him. To-day the Christians aumber
many thousands in Uganda. They have
proved thefr faith at the stake, under the
knobstick and under torture till death.

CORRECTING A FAULT.

Geoffrey Miller was a prett 1 wort
of a boy, but he had one fau® nat
was a gerlous one: he d!d pot pay atten-
tion to wnat was told him, and then, in
excuse, would say, I forgot.”

1is motler tried in many ways to help
him overcome this fault. One day ho
torgot to close the gate between tho barn-
yurd and garden, and tho cow ate up the
early vegetables as well as the sweet
peas and pansies.

Another day his mother sent him to the
mea: market to order the roast for din-
ner.  Then she went out, and did not
return nntil near dinner-time.  Mr. Mil-
ler brought home with him some friends
to dinner. Mrs. Miller, as soon as she
returned, went into the kitchen to sco if
dinner was ready to bo served, but the
cook told her the roast had not come.
Of course, it was Geoftrey’s fault, and his
mother was annoyed and his father dis-
pleased,

After the guests went back to the city
Mr. and Mrs. Miller talked the matter
over, and Mr, Miller said :

* Really, that boy ought to bt taught
to remember to do what he is told.”

Mrs. Miller thought go, too. and they
decided to try-a new plan.

The next day Geoffrey was to go to
the city with his father. His mother
lald out his clothes ready for him the
night before, and Geoffrey's last words
to her were:

* Now, mother, don't forget to call me
in time.”

Not that his mother ever had forgotton
to call him, but it was a way Geoffrey
had of talking.

The next morning the rising bell rang
as usual. Geoffrey heard it, but think-
g there was plenty of time he did not
get up at once, and was soon fast asleep.

I. was oight o'clock, breakfast over,
and Mr. Miller had gone to the city when
Geoffrey came down.

* dfother, why didn’t you csll me ?” he
usked,

* Why, Geoffrey, I forgot,” sald his
mother. $She was just ready togo toa
neighbour’s, and did not comfort Geoffrey
over his disappuintment.

At 8 neighbour's lived a8 boy of
Geoffrey's age—George Johnson, The
two boys were great friends, That
afternoon Mr. and Mrs. Johason and
George weat to take a Jong ride in the
country. They sent word by Mrs, Miller
for Geoffrey to go with them.

On ¥rs. Miller's return home she sald
nothing about the matter to Geoffrey.

On her way home she met s boy who
asked her to say to Geoffrey that the
black-and-tan puppy was old enough for
him to take away. and if he wanted it he
must como that morning after it.

When Mrs. Miller reached home she
found Geoffrey still unhappy because he
did not go to the city, but by afternoon
he felt better, ard as some friends came
to see him he hed qute a.pleasant time,
He fnvited them to come again the next
day to play croquet with him,

* Father i3 golng to bring a new set
from the city for me,” said Geoffrey.

Mr. Miller came home and Geoffrey
asked for the croquet set.

‘“Why, Geoffrey, I forgot to get ft”
gald Mr, Miller.

Geoftrey went away sorrowfully, but
he did not say anything, There was a
look in bis father’s eyes which kept him
silent.

After tea Mr. and Mrs. Johnson and
George camo to the house on their way
home from their drive. Mr. Johnson
stopped his horse at the gate to talk with
Mr. Miller, and George sald to Geoffrey :

"?Why dida't you come and go with
us 11]

* Go where ?” asked Geoffrey.

“ To Fisher's Pond. We bud fine Juck
Sshing.” And he showed Gesffrey a
big string ot fish.

*Because you dido't ask me,” said
Geoffrey.

“0Oh, yes,” sald George, “1 sent you
word by your mother to ¢ome and go
with us.”

* Mother didn't tell me,"” said Geoftrey.

# That 1s strange,” said George, * for
she saild she would be, pleased to have
you go."

No more was sald, as Mr. Johnson
drove away home, but Geoffrey came to
his mother about the matter.

‘“ Way, Geoffrey, I must have forgotten
it.,” was her excuse.

Before Geoftrey could reply the boy
who bad the black-and-tan dog cailed to
sce him.

“Geoff, I thought you wanted the
puppy, but &s you did not come I sold it
to Mr. Gray, who has taken it to the city
with him for his little boy.”

1 did want it; you knew I did. Why
didn’t you let me know it was old cnough
to be taken away ?”

The boy looked up to Mrs. Miller, say-
ing:

* 1 dtd send you word, didn't I, ma’am?”

« Why, yes, so you did,” sald Mrs. Mil-
ler. *“1 must have forgotten it.” *

Geoffrey sald nothing, for he began to
soe there must be some renson why his
father and mother, who had never before
forgotten anything that gave him piea-
sure, had forgotten so maany things in a
single day.

