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SLEEPY PEOPLE.

HAVK you ever read that wonderful
story of Rip Van Winkle, told by
Washington Irving? For twenty
rs the poor old gentleman slept—
slopt soundly all the days and nights,
through summer and winter, through
rein and sunshine, never once so much
u even winking. He had gone out
oa a hunting-tour, and was far up in
the mountains, when through a trick
of demons be drank a Lethenn drauglit,
and oy down to slumber, Up in the
slitudes of the moun-
tain, far from human
footstep or habitation, ho
slept his long, strange
deep.t At last when
he awoke aguin ewvery-
thing about him wits 30
steangely changed thnt
it was a Jong time befora
he settled himself doan
to the consciousniess that
he was still in the same
Fworld -he had lived in
lngago.

This is-part of tho
story of this wonderful
dleep.  But besides this
;)ﬂl, who became the
beroof the strange story,
there are many other
Rip Van Winkles. Iu-
deed; the world is full
of thewm, There.are 30
‘many that you:need only
Jook about you to sce
some of them. Poasibly
‘when jou ave in your
chamber alone-Rip Van
Winkle may be there.
Bat who, then, are these

think the persons who, like the
young-misses-in our picture, go to
sleep in church may belung-to the
order-of Rip: Van Winkle, Then
-there are many. people who are asleep
‘0u-the -progress of kuowledge in the
 world=who-belong to the same order.
Thire are 30 many things to be known,
o much to initruct and enlarge and
entick the mind, and- they are in-
differentto it all. Iamsorr:to know
that there-sre. many even among
Joung people who belong to this class.
Well, - some time -there will be &
wiking up. Even after years of
sluamber, one-may be aroused at last.

And then the surprise!
astonishment there will be at the pro-
gress things have made.
—_——————e————
BE NATURAL.

Ix the study of music you meet with
a certain note which is knownas I}
natural, and it is near another note
which is known as I} flat, and an un.
trained singer is apt to strike the latter
when he should strike the former.
This is unpleasant to the ear, and

S ! " -
What an . shows this even in her dresy, from

GIRLS AT GIRTON.
the little curl on the top of her head ;  Ginroy is the great English college
down to ler shoetie, nud she minces | for gitls, correspr ading to our Vassar
her words and tosses her head and us: ; or Wellesley  This deacription by a
suines At times @ tragic mir without ; student wili give an ides of the life
the slightest cause.  She would like to | the Euglith girls lead near the great
to be ealled Lady Lofty, but she fails | battlements of Cambridyge +—
to iuspire any one with awe. “The life at Girton is & wonder-

Be natural,  Nothing s soamusimg ; fully happy one I think it is partly
—nay, so disgusting—to n sensible i the freedam enjoyid—the freedom to
person astosee a hutnan representation " ehoose your sul jects of study {that is,
of n welldressed monkey.

The best + within the lines of the Cambridge ex.

Rip Vau Winkles? Let us-see. I}

should be avoided.

SLEEPY PEOPLE.

S0 it may be with your mannersas } with unconscious dignity and grace,
with your singing, if you are not upan and lie who has a-hind heart and good
yourguard, Letit be youraim in life, } common sense will soon learn thesecret
then, to be naturd and never to be { of good manners.
flat. ;spem. his carly life amid-a rough but

There is Miss Tmpressive that you ’ Lindly class of persons, but when he,
met the other day. When she was a Lield his receptions at the Presidential
little gir] she laughed and talked and
played, as did every other girl, inan!
artless way. She assumed no airs and |

dtobe sscious of self. Now ! Betrue,then, tothmeownsclfand to
all is changed! She has been-at one " thy better nature.
of those few boarding-schools where e Sy i
show is put before sense and style be-* 1o not growl when little things 2o
fore learning, and now that sheis ». wrong. Always bear in mind that
mature young lady of seventeen sum-i when the themmnometer is low coal is
mers she is a mass of affectation. She high. Life is full of compensations.

the-cqual of any of the ambassadors

cultured person is the one that scts { aminations), the

Abmbam I.incoh:?

mansion he was in his per<onal bearmg |

who came from thecourts of Earope. |

freedom  to amake
your own frictuils, to
work, to play, to get up, |
to go to bed, to go out
or stay mdoors- all ax
sevins 10 dou best con
actenes Your only moui

wr,

s Phere college
rulex, but they a0 reason
“ables there s Dittle temp
Lation to break tham, and
ne fortn of penalty corres
o to bt guted”
hiax 3ot

are

m *rastieated
hnd to be wvented by
the Girton  authonties,
1t s ay diilerent fiom
shd e v posible
The work w band, bat
there 13 not the st
of the dwly setmmble to
prepary, pethaps,  five
differvnt lessans for the
sorron Y ou attend the !
lectures tinedd for jou,
but beyond these hours
your tine 1% your own
to allot. If you are s
peanllyintereatedinyonr
subject, you can go on
working sevaral hours longer than
usual ; 1f you are tired, you can lay
down your book,

« You are lable to no interruptions
save from your friends, from which
you can protect yourself, if need de,
by pinmng a card marked ¢ Engaged '
outside your door, which is the Girton
cquivalent for *sporting the oal
Thus, when you xit down to your desk, *
sou have an undivided mind to gise
to what you are about to do, instend
of feeling distracted, as-one cannot
help doing when oue tries to read
the midst of homedutiex ™ —Our Youth

—or ——

VE only live to tench us how to die.
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PLEASAXNT HOURS.