Lgnto lnytho evening Licutenant Graham
called, on his way home from the parade,
and said :

“1 was sorry not to sce you at parado,
Geoftrey. I know you'd like it, so I re-
quested your mother to tell you to be
sure and come. It was spiendid. Yon
ought to have scen us!” And he lald
his hand on Geoffrey's shoulder.

“ Mothier did not tell me,.” answered
Geoftrey, hang{ng his head in shame.

“1 certafnly must have forgotten it.
For you did tell me, leutenant,” sald
Geoffrey's mother,

And the lieutenant left, saying: ' I'm
sorry, Geoffrey., But I must hurry home
now.,”

That night, before Geoffrey went to
bed, he catno and stood a moment by his
mother's chair, und then said :

** Mother, I'll try not to forget any
more.”

And ho kept his word, too.—The Morn-

ing Star.
ﬁ NEW BOOKS.
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“ A Pair of Them.” By Jane H. Spet-
tigue. With four fllustrations. Lon-
don : Blackie & Son, Limited. Toronto :
\William Briggs. Price, 90 cents.

The scene of this story 18 laid on the
coast of Corawall, and the chief actors
are two brothers—Will and Miles Tre-
herne—living with o bachelor great-
uncle. The boys are left free to choose
their own amusements, and this leads
them iInto numerous adventures with
smugglers and wreckers. Both Will and
Miles are sturdy, self-reliant, and thor-
oughly likeabie youngsters, and are cer-
tain to be highly popular alike with boy
and girl readers.

* A Queen Among Girls.” By Ellinor
D. Adams. With six {llustrations.
London : Blackie & Son, Limited. To-
ronto : William Briggs. Price, $1.25..

Augusta Pembroke is the head of hor
school, the favourite of her teachers and
fellow-pupils, who are attracted by her
fearless and independent nature, and her
queenly beuring, She dreams of a dis-
tinguished professional career; but the
course of her life 18 changed suddenly by
the pity tardlly awakened in her heart
for her timid and sensitive little brother
Adriap, the victim of his guardian-
uncle's -harshness.  Brother and sister
go out into the world together, and learn,
as they share troubles, to love and trust
each other. When their guardian re-
grets his injustice, the girl and boy have
found o refuge with hitherto unknown
kin; but Augusta, true to her noble ideals,
returns to her guardian, and becomey the
sunshine of his home.

*“Put to the Proof” By Mrs. Henry
Clarke. “ Teddy's Ship.” By A. B.
Romney. *“Irma’s Zither” By Edith
King Hall, ‘““The Island of Refuge” By
Mabel Mackness. London; Blackie &
Son, Limfited. Toronto : William Briggs.

.Price, 25 cents each.

Messrs. Blackie & Son have devoted,
this year, special attention to the pro-
duction of a new series of illustrated
story-books, in which both language and
ideas are well within the understanding
of little folk. ‘The books are carefully
graduated to suit the requirements.of
children below eleven or twelve years of
age.

* Wynport College.” A Story of Eng-
lish School Life. By Fred Harrison.
With eight ilustrations. London:
Blackie & Son, Limited. Toronto: Wil-
llam Briggs. Price, $1.75.

No boy who is a boy can fail to be
delighted with this spirited story. The
hero and his chums differ as wideiy in
character as in personal appearance.
We have Patrick O’Fflahertie, the good-
natured Irish boy, taller by a head than
any of his companions; Jack Brooks, the
irrepressible humorist; Davie Jackson,
the true-hearted little l1ad, who is accused
of theft, and thin~s look very black till
he is triumphantly vindicated. i

“ That Examination Paper.” A Story
for Girls. By Edith King Hall. Loun-
don : Blackie & Son, Limited. ‘Toronto :
Willilam Briggs. Price, 50 cents.

During the examinations at a girls’
school, the key to an arithmetic paper
is stolen from the hexd-mistress’s room

and found in Maggie's dexk.  Other clr-
cumstances pointing to her gullt, sao is
condemaied 1n spite of her assertion of
funocence, Iinally, she meets with an
arcident, Myra thinks she I8 dead, and.
in a panic of rcmorse, confesses that she
is thoe real culprit. At first Maggle can-
not forgive her friend, but better foclings
provail, and the story ends happily.

New ¥ear's Day in Ohina.
All shops are closed, no business done,
The busy, bustling crowd are gone;
One scems to bo almost alone,
On Neow Year's Day in China

Tis strangely still; fow folks abroad,
No coolles stagg'ring ‘neath thelr load;
No chair or barrow on the road,

On New Year's Day in China.