' Tho Poor House ** Bock me to Sleep.”
Py by of a owendthy Eastern pandy

et Cstiangement, ofe ber hone
Misfortune awl il

t, tren h
t ol aent tothe Weat,

Y st away her little all, amd in her
! e <l fonnd a hona i the poor-house,
p e cveneng shoitly utter she was found sit-
1z by et e, tewdin g the poemy, ¢ Rock
VoM e Sloep, Mather,” wud weepin. I'hat
’ ught thee death angel cane, wod the tied
i teetiestal on ¢ the echoless shote.”)

ik me to sleep, mother rock tne to

| aleep,”

Why ol s the reader panre?
MYRN ll

Withere U the quivering lips, head bowing
Jow g

Care worn the wiinkled face whore the tears
flow 3

b1t from hor childlicod home, old and alone,

: Nu une, and nothing, tod dmas hiet own g

i1 Fortune ant foiends all ue lostin the past,

Clouwd, in her ol uge, the pour house at

Why docs she

lust.
“Rock me to slecp, tmothier, rock me to
eleep,”
Ticmbles the voice, for the mem'ties that
sweep i
Far from the sunny land when she was |
yeung,
' ushed o'er her heart as » barp long un.
) sttutug,
" Music th it once has chatmed, chords lost so
. Joneg,
i Love's sweetest harmonies, juy's happy
o2,

i Come from the siloyee 8o oy d 8o deep—
e Rock me to slp, tother, 10k e to
sleep.”

“Ruck me to sleep, mother, rock me to
alecp,”

Just ag when weary of playing ©“ Bo-peep ”

g, Yenng ago, shewould turu to ber breast,

Yeaniu: fnr Love worle and Kicwsand rest,

‘Furua she 1o night, a <hild now cnce more;

s Mather, come bak from the echoless
shore! "

What do bicr dim cyes see, what does she
hear? .

Why does she linger where tear follows
tear?

Over and over in xohe low and diep—

bk me to slocp, mother, 1k mo to
sleep.”

Morn came, the <an tilkea fond mother’s
fave

Waked carth with « Liss from night's still
embiace s

Hushed wete those iy » i shat peaceful re.

‘ L

© Only the friendlescufio finds it o'er knows,

Mesthier had conwe from ** the ¢ -holess ahore,”

© Clangwad brer again in ber atins as of yore;

Open the buok by teside the Jone dead,

Tear-marked the lites o'er aud o'er shie hail
revd,

Nevermote here e'er to wake o to weep --

“Rock me to sleep, mother, vk we to
aleep.”

“ Reck me to sleep, mother, rook me to
aleep,™

Oh? when the niht shadows round the
hoant erep,

Whan all the strife ant dhe tailily are
detre,

© Fapty and prizeless the fame we have won 5

: Fucmils whin we lned passed away from

: wut sght,

o Hopeswe havechierished all butivd in night.

] hvn Iy we tuen to our childiond azain,

"L nging for love and carenses, ac then ;

! Umf mome the wanks faom the wery heart
'tap—-

Rk we to sleep wother, ok wie to
slecp.”

e i ican et - ——— = —
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“of the compound,
[ e to fuil her, for she had never

“1 WANT TO GO TO JEAUS"

I AM going to tell you ubout a little
«ir] who is 1n one of the missionsschools
in India, whom wo will call Lachue
She was only ubout six years old when
1t happened,

The teacher of her school was a kind
ludy who had left her home to go out
to Indin und te]l the children there
about Jesns Christ.  She was very
fond of httde Lachme, who loved the
tescher desaly, Little gitls in India
are very quick in finding out if the
wissionaries who come to teach them
really love them or not; aad if they
tind they du, they Jove them very much
in return,

Little Lachme had been in school
about & year when her kind friend and
teacher was taken ill.  She was very
unhappy, and T have no doubt prayed
to God o mnke her well, But for
some good reason God did not sce fit
ta restore her to health,

When the t-acher knew she was
dying, she called little Lachune to her.

“ My child,” she said in a very weak
voice, “ T aw going to Jesus,”

The litte givl looked at her o end’s
fuce in astonishment.  Could it be
that she was going away frotn them
allt That would Le very dreadful,

Seeinyg she did not speak the teacher
said again :

“I amn going to the good Jesus 1
have told you ahout. You must learn
to love him and ccne too, Lachme.”

The child threw bLersclf on the bed,
and Lursting into tears, cried:

“Oh! take e with you now; 1
will be so good, Miss Sahiba.”

The teachier was too weak to say
any more, so little Lachne was taken
away. ller hear: seemed buriting.
Every one was 80 occupicd, no one
thought espeenally of her. She was
one amonyg many. Soon afterwards
came the news that the kind friend
and teacher was dead. Many were
the heavy héarts and weeping eyes, but
little Lachime secined to have lost ber
very best friend.  Who would ever be
so0 kind to her again?

Presently a sudden thought struck
hier~why should she not go to Jesus
too?!  Had wot her teacher told her to
come?  She had been too il to under-
stand what she meant when she had
asked to 2o with her. Tt was too late
for that, but she would zo by herself.

Drying her eyes, she got a clean,
white chuddar {the large piece of cloth
the girls in Indin wear instead of a
hat) and started off upon her journey.

Nobody saw ber, and so she got
safely ont of the school-room and out
Now her heart

wen outiide the schonl ates alone
bLefore, but she drew her chuddar
tightly amonnd her and stuted o for

the railway station.  Of course she

must zo in a train.  Everylody did
that i they wished to go anywhere,

fand of course ahe wust go to the
Lawor is proferable to idleness, as  starion first,

xl}almghtm s~ s to rust. i

v,
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When she came to the station she

found & trajn just going off. There
wero o lot of people coming and going,
She got pushed on the pintform, and
then she shrank awny into a corner.
She saw the train move off and won.
deved if that was the right one for her
to go in. 1t didn’t matter much ; she
would b sure to get to the right place
sume time or other.