Anop we saunter down the street—

Some jugglers doing wondrous feat,

With Punch and Judy there cowplete,
On New Year's Day in China.

As usual, we Invited all
Our native friends, both great and small,
To visit us at “ Jesus Hall,” :

On New Year's Day in China.

All bright and early came each guest,
The men clean-shaved and neatly dressed,
In hat and gown and Sunday best,

On New Year's Day in China.

The children decked fn colours gay,
Thelr well-combed halr so smoothly lay.
With rose and poppy each a spray,

On New Year's Day in China.

Then, bending slowly to the groung,

Each person makes a bow profound,

And hopes good fortune may abound,
On New Year's Day in China.

Soon, seated round the board, each guest

Attacks the food with eager zest,

And with hi3 chopsticks does his best,
On New Year's Day in China.

On pleasure now cach one is bent;

In cheerfulness and merriment

The quickly passing hours are spent,
On New Year’s Day in China.

When day begins to wear away,

And little folks are tired ot play,

We gather round to sing and pray,
On New Year's Day in China.

The elders then, with solemn voice,

Invited all who would rejoice

For God and heaven to make thelr choice,
On New Year’s Day in China.

And so, not vainly spent our day,

Should some poor souls oue feeble ray

Of brightness gain to cheer their way,
On New Year's Day in China.

STOP BEFORE YOF BEGIN.

Success depends as much cn not doing
as upon doing; in other words, “ stop be-
fore you begin,” has saved many a boy
from ruin.

« From drinking and swedaring ana every
sin,
You are safe and secure if you never
begin,

Then, never begin, never begin; )

You can't be a smoker unless ¥Fou
begln.”

1t John, at that time a clerk in a ware-
house, had only sald when invited to stop
at & saloon and have a glass, “ No, 1
thank you,” he would not now bs the
fnmate of an inebriate asylum.

1t James, a clerk in & Gtore, when in-
vited to spend his next Sabbath on a
steamboat excursion, had said, “No, I
thank you,” he might to-day have been
perhaps an honoured officer in the church
instead of occupying a cell in prison.

1t js the ** first glass’ that brings the
murderer to the gallows.

It is the *“ first cigarette *’ that produces
the cancer cn the tongue and * tobacco:
heart,”

It ig the " first bet " that results in-the
gnanclal wreck of the gambler. .

it is the *“first impure word™ that
makes the string of terrible oa.u_zs. .



PLEASANT HOURS.

15

‘“Where's Mother.”

Bursting in from school or play,
This I8 what the children say,
Trooping, crowding, big and small,
On the threshold, in the hall--
Joining in the coupstant cry,
Bver, a8 the days E0 by—

““ Whero's mother 2

From the weary bed of pain,
This same question comea again;
From the boy, with gparkling eyes,
Bearing home hig carllest prize,
From the bronzed and bearded son,
Per{ls past, and honours won;

*“ Where's mother 2

Burdened with a lonely task,

One day we may vainly ask,

For the comfort of her face,

For the rest of her embrace,

l.et us love her while we may,

Well for us that we can say,
** Where's mother 2

Mother, with untiring hands,
At the post of duty stands,
Patlent, seeking not hor owi,
Anxious for the good alone,
Ot the children as they cry,
Ever, as the days go by,

** Whero's mother 7"

PROMOTED.

A Story of the Zulu War.
By SyoNky Warsox,
Author of “ The Slave Chase,” elc., ele.

CHAPTER III.
A PUZZLING PROBLEM,

** Attention! Take up arms! Fours,
right! Quick march " Boom, boom
from the drum; then, amid the lively
strains of * The Campbells are Coming,”
the men marched off from the troop-ship,
putting their feet for the first time on

}  Afric's coral strand.”

Corporal Harris had just bidden his
friend farewell; and, as Teddy Jones
looked over the ship’s side at the new-
born soul, he cried in his heart, “Oh,
Lord Jesus, he is thine; keep him, and
use iim for thipne own glory.”

How strange everything seemed to.

these young Englishmen, these soldier
B lads, as they landed; and they knew, from
§ all they heard, that tie war-cloud was
£ blacker than ever, and that they must
& cxpect, before long, rapid marches, and
‘an early initfation into the horrars of
¥ battle life.

Willy Wilson, the Ilittle fair-hafred.
blue-eyed drummer-boy of the company
t0 which Corporal Harris was attached,
was a general favourite. ‘There was a
child-like winsomeness about the boy, be-
P sides the fact that his voice was singu-
larly strong and sweet, and that he had
quite a gtore of songs—sokdier-songs, and
B touchingly sweet little home ballads, that
used to move mightily upon the hearts

i of thesp men,

F  Who shall say how much of open vice

and flagrant sin many of these men were
kept from by the restraint of pure senti-
ment, sung sweetly, whep added to the
memnNry of some personaliy pure, home-
hte assoctations ? Anyway, all among
them felt the better for the presence of
that boy and hils songs; and now, on this
first evening in a forelgn land, as they
lounged, or laid, or sat about in their
temporary barrack-rooms, tiregd out, most
of them, with the uausual bustle and
work of that busy day, they heard the
boy's volce, as the familiar potes and
familiar words floated upwards to their
earg from the guadrangle below :

**Home ! home ! sweet, sweet home,
Be it ever s0 humble,
There's no place like home.”

And then, In the fast-gathering gloom, a
hush fell upon them all, as they listened,
and as they thought of their homes far
away, and their loved ones; and, as face
after face came up before their minds,
B many a sigh was heaved, as the possi-
¢ Vilities of death, amid shot and shell,
spear or lance, arrow Or assegal, came
in rapld and telling thought upon them,
E und more than one wished he was “ sure ”
8 ag Corporal Harric was. )

The silenco and gloom became almost
painful, till a careless, merry-hearted
voung Scotchman—a geners! favourite in
the ranks, because of his light-hearted
galety and his queer pranks and antics—
suddenly sprang from his iron bedstead
on which he had been lying, and with
the “chanter” of his bagpipes, cvm-
menced to play in wildest manner the
merry strains of ‘“ Weel may the Keel
Tow,” ‘accompanied by such mad cupers
ag he danced xbout, that 'n 3 moment
the rcoms Schoed with peals of laughter,
and as lights were 1lit more than one
four or six joined In Scotch reel or Irlsh

Jlg and thoughts and cares wers flung to
tho winds,

Jem Horrls turned away with a sigh.
How bis heart yearned over these care-
les®,  light-hearted, frolicrome fallows;
how earncstly he longed to see them
* eplisted * yoder bis Captain.© Ho took
a turn In the open quadrangzle, flooded
now with a brililant moonlight, and
listened for o few minutes to the mucie
of the stringed band that was playing
in the officers’ mess-room, at a iate din-
ner.

Little did he think that he hlmself was
just then the subject of an carnest and
animated converzation botween two of
the oflicers of the regiment. Dinner was
over; they had drawn aside from the
table, and with coffce and fruit, or smok-
ing, they wero engaged in little knots
talking and laughing together. Two of
them appeared to have a difficult subject
under discussion, a subject, too, on which
there was an evident slight difference of
opinion; and as we draw near we catch
an impatient exclamation from one of

them,
“Pghaw! Fiddlesticks! All bosh, I
tell yout Of cuurse as a youngstor I

was brought up to go to church, and was
confirmed, and all that sort of thing; but
did that help me at all in such matters as
you speak of ? Not a bit of it. There
are just two things that our family has
been noted for for hundreds of years:
pride and temper. Well, now, you say
you beliove there s something in re-
liglon that will cure these things. Comc
now, old buy, that won't wash. Why,
there’s my old * mater,’ the marchioness,
she has turned awfully religious thls last
thicd years, but her temper geis worse
and worse; and as to her pride, why,
Satan himselt couldn’'t be stuck more
full of it Not that I mean any disre-
speet to her, dear old soul; but truth is
truth.  Well, now, here's the problem I
want solved : if religion will cure, and s
supposed to cure, how is it that the most
religtous people I krow appear to be the
most fincurable Iz reference to these
things 2"

His companion officer was a handsome,
aristocratic-looking man, about forty,
with a rare physique, over six feet in
height, straight as a lance, with muscles
of iron, marvellous nerve and powers of
endurance; with an eye keen and penc-
trating, and tbat firm lcok about the
mwouth that speaks so much; and yet
withal there ever hovered about that
mouth and those eyes a certain expres-
sion which always betokened a readliness
to smile, and the power to asopreclate
quickly the bright and the beautitul.

For a moment ht was silent; then,
taking the cigar away from his mouth,
and slowly allowing the smoke to escape
from half-closed lips, apparently watch-
ing the ever-changing form and hue of
its floating, blueish, grey cloud, he slowly
and thoughtfully said :

* Well, Gus, you know I don't go in
for these things, and don’t profess to un-
derstand them any more than you do. I
confess I have just the same sort of difi-
culties that you have about the matter.
1 was only telling you what 1s.an evident,
undisputed fect; that is, that ever stnce
Harrls' wife died so suddenly, and he
took up with those rehxious notions, he
has been another man altogether.”