By and by the station beeame empty,
and us the station-mnster came up the
platform, he cnught sight ot a little,
white-veiled figure standing all alone.

“Who is this 1” he asked in surprise,
for in ludia it is very strange for little
native girls to be scen at railway
stations, especially alone.

Lachwe began to feel very much
frightened, the geutleman spoke in
such a big voice. However, she gath-
cred up her courage and raised her
dark eyes to the station-waster’s face.
Perhaps he did not look very severe,
for she found voice to say iu very meek
tones :

“Ilense, I want to go to Jesus.”

“Where?” the station-master asked
in surprise.

“To Jesus,” snid the child, her eyes
fast filling with big tears, and her
little chest heaving with sobs. “The
Miss Sakiba has gone and she said 1
wight go, but she badn't time to take
e

Then the pot ill's courage gave
way. 1don't think the etation-master's
ayes were quite dry as he tried to com-
fort the child; I only know that he
soon found out uhcu she came from,
and sent a messnge to the achool (wher
she had already been missed), and poor
little Tachme, to her great disappoint-
ment, found that she sould not go to
her friend who wae with Jesus, after
all, not until Jesus called ber himself.

She could not understand this at
first, but other kind Christian teachers
at the wission-achool are teaching bher
wove about Jesus every day. Let us
hope she will grow up to. be & good
Christisn worker, and that belore she
receives her own call to go to Jenws,
she may have tald the wonderful story
of Christ’s Jove to many of the wcmen
and girls in Tudia, and have Jed them
to him for their Saviour.—Indien
Female Evangelist.

P

FRED AND THE MICR.

Fred was a little five-yearold boy.
Everybody loved him, for he was a
contented and happy child. He
thought himself a little hero, and
often, armed with a stick, made war
on the chickens and the geese. Al
though Fred "hougat bimeel¥ so brave,
there was one animud of which be was
much afraid. What do you think it
was! Well, it was s wmouse. Secha
little animal could wmake our young
hero trenible and cry.

1u the evening when Fred weat to
bed he was obliged to go through sa
unused room where the sfics seemed
to hold possession. When he saw them
running over the foor or beard them

-

gnawing, he would cry in & cowardly '}
way for his mammn to come to him.

One evening his mamta was ek,
and his nurse was away from le
There was no one there hut his jopa,
who was in the sitting-room rews! ny
his paper. He told Fred it was time
for him to g to bed.

“Oh, papa, will you not take me to
bed? I do not like to go through thut
room alone,'t

“What do you fear?” asked his
father.

“T am afraid of the mice, nud { be.
lieve there are rats tno.”

“1f that is all,” answered his father, |
“I can soon help you.” i

He tcok pen, ink and paper, und |
yuickly wrote the following: “Ta «il
the rats and sice in this hous:: I
herchy command you to let my littde
son go through all the rooms of this
house unmolested. Any mat or moune |
that does not obey will Le dealt with
according to law.™

The father sigined and then read the
paper to his son. Fred todk it, thanked !
Irirn, said “ Good night” very prettily,
and went to bed. He was 10 longer |
afraid. He had often seen bis father |
give passes to people who wished to
make & railroad journey, 80 he had a
bigh opinion of passes written by his
fathar,

When he came to the door of the
room he stopped and said in a Joud
voice, “Rats and mice, you canvot
hurt me, for here is my pass.® And
50 be did every night afterward until
e became a large boy and was no
longer afraid of rats and mice.

Cannot our little readers have faith
in their heavenly Father as this Jittle
Loy had in his father ¥—From (e
German.

0
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THR WHITR ELEPHANT,
81aM is sometivmes called the. “land
of the white elephant,” because that
animal is Jooked upon with o much
reverencs by the people; even their
fiag has a picture of one of these
snimalsupon it. They t+ ‘call white
animals purer and better than others,
but & “chang phoomk,” . or white
elephant, is particularly sacred. These
clephants are net really white, Lut of

his domain, he commands that prayers
bo sends cut an expodition of bunters

of lhlumm‘hwh
builds for thess are almost like palaces. 411
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The African Woman's Prayer.

" 1x datkness wid in win, 1 sought the abirive
01 haathen gods, to comfort in distress
1 ofleaerd up sy child, all that waas mine,
P A svrtice my woeful soul to biess,
My «rling suflered on the altar high,
My licart was wrung with auguish and
despair :
. No deity was moved to hear my sigh,
No priest could tuke away suy load of
care.

At lengths ia agony of soul, T eaidd ¢
+ 1t there be any Gald who dwells above,
Wi e to his temple hath the lowly 1,
Npek ont of davkneas, speak in tenderest
love
B 11 1 Lt ddivine alides in yonder sky,
Where brightest glovy lights the blazing
aun,
b Ul come, responsive to iy helpleas cry ¢
. Oy, come, sud and  tell me of salvation
| wou!”
: f
A voice the aweetest T had ever heand,
; i In necents tender whispered, ¢ Peaco be
i wtill y?
1 For poor and noedy ones my love hath cared,
1n life and death 't keep from every 911,
Nor has he left me from that Llessed hour,
0ft has he spoken tomy raptured soul
i He's ever near to keep me by his power,
Aud points me upward to a Leavenly

gonl.
His name, a mystery then, I could not tell,
1 callsd him Father, Urother, Saviour
Friewd?

i Heauswered to them all, each fitted well,
Atul promised to my soul a peacciul cud,
OL! pow 1 kuow that siutne —the dearest

namne
Of any spokets in a sintier's car
Tis Jenus ! you have cotne to teacis the same
My way is hedgod ubout, my path is cleasr ;
And now, with Jesus as my saviour, fricwl,
'l brave the dangers of the pilgriw's road ;
Waiting with eager glaslness for the cud,
To Wing me buwae in safety to my God.