“ How do you mean, Hal 2"

" Well, first of all, he has completely
lost, or conquered, or something else,
that abominable sulkiness he had. You
know, as well as I do, we often talked of
getting him shifted, or else brought he-
fore the Colonel, for the contempt he
showed for all rule or order when these
suiky moods were upon him.”

" That's so, Gus, it used to be awfully
aggravating.”

* Then, agaln, Hal, he was the foulest-
mouthed man in ail the detachment, and
when he commenced to swear it fairly
made one tremble. But all this §s com-~
Dbletely changed; and I confess that, after
watching him most carcfully for the past
month, I am puzzled to know the secret
of this life of his. Then, too, he is now
so thoroughly trustworthby; and, i 1 mis-
take not, he will come ‘nto some pro-
minence over this campaign, unless he
gets * popped off,” which would be a thou-
sand pitfes.,”

* By-the-bye, Gus. do you know apy-
thing about his early life ? What heas
he besn ? 1 pever saws in my life such
a fearless and perfect rider as he s, and
he seems to be g0 thoroughly handy at
anything he has to do. You see ue is
quite young yet—uot more than thirty, I
should- think, ~h ?”

** Yes, that. abou* his age,” replied his
companfon; “ but, my dear fellow, he has
Just the sort of training that will stand
by & fellow, and wnich will be likely to
make him & most aseful hend amid the
wild bush-fighting we are all destined to
know pretty ruch about before we are
any of us many wecks older. I asked

him once about himself, and he told me

’ he bad been rather wilc in hle boyhaod,

and that ho found hia way to Amerlea,
and there, in the South, among tha Reds
and wild eattle, he learned to keep hls
aeat in a saddle so marvellously Did
you ever seo him do that handkerchiet
hit * I remember ance, at some of the
garrison sports, he astonlshed every fue
with it  He was mounted on a fiery
little horse, that no one hardly dared to
mount, but on which he scemed ag much
at homo as it he wero sitting {n an arm.
chair.  He first rode about half-way
round tho course very slowly, shaking
out of their folds, as ne 1od+, four white
handkerchiefs &t about cqual distances,
As he dropped tho laxt one, ho aprang out
ot the saddle to the ground, undid ths
girth, and took =addle, and girth, and al}
off, then leaping acrogs the bare back
of his flery little animal, ho touched her
cides with his spur, and while sho rushed
round the course at a mad gallop. he
feaned over hor stde, till {t scemed as {f
Iig face almost touched the yxiound, and
picked up each handkerchief with his
finger and thumb; then, amid the cheors
of v ‘ellows, he quietly alid from the
back <. the uorse as it it was the most
ordinary thing in the world ho had done,
instead of a feat that not cue of us, either
o;ncer or man, had perhaps ever dreamt
of.”

** Really, old man, is that so ? I shouid

“AARRIS, ARE YOU BUSY "

think {it's likely, it this is known at
* drum-head,’ he is likely ty Le made use
of, unless his religion Is that sort that
makes a milksop of a mam'’

.“No, I don't think that. I believe he
would recognize a higher motive thanp
even the military diseipline and the sol-
dier’s duty. Dut .-e’ve got right away
from our problem : wbat is the power of
thig fellow's religion ? for, ‘pon my soul,
after all, a fellow ought to be prepared
to go somewhere safe If he got popped
off. ‘Bvery bullet has its bhilet,’ we
siug, and, as for me, I feel to-night that
if my life came to an end now, I've noth-
ing certain to think of in the future.
But, I say, this room is awfully hot;
shall we take a turn out of doors 7"

“I don't mind If we do, old boy."

Together thoy strolled out, just as Cor-
poral Harrls crossed the quudrangie. He
was passing them with the salute, whua,
ag it a sudden thought had struck the
officer who had been addressed as “Gus,”
he.stopped, snd safd ;

* Harris, are you busy ?”

*“ No, sir,” replied the man.

“Come hers, then, a few minutes,
Captain Elcombe and ! have been talk-
ing about you, and we were just trying
to golve a problem : how it was that you
had altered go in temper, and speech, and
—and—well, in fact, every way. uf
course we’'ve heard that you've turned
religious. That's so; I8 it not 2

“ Well, po, gir; I don’t think that is it
exactly. You see, sir, I did try to turn,
«Ver g0 many times, but ‘twas no use, till
a young chap on the ship that we came
out in—you may remember him, sir, he
used to sing 8o sweetly, and play the
concertina. Well, it was just as 1 was
in such awful grief over my wife's death,
and I was tsying to turn—but 1 did not
seem to make much of 2 job of it, for the
more I thought about myself, tho worse
I seecmed. But 1 believe God sent that
seaman gunper to me, as much as he sent
©hilip the Evangelist to the eunuch that
1 was veading about this morning in the
Acts of the Apostles. Weli, this salior
upset all my notions of ‘urning religlous,
and he showed me that the very first
slep was for me to look right away from
myself, and look at Jesuas Christ as hav-
ing borne my sin, and jledged his life,
as well as his word, to give me eternal
life through himsel?, But I hope you
Jon't mind my speaking like this to you,
gentlemen 2

“Not a2 bit of {t—not a bit, Harris.
Go on; I am intensely interested.”

And, in truth, both officers appeared

s their eager looky, seen in the pover-
ful southern wmoonlight, helped the eor-
poral tq open hig heart tully.

*Yes, aira, I found out that salvation
wasn't ateady ways, or Dible readings, or
saying pravers, ur turning aver new
leaves, but it waas just simply delleving
what God sald—frst, about myselt, that
1 was a alnner, and then what he sald
about his Son, that he was my Saviour
The fat was, gentlemen, T had always
lad & Qod, byt T had an Saviour”

* But, atop & minute, Ilarris! Iow
do you miean, youy had a tlod. but ne
Savlour 7*

* Why, sir, T belleved in a general way
In God's existence; and, of course, 1 know
that Jesus Christ had dled upon the cross,
but it nover occurred to me that person-
ally I could have no benefit from that
dcath unlcss 1 bellaved with all mny heart
what Qod said avout my sius, and his
Son’s atonement for them.  This waa
the frst thing, and then, with & power
I cannot describe, yet so simply, the
truth came to me, that though my sina
‘did as mountains rize,” yet that the
Lord had lald on his Son Jesus my sin:,
and that, It lald upon him, and I woull
by simplo faith accept that work, they
counld not rest on me.”

* Waell, ’pon my word, Harrls, this is a
strango story. Do you mean to say that
you had nothing to do to got this peace—
thig rest, as you call it 1"

“ Mo, sir; nothing. That's just where
I was making the mistake. That young
sallor laughed at my dolngs. He asked
me what I had been dolng, as X called it,
for my saivation, and I told him, reading
the Likle and praying, wma '.1g good re-
solutions; and cven crying a little; ang
he safd to me, * My Father is a King, he
gives, hs does not sell; you have bery
dealing with him as & pedlar might deal
with you: you have been ssylng, Here,
Lord, | want salvatfon, I want pardor
for my sin, I waat peace, and if you wilt
give mo this great gitt I will give you
all these works and tears of mine.’ And
then he quite laughed at me, hut a*
the same time he showed ms Christ:
wondrous love—Nhilg death upon the cros:
for mo, his last words, ‘It i{s finished
and God did for me, thzough that sailor's
personal dealing with tho stmple word
ot Gad, what all tho sermons I ever heard
failed to do for me "'

* Well, Harris, wo are both very gla.
of your good fortune, I am sure, and re-
Jolce in your fmproved temper, ete. Ane
now, I suppose, you feel at perfect res

| <S8 to your future, even (¢ ¥au should b-

stot or die of fever ?”

*Oh, yes, sir! But, pardon me just
a moment,” (for he saw they were turn
fng away, *nd would soon bring thi.
conversation to a close), 1 hope yon
won't bo offended, but these are ticklish
times, some of us may soon be killed. |
you do not know Jesus as your Saviour
please turn to him, so that, come life o
death, all shall be well."”

Just at this moment, an orderly crossed
from th¢ mess-room, whbere he had been
to seek the officer known 0 us as * Gus.~
Recogrizing him, the orderly saluted
him, ard then gald : * The colonel wishes
to Speak to you, Captain Morgan, on
urgent busliness.”

** All right, orderly; te!l bim I'l] comen
at once,” and only waiting to say to Cor-
poral Harris,  Well, Harris, I will talk
with you again of these things,” heo
turned qulickly, and foilowed the mes:

senger,
(To bo coatinued.)