*

A SAD STORY.

Tr doesn’t seem right to tell you any-
thmg that will cloud your faces, yet it
. perhaps, Lest after all, that you
shnuld know wlhat sorrow and trouble
our old enemy, King. Alcobol, brings
intn the lives of people who are not
strongly fortified aguinst him,

Not many months ago I was visiting
a friend in a large Western city, and
ane duy she took me in ber carriage
for a drive, out in the suburbs, where
thero were many beautiful howes.
Bright eyed, sunny-faced chikiren were
playing on the lovely lawns about these
homes ; children playing croquet ; chil-
dren tossing each other up among the
leafy bougls in swings; children in
hammocks reading story-books; chil-
dren digging in the dirt ; girls playing
“Indy,” boys on bicycles ; all of them,
having'good times, and s0 happy it
made me happy, too, just to look at
them.

After awhile we prwed by one of
the loveliost homes we had soen yet ;
reom im bloowm everywhere, fountains
playing, birds singing, every thing in
nature serming jeyous and giad ; but
thwre were 20 childron anywhere to be
soem, and the bouse lecked shat-up and

Then my friend told me oine of the
widdest stories I ovar heard. Yours
¥ Wlwre Yhore bad bosa a-bay in that

(Al s

’ hometoan, a0 dear Iittbe smoeer ¢ o

i\\lm W the jov el dehight o bos b

Ppapa and manana el the gon b eed

Ctother who lived wish thew,  Bat v
pap v and manmpa thoasht thers was!
no harm in having sine at their
Vdinners, aud they bt Chalie e
tittle, too, No hie gtew to luve at, steal:
ing it off the side board, and tlas, be
fore they vealized it, and g betore
he was an man,
drankavd,

Clarlie biecame a

gave those who Joved lmn sty 1
beartache,  He spent all the mapey he
could get in dranhen cucusals and
ono eveniug nfter he had lost all he
had playing cards, and while e was
half mad with dvink, he went home to
get more money.

But his father and mother Luth re.
fused to give him any,  Then he went
to his grandmother.  He felt sure she
would give him some, because she
always had done so before, but this
time she conld not, as she had spent
all she had at home that day, nnd it
was too Jate to get any out of the
bank.

This made Charlie very angey, and
he told her she must give him the
costly diamond ring she lud on her
tinger.  She did aot want to do that,
of course, because it was jier wedding
ring.

Then Charlic cursed her—just think
liow dreadful that was—and tried to
take the ving from her by force. Some-
how—he never could tell how it linge
pened - in trying to get the ring, he
threw the poor old ludy on the floar,
and the shock and the fright killed
her.

Yeos, there she lay, the dear old
grandwother whombhchad always loved,
and who loved him so fondly, who hal
often held him in her arms as he slept,
his little brown head cuddled up on
her Losom.  How often she had sat by
his little bed and told him stories,
when he was almost & baby, or knelt
beside him and peayed for God's richest
blessings upon him. Now she lay
there still and cold in death, and
Charlie was her murderer.

So that bright day when 1 saw the
lovely home all shut up and silent, he
was away off in the penitentiary, be
hind iron bars, shut up from the sweet,
fresh air and sunshine, his heart filled
with vain and bitter remorse for the
crime he had committed, in his drunken
madness, while his mother, who had
died of a Lroken heart, slept quietly in
her grave beside her mardered mother.

When I heard this sad story my
heart aclied for Charlie, and for other
Charlies all over the land who are
taking their irst drinks, and so [ want
every young Wwperance crusuler to
fight more bravely than ever against
the demon that destroyed the happi-
ness of that lovely howe, and sbove all
things, never give him a chanuce to
croep into your lips and darker and
blight your lives. — Laure J. Lillen-

Aouss, n Unien Signal.

T

it

e Tost his Taight, nandy Uk
looks and lis frank, Toving wars, and !

HoURS.

THE LADDEL OF DEATH.

BY M S NN ON TRy,

A Menpg e cantied o pr o
e ot d the ~!||\\ that bend to
dadh, Gl eh
vonteds of o ladlbor, ope o -l NIRRT
rea das the fatad plofoom e 1o
<tepas often taloe e clet e, and

llu.\ [IRIERTD | £

leads uiclls to the soooml Trre s

Eegiee fin (-ulﬂ ]lul\ dn Tegeds t the

thaed and toathy, swhichate feoguoneds
With wreade ]
Los the

Kenoat oue Loaul,
the unfortunate criminst ge
fatal ) Laform, which is el

Adefaulter taw ocogprestin v ot ]
el Me has neover hatho }
and never bad it io his oot tado <o

but has fallen a victnn to oth ¢

Aty g

1N
He rememtbies his mather, wha Cotghr
him to pray and told han aboad the
wolden stairs that lead ap o Giad an .
hfe, e wahez a divcorvery, tinds tie
hie has Ueen travelling in the other
direction. He gazes in bewalderne t
upon the rounds of this ladder, anl
vealizes that he has been dliting thew '
He alaw pealizes that there are othe
steps that are not shetohed, sy hoas
selfishiness, ancer, cnvy, falsehond zud

dishonesty,  Somw ave vusdung up this |

‘adder at a headbong gallop, vcaching |

their destination befure they e men
Others are erevping shawly but sutds,
taking threescore and ten years to
teacit the topost round on the way to
death.

The following lives eptitled, «The
fate of a Fast Younyg Maw,” were
written by w contict in the Niwis
-tate prison, who 1ealind whon too
Iate the truth of tlat secipture which
says, “ The way of the transgtessor is
hard : "

It's curious, isu'e it, Billy,
Thechagethat tacve o nthamay biing®
Lact year | was at Saratogs,
As bappy and richasa k oo
| was ruking in pools on the 1a. os,
And fecing the waiters with ** T'en,"
And sipping mint-juleps by tuilishe,
And to-day T am here in the * Pen.™

*What led mc to doit?™ What aluays
Leads men to destiuction and coanne: ?
Che prodigal son, whom you've read of,
Has altered somew hat in his time ;
He spends his aubstance as {1, . ly
As the biblical fellow of old,
But when it is gone be faucies
The husks will turn into gold.

Champagne, a box at the opera,
High steps whils fortune is fiudh,
The pasionate kisa of women
Whane chocks have forgotten to Llush ;
The ok, old story, Billy,
Oof that cuid in tears;
The froth that foame for an hour,
The dregs that are tasted for ycars,

Last night, as 1 sat here aad pondered

O the eod of my evil ways,
Thero arose like a phiantom before ma

oJThe vision of boyhood Jdays;
I thought of my old home, Bally,

Of the school-honwe that stond on the Lill,
Of the brook that lowed thire' the mcadow

1 can o'en hear its music still,

Again I shonght of my mather—
Uf the mother who tanght ue to pray,
Whase love was & precious treasure
That 1 powllcasly cust away.
1 saw aguis in my vision

P Haatford,

The fresh-lipped, careless boy,
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GILDING A DOME.

Ty woviy the by

catome or o

el tinn gold loat weadd s to
e et steniad ;) the et jnow
et iy weunl preree ot tear at to
i Coor vt the golld deties
werr of the weather aduces the
3 thot vCas met b thueher than the
el st by g paanters, booklaneders

[T

el e s of faney onpoental arty

des L the £t m that the ;:ulli tenf
airy, flecey and

Cipable of Hoatiez an the air ko n

v prec e i the sape

b s samer filbe,

The e dor of the don e of the enpiital

Connecticut, Captran
Ploanaes U Bathe, sard that by prin
b troulae s doir g the work was
tienus cutre s of aur, the adtitude bemg
e than thvo hundeed feet from the
o, atd the site of the building
Oof beng one of the lnghest i W
vity. lo do the work properly, he
constricted a moveable canvas shield,
wade ta it the carvatute of the dome
ad ats twehve radml ribs—not so
wich to shield the workmen as ta pre-
vent the leaf from being blown away,
To cover this dotne  an area of forty-
ote hundrad squite feet there were
used eighty-seven thonsa ol five hun
dred leaves of godd, cach theee and
three cighiths inches square, weighing
in the whole three pounds avoirdupos.
The total cont of the gold awd the
lnbour was sixteen hundrod dollars.

.go

A QUEER WAY OF FEEDING FIsH.

A wizstoNany from Indi tells about
(13

“ I will tell younstory T hiave heard.
To-day one of wmy companions was
visiting & house, when she saw a gl
rolling up little bits of paper and dough
together into pills. So she sxid, * What
are you doing 1’ And the girl showed
her that a large piece of paper which
she lind was covercd with the word
‘Allah,” or ‘God.” Each picce on
which ¢ Allah’ was written was separ-
ately cut out and put iuto a dougli-pall,
until three hundred pills were wade,
and then the fi lieg in the Gunges were
fid with thews.  (Tlus provioas was e

peated draly for a certion tiwe in ful-

flwent of rowe sow mads by the
master of the kause ) *You ser,’ said

the girl, *when the pill goes into the |

fish's stomach 1t has the tume of Gol
in its stamach, aund then the tish will
pray for us, and that will Uring us a0
Liesaing.  We gonsider that fealing
the fishics is doing & zood wer k which

will make God pleased with us. In

like manner we food the ants with 4

m.o ”

- e camoow




PLEASANT HOURS,

O whaT are you going to do, boye*
Say, nlat are you gong 1o do
Rony eellers are plying
Hhar wurdoons traale,
Winkx driankanls are dying
Sad atemkands ave male .
An £ all the world's lookang to you, boys,
"I a0e what you're goiug to o,

Yo surely Jinve something to do, Iy s,
And what are you going to so*
With speedies nud singing,
With had ges in view,
Your schvol fellows bringieg
T4 mig the pledge too,
Cotne, tell what-you're gomy to do, oy s,
Yer, show whatyou've going todo

An men you'll have something tualo, boy s,
And what arc you planmng s do?
Ho forvent in praylug,
And voteas you pray;
By farthful in praying,
And worli day by duy :
You'll saun have tho voting to iy, boys,
So all tho world’s looking to xou,
—N. Y. Pioucer,

[———y
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Pleasant Hours:
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_TOROTO, AUGUST 1, o

COMMUNION WITH GOD.
“I-uAvE seen a heavy_piece of- solid
iron hanging on-another,” says-Arnot,
* not-welded, not-linked, not-glued=to

again.  In that circle the feeblest
Christian is held_safely; but if the
circle La broken, the dependent. spirit
instuntly drops off.”

— by s

WAITING FOR THE TRAIN.