The deocper Christians we become, the
more profound and rich fn fts sssocla
tions and suggestions becomes Christmas
Day. The more Christ §s to us, the mor-
this day, which gatbers his whole 1ife ug
and holds it in the light, must mean
Each year, if that figure in history bde
comes more centrsl, the first appearance
city of David was born a Saviour mus
grow more interostlng. Each ycar, if
our salvation by the SBaviour grows mare
complete, the day when unto us {u the
city of Dalva was born a Saviour mus:
break upon our lives with more myster!
ous angd gracfous power —Phillips Brooks

It is not uncommon %o hear the devo
tion and liberality of Roman Cathollcs,
mn the spread of thefr religlon, highly
Jauded in contrest with wbat is sald te
be the spathy and Darsimony of Protes
tants. Bat what gre the facts® The
annual giving for missions by 210 660 00N
Roman Catholics {3 $3,600.0060, while 160
000,900 Protestants give nearly $16,000,000

Green Apples.--“ Do you make much
out of your apples " asked the visiior
* Oh, pretty consideradble,” answered the
farmer, “but I've g4t 2 s03 up ‘n the
towa who makes more out of the apples
in 8 month than I mako the whole see-

eéon.” ‘A farmer, {8 he ™ “No; he's
a do?wr; I'm talking about gresn apples
now.*”
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HOURS,

Pledge for Boys.

Mi~a Willard 8 pledgn for bod s, and the
firat temprranss plisige ahe signed fo the
fame'y Bible ar Futest Ilome, Janessilie,
Wis
I pledge my briatn Ged's thoughta ¢ think
My lipw no fire or foam to drink
From aleohalte cap
Nor link with my pure breath tobacco’s

taint
For have 1 not a right to be
Ax wholesome, pure and free as she,
Wha through the years so glad and free,
Moves getitly onward to meet me ?
A knight of the new chivalry
For Christ and temperanes [ wonld be
In nincteen hundred, come and vee

FORFESNT HOME PLEDGY.

A pledge we make no wine to take,

Nor brandy red that turns the head,
Nor flery rum that ruins the home,

Nor whiskey hot that makes the sot,
Nor broawer s beer, for that wo fear,

And clder, too, will never do

Ta quench our thirst. Wo'll always bring
Cold water from the well or spring.

So here we pledgo perpetual huto

To all that can intoxicate.

RIS NAME I8 MOLE.
DY MItS ANNA BREATH.

A snug little aome we have here, the
architect, buinder, and tenant is a soft
iittle brown feiluw about five inches lung,
with no eyes to speak of, and cars Inside
of his head, if they are anyhere. The
ralleries and halls &re burrowed out of
tho brown bosom of our earth; over its
roof in summer the dafsfes nod, and in
winter the soft snowflakes wrap it in a
dainty white coverlid. There s no
chimney, for mother
Nature go cares for the
«hildren dependent upon

junetlon of two cr more of his runways
under somo especlally large lillock of
earth Here Madam Mole nurses and
rears her Ifttle ones, but they aro soon
tndeprndent and ready to care for them-
sclves.

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER
STUDIES IN THE LI¥E OF JESUS,

LESSON V. FEBRUARY {
THE FIRST DISCIPLES OF JESUS.
John 1 35-46 Memory verses, 306-37-

GOLDEN TEXT.
‘I hey tollowed Jesus.—John 1. 37.
OUTLINE.

1 Joun Directs Two Disciples to the
Measinh, v 35-39.

2 Ono of These First Two Disciples
Brings a Third, v, 40-42,

3 ‘Tho Messiah Himself Calls a Fourth
Dieciple, v. 43, 44.

4. The Fourth Disciple Calls a Fitth,
v. 45, 46.

Time.—February, A.D. 27. Probably
on Saturday, the Jewish Sabbath.

Place.—Bethabara, or Bethany (accord-
ing to the Rovised Version), but this lit-
tle town near tae Jordan is to be care-
fully distinguished from tho Bethany of
the Mount of Olives, where Lazarus and
Martha and Mary lived.

LESSON HELPS.
35. “ The next day after"—Referring

back to verse 29. “ Two"—One was

her that thoy need mno
fire; and no window
hag fit, for of what use
8 a window under-
ground ?

No front door can be
scen; but if there were
one, the doorplato would
war the word Talpa
for that is the famib
name of the owaer and
tutlder of the house, the
Ittle creature we call
the mole, & name b
tracted from the old
English word mouldi-
wrap. the Saxon form of
whic.. meant to throw
wp mould or earth.

How the garderner
fights him and detests
mm'® For over his
smouth-shaven lawn hn
ralses  ridges of soft
carth, and it in his path
he meets any bulbs or
roofs, his sharp little
front teeth and broad

grinding back ones
make short work of the
obstruction.

His coat is softer than
the richest fur mantie a
king can boast; his fur
stands straight up, and,
gtroke him as you will,
thero is no “wrong way"’
about it; thus it smooths
and ylelds to whichever
course he takes, whether
tackward or forward.