W sat it railrond station, We
were waiting for the train,  Welnoked
about us. How tiany ks of people
were there ! Burdened with-bags-or.
boxes or bundies, nll-were golnyg sonu-
where, And to how nimny diflerent
places they-were woing,  Up wwony
lonely wonntains, wml ot by phid
Inkes, oron to seattered vilys orF
bustling cities, traelhing inte the
night, perhaps through-the mght, but
all-gomyg somewhere.  Looking out of
one window-we could-see the wiuting
enrs oti-the.iron-tiuck, while we heard
ut unother window the voice of the
ticket agent as he answered n woman's
question. It was toward evening, and
we sat-busily thinking in-the bustling
station,

At-this time of the year how many-
people are-hurrying away to the rail-
road station. They.are-bound for-the
country, for mountain slope or frothing
shore, for glistening lake or tiver, They-
are sura fo-be fonnd, st=vacious-homrs-
awaiting for & tmin, Bty afterall,
-whether going away-in-July or staying
at home, what docs life scem-to he-bat
the=frequent-waiting for some=train 1
AWe are waiting-that a-line-of duties
way-wove off, that u-church service
may-begin to-day, the shop-open-to-
morrow ora tindo bo started.  Life
may:lic withinthe-walls-of howe, and:
then-it-is a succossion-of -various-home
duties,:to be-taken- up and- moved for-
ward, & coaseless starting of little
trains londed-with-ths-delightfulzbur
dens aiid-sctivitiesin behalf-of-those
we love,

Lifo inzall ajar-with=the stir of its
opportunities;-the coming.-and going of
its trains of service.  While waiting at
the station-we mentioned above we
heard a voice cry out the warning of »°
¢ through train ” about-to start. Let:

| there be-no-delay Ly passengers. At

once’let ticketbe bought-and-baggge
be ready. Is ours in:life some special
service? Is-it & great-opportunity.?
Let there be no tardinessinaction. At
once-be prepared to-start. A wmiss of.
ami may-he as:-fatal-as the delay.

u¢ st
the spot ;-aud-yet it cleaved with such-
tenacity-as=to -Lear- not-only its-own
weight, but mino-too, if I-chose to
seize and hang upon it. A wire
charged-with-an electric-current-is-in

of days or.weeks_or years. Waiting
for a train! Something -mote -serious
we thought of there.in the stat; A

“THB TWO MASTERS."

Uxpen_the deep blee midnight aky,
spangled-with » million divmond atars,
in the year 1530, a- weary eavalende
drew up at the iron holted -doors of
Leicester Abbey. A peremptory knock
at-the gates caused them to-be flung
open, wid when-the long line of -mule
teers and sollives were seen,-the abbot.
hinself cume-forward to veceive his
guest,

This was un old man, feeble and
tottering.  Few wonld  Jine recoy-
nized i that white haired, broken-
down figure the once justly dreaded
Wolsey, prelate and  prinee.  The
seatlet- cape-was-there-on -the droop-
ing shoulders ; the episcopul ring
shone on the thin forefinger: the
curdinal’s hnt crow ned the weary brow.
But yet how ditferent! Fow, like the
abbot, would have bent their ke to
uusist the wornout tigure-from his
mule,-for-Wolsey-wus a prisoner about:
to be tried for his life.

Listen_to the-words he is saying as
he is helped-to the bed, which is to
prove_his-lust_couch-on earthy «“1¢1:
had-served-my -God-us-diligently ns-I:
have-served-my king, he wobld not:
have given-me over in wy-old nge,”
aud then was- added, with-downcast
head, «This is my-just-reward.”

. N . . .

It-wax-the-year 167. Under.n sky.
of:-deper -Llue,.surrounded:by-a-great-
multitude of-witnesses-stands another
prisoner. e is-old-too, ax-his-white
biairs_testify-—hie is- frail and_feeble—
but-his fuce is=uplifted to hisMaster’s
y-and:trust.
myron-is=to=die -that-
day, but-ere<he ix nniled to-the _stuke
he-gives his testiniony-to the=King:lw:
has served.

“Renounce Christ, and-T will re-
lease thee,” comes thundering from-
the_proconsul's chair. * Swear by-the
gonius_of - Crsar,.and-thou-shalt not
die.”

Gently-and bravely- the white head-
is raised as-the answer is given:
* Eighty-and six- years-bave I'served
God,.and he never did -me-any harm:-
‘How, then, can Lrenounce -my-King,
wy Saviour, my-Mastec !”

Which-was_the best-master do you
think; dear young friend—Wolsey's or
Polycarp’st

Both bad received wages, Wolsey's

= p

el

train is waiting for every one and’
wust-be-taken. Wo-niay hear its an--

ntact with=its-mass,_and-heuce-its
adhesion. Cut=that-wire-through, -or
remove it-by u haic's-breadth, and the
picce-drops-dead-to-the-ground, -Jike
any other unsupported weight. A:
stream of-life froti:-the-Lord,-brought:
into coutact with a human spirit, keeps
-the- spirit -cleaving to the Lord so
-firmly that no power on:-earth-or hell
somn-wrench -the:two-asunder. From

-

nouncement any-time. People call-it
death. We need niotbe afraid-of it,
and if-living-aright-we shall-not.-be.-
Are youready? Is your ticket socured
andisitlabelled right? Areyou bound’
for the heavenly city?  Make_no_mis-
take.

Then-as tho soft, welcome-shadows
thicken, as the lights of God are_kind-
lod in-hoaven's: beckoning-windows, in-

fows, | that train:you will joyfally giide away..

Yo will not be-afraid of bas

d; besveawsrd, Godward,

—to-oat off-a cloth-of

“Tury drive home the cows ffom the pasture
“Wihle the quail whistios loud in the whea.
fleld, H

mn;ter:hndfgllovgdzhiﬁp—gbahpy}ng
to-sit-in & chair-of-gold | ¢
. : be

giveth” had the Master rewardy
him, hut in the hour of death he stosd
by hisfaithful servant. *“When thoy
passeth through the-waters I will iy |
with-thee” had been his prowise, ad |
it wns fultilied. - Be thou-faithy!
unta death, und T will give thee o
ceowh of life,” is engraven- on thy
stone in Swyrna where Polycarp
suftered; but Wolsey’s tomb bears no
such inseription—he had veceived alf
his wages.—Uhildren's-Banuer,
e P e—
“Little-Browa Hands*

Up through the shady lawe, +

Al yellow with ripening grain. ]

They find, fu the thick waving grasses, |
Wiere the scarlet - lipped strawberry l
grows; H

‘Lhey gather the carliest snow-drops,
Al the first criowon Luds of the rose.