His forepaws or hands

Digqing power

e e

of Mole

aro beautifully fitted to
get him a living. They
are s0 strong and turn
outward, 28 you see, s0
that he tirows the dirt
aside as he burrows, his nosc, tou, which
18 to be used as a spade, 18 bruad and
fiat, and moved by powerful muscles.
And why all this burrowing ?

Ho 1s a must voraclous little beast. His
alimentary canal being very short it
takes little time to digest his food, so he
is always hungry, and dies very soon if
hc cannot get food. Earth-worms he en-
joys very much as food, and marketing is
safe underground, while it he gces above
tur & snake or & toad or a bird, an owl
may pounce upon him at any moment
wnd invite him to a supper, which he
will provide but will not share.

In addition to providing his food he
digs with bis great strong hands to make
fas home, which you scc in the cut

Trom the main gallery nine hlghroads
branch off in d.fferent dircctions, and at
the least hint of danger (his hearing is
very ac-te) ke slips into any one and is
off. You see he also has a bascment
way out from his home, which joins the
front hall some distance beyond the door
0! entrance.

This elaborate arrangement of halls
and gallerles is not the cradle for his
babics, that is a simplec soft nest at the

AN UNDERGROUND ITOME.

Andrew (see verse 40), the other was, in
all probability, John himself, who wrote
this gospel,

36. * Lamb of God ‘' —TWhen we sce a
lemb nowadass we think, perhaps, of its
growth in the meadow, of a market price,
or of a butcher's stall; but in Joun’s day
a large number of all the lambs in Jewry
werg God's, kaving becn solemnly set
apart to be sacrificed for the sins of man.
Because they were regarded as a type of
purity they were thus sacrificed. Jesus,
the sinless One, was the Lamb of God.

37. ' They followed Jesus"—The begin-
ning of the Christian church.

38. *“ What seek ye’'—This means not,

Whora ao you seek 2 but, * For what
do you seek me ?  What do you expect
to find i me ?” Jesus knew, but he
made the way easy for them to follow
him if they wishe® ‘ Rabbi'—Master.
*Where dwellest hou—Not, where do
you live ? but, where are you stopping ?

39. “ Come and see'—Christians, ke
their Master, should be kind, accessible,
and ready to help. “ Abode with him *
—Stayed with him. * The tenth hour”
—Probably about ten o'clock in the morn-

lng, for John seems in hls noctation of

fme to have followed the Roman usage,
uot the Jowish usage, like the other
evangelists,

40. "8imon  Pe!~~s  brothor'—"In
church history Peter is overything and
Andrew nothing; but there would have
been no apostle Peter but for Androw."—
Plumptre. Androw belonged to Boethsaida,
and lived at Capornaum.

41. “His own brother "—Religlous
activity, llke charity, should begin at
home; but ofton * the intimate knowledgo
our brothers have of our uuworthiness
makes us pause.” * Wo have found the
Messiah *—The greatest of all discoveries.
“The Christ'—Both words mean the
Anointed or Chosen One,

44, “Phllip” was another of John's
disciples.

45. ** Nathanael " lived in Cana of
Galileo, where Jesus was now going,

46. *“ Can there any good thing come
out of Nazareth"—The reputation of
Nazareth seems to have been bad, and
Nathanael lived not far away from it.

HOME READINGS,

'rhozﬂrst disciples of Jesus.—John 1.
36-42.
Tu. The first disciples of Jesus.—John 1.
43-51.
W. Prompt obedlence.~Mark 1. 14-20,
Th. True {ollowing.—Luke 9. 67-62.
I'. Counting the cost.—Luke 14, 25-33.
S. Tho reward.—Matt. 19, 23.30.
Su. The follower's triumph.—2 Tim. 4. 1-8.
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1. John Directs Two Disciples to the
Messiah, v. 35-39.
After what event was this the ‘“ next
day" ?
Who were with John ?
To whom did he call their attention ?

M.

What title did he give to Jesus ?
m\]Vl:en previously had he given him this
(%
What did John's disciples do ?
Who notliced their follow’ng ¢
\What question did he esk them ?

What was thelr answer ?

What invitation did they accept ?

2. Ono of These Firast Two Disciples
brings a third, v. 40-42,

What was the name of one of the dia-

ciplos ?

Whom did Androw first scek ?

What 4did he tell him ?

Whero did he lead him ?

What name dld Jesus give to Simon ?

3. The Messinh Himsclf Calls a Fourth
Disciple, v, 43, 44,

What townsman of the brothers was

next called ?

What othor Christian named Phllip Is

mentioned in the Now Testament ?

4, 'The Fourth Disciple Calls a Fifth, v.

45, 46.
Whom did Philip bring to Jesus ?
What sensible advice did Philip give to
Nathanae) ?
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