Fliey toss the hay in the meslow,
Thwy gather the elder-Llooms white,
They fiud where the dusky grupes purple
11t the soft-tinted October ught;.

They know-where the applos hang ripast,
And nre swester than Italy's wines,

They kuow where the fruit 18 the thickest
O the loug,-thorny biackberry vines,

They_gather-the delicate son-weads,
Aud buill tiny castles of send 3

“They. pick up the beautiful sca-shelle—
Fuiry-barks that bave drifted to land.

They-wave from the tall rocking tree-topm,
Where the oriole’s fuminock-nest awings,

“And 2t night-time wre folded in slumber
By-» aong that & fond mather siage.

“Thoss who toit bravely e strongest ;
The hituble aud poor: bicomd great ;
“Asud fromi thoss browii-kanded children
Muy grow rulers of church and of state,
“The pom of the author and statesman,
The noble aud. wise of our land-—
Chisel, palette; snd God's holy Word,

Moer_porsous buve read of the won.-
derful broad-fiuittres-of - the - South.
Bec,. Islayds, which-forms the_sepport.
of-many-af-those-gemis of the:occan.
“The six ssasons into whick the year is.

there-divided,-wie-namned- resp gl
“aditer-the Xind:of - this-fruit-thut -then-||-
Tipors ;_foc the-different-species-con- ||
wunue-tn hur:g[lnutf@e'whlg year-
zonud. The. value of -the:trep-is well-

substantistod by 2 =

bad-permitted him- to heap-up. riches
to bimeelt—%rich stuffs, sills aed
-velvets of-all-colours, costly furs, rich-
capes-and other-vestments ; gold-nud

cus-stones by the basketful”—and

bis.faithfal -servant, -and:left -him to
“die unfriended and alens. = Yes, T'say.
unto you, Wolsey hed his reward.

the serviom of a lifetimé!  With
“ tribalation *in this-world, ynt with

silver-plate, set -with pearls and preci- |-
then-in-his_old-age-he-had-forsaken |

Polycerp's Master, hew did be repay |-

fruit,_as-they will supply hism with
eanial -value, .it- may. farnish-aa-spt-

it, “The Bread-of ||:

& pesetal -mind ; *not-es>the werld
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The Coming of His Foet.

Jothe v ot the eernenean the white.
[ICRRESLE IO TN
T the ae oo Glory o the by dolis st
I et b bt anbord i darkners, or the
sl vaang of the inoon,

1 Listen for the coming of his feck,

boine heard bic weary fostateps, on the
sandy of Galdee,
On the tenple's matble pavement, on the
nlroet,
Worn with weight of sorrow, falteddng up
. the slopes of Calvary,
¢ Ve xoriow of the coming of his feet.
Donn the minst r-alslom of «plendour, from
betwist the chetubim,
Through tho wondering throng, with
motion strong uml flect,
' Seunds bis vietor trend, approaching with o
muie far and dim—
The wuric of the cotning of his fect.

Sandaled uot with shoon or silver, girdled
not with woven gold,
Weighted not with shimmering gems and
odots sweet,
Jut whiteavinged, and shod with glory, in
the Hermen-light of old—
The glory of the coming of bis feet.

He is coming, O wmy spirit! with his over.
lasting peace,
Withs his blessedness finmortal and com.
plete.
He is coming, O my spirit ! and his coming
brings release—
1 listen for the coming of his feet.
~Lyman Whitasy Allen.

&

THE NOSE-BAG.
Nosr-bags are not used so much in
this country as in England. There a
scene like the one shown in our cut is
very common. The treacherous bag,
lwwever, hag given way and Dobbin
hus the not pleasing sensation of scc-
ing his dinner shared by all the fowls
in the stable, whose picking will soon
make the hole so large that he will

lose u good share of his meal.

b

The King’s Messenger;
Lawrenoce Temple's Probation.

(4 STORY OF CANADIAN LIFR)
BY THE EDITOR.

CHAPTER VL

WEST WIND AXD RED FAWN,

Then the Black-Robe chief, the prophet,

Told his message to the people,
Told the purport of his mission,

Told them of the Virgin Mary,

And her blessed 8on, the Savioer;

How in d° tant laiids and ages

He had lived on edith as we do ;

How he fasted, prayed and Jahoured,

How the Jews, the tribe accurwed,

Mocked him, scourged him, crucified him;

How lie rosc from where he Inid him,

Walked again with his disciples,

And ascended into heaven,
Loxarrirow.—Hiawetha.

Towarps the close of the winter,

when the lengthened days and warmer

radiance of the sun caused the sap to

stir beneath the bark of the trees, like

the returning pulse of life in a body

restored from suspended animation, a

band of Indians pitched their camp in

a Lelt of sugar maples that grow along:

side the Lanks of the Mattawa, They

- o -

PLEASANT HOURS.

soon stripped great sheets of  bark
from the whiteskinned birches, leav-
ing the gaping wounds bleeding and
raw, like some half fiayed creatures of
the woods,  Bivehien vessels wero soon
sewn together by the deft fingers of
the equaws,  Deep jucisions were
mndo in the trunks of the muples with
n hatchet and the eseaping sap col
lected in the troughs, The kettles
were swung and the process of sugnr-
muking was seon in full operation,

Lawrence found his way together
with Jim Dowler to the camp ohe
Sundny  afternoon, impelled by an
andent desive to tell theso poor wan
derers of the woods of a fairer Innd
than the fabled hunting-grounds of
their fathers in the spirit-world.—of
the great All-Father of the red and
the white nlike, tie true Great Spirit
who will have men to worship him in
spirit and in truth,  They expeeted
to find the Indians cngaged at their
usual work—boiling sugar, making
snow-shoes and the like,—taking no
nate of the Christian Sabbath. To
his surprise they found cverything
quict in the camp, the only exception
being two little Indian Iads with their
dog digging out a badger from under
the root of an old hemlack.

They approached tho largest wig-
wam, a conicil structure of birch bark
stretched over tent poles, and drew
aside the blauket that covered the
opening which served as a door. A
five smouldered in the midst, its pun-
gent smoke slowly escaping out of the
opening at the peak of the wigwam.
Crouched o0 quatted on mats, or on
Lear or deer sking, were a number of
Indians and squaws, young and old,
with some children.

Througn the smoke, at the further
side of the wigwam, Lawrence saw the
chief, & venerable od man  with
strongiyv marked features, which looked
as it onrved in mahogany or cast in
branze. 1lis iron-grey hair was bound
by a wampum fillet about his brow.
He wore a blanket coat, deer skin
leggings, fringed with beads, and
moceasins.  On his breast was a silver
medal which Lawrence had never seen
before.  Most of the squaws sat with
their bright-coloured shawls drawn
over their heads and wore gilt or glass
beads around their necks. A tame
raven hopped about and eyed the in.
truders with a grave and somewhat
supercilious air. He gave a loud
cronk as if to eall attention to their
presence, of which no one had yet
taken any notice. An Indian near
the door made room for them beside
him and motioned to them to wit
down, They did o in silenoe, wonder

ing what this strange concdlave meant.

The old chief had on his knees
large lcather-boand book,—the last
thing Lawrence cxpected to find in an
Indian wigwam—and was apparently
veading from its pages. In a deep
guttural, yet not unmusical tone, he
went on, his voice rising and falling
like the voice of the wind among the

pines. Once or twice Lawrence

thought he caught the words * (itehe
Maniton,” the Indian name for the
Great Spivit of God, but he was not!
sure. At length, to his surprise and |
delight he recognized tho familinr
names  “Jesus,” and  “ Mary,” and
“Martha,” and ¢ Iazarus.””  This
then was an Indian trausiation of the
New Testament, of the oxistence of
which Lawrence had nover dreamed,
nnd this nmst be o band of Christian
Iidinns, and the venerable chief was
reading the touchirg story of the
resurrection of Lazarus.

When ho was done reading, the old
man looked significantly at one of the
younger squaws, who thercupon began
to sing « sweet, low, plaintive steain,
in which shc was joined by all present.

Lawrence did not, of course, under-
stand the words, but the tune wus the
familiar “Old Hundred.”

“That’s the Doxology,” said Dowler
who had often heard it at camp-
meeting, and they joined, in English,
in singing that anthem of praise which
ascends to the God and Father of us
all from every land and in almost
overy tongue.

The old man then rosc and kneeling
reverently, as did all the company,
prayed devoutly, concluding with an
earnest “ Amen,” in which his white
visitors heavtily joined.

When they rose, the chicf with a
frank sumile gave his guests the usual
salutation, ¢ Bo’ jou’,” a corruption of
the French “Bon jour,” which has
passed into ‘the Indian language—a
striking illustration, as are the French
names of lake and river all over the
continent, of the widespread influence
of those intrepid cxplorers and pio-
neers. Kewaydin or West-wind, such
was the chiefs name, made room for
Lawrence and Dowler on the rug
beside him, and courteously offered
them a curiously-carved pipe of tobacco
with a red stone bowl and ornamented
with brilliantly-dyed heron’s and
wood-pecker’s feathers.  Lawrence
politely declined the ‘honour, having,
from respect to his father'’s example
and his mother’'s  well-understood
wishes, never learned to use the vile
weed. Dowler, however, accepted it,
and was soon vigorously puffing away.

Lawrence picked up the Bible,
which bore, he saw, the imprint of
that noble institution, the British and
Foreign Bible Society, whoss various
versions of the Word.of God are found
alike in the Iudian wigwam, the
Caffre’s kraal, the Hindoo basasdr or
bungalow, the Tartar's wandering
tent, and the Esquimaux stone cabin;
and which speaks 1o the tribes of men
the unsearchable wisdom of God in
almost all of the babbling tongues of
carth.

«“ Where did you get this?” asked
Tawrence in wondering tones. .

“That,” &aid the ol¢ man, who
spoke Euglish with tolerable facility,
“was the parting gift of the best
fiiend that Kewaydin, and many an-
other poor Injun, ever had-—good old

Elder Case—God blees him.”

“Did you know Elder Tasel” ox.
climed Dowler,  « 1've heaved him ag
the Beechwoods Camnpaneetin'.”

“Wihen I forget him I'll forget ¢,
breathe,” said the old man ferveitly,
“1 owe him everything, He found
me a poor iserablo pagan, adrinkiy’
tire-water, and beatin® the eonjwiers
drum and saerificin’ the white dog,
and he made mo what 7 am.”

Jawrence was overjoyed to mcet
this unexpected result of Methodist
lubour in an Indian wigwam, ‘They
talked together long and lovingly of
the senlous npostle to the Indinn trites
of Canada, and Lawrence ventured on
n few practical reflections on the story
of the riising of Lazarus which had
been the subject of the reading, and
oun the glorious inspirations it im.-
parted.  These were translated by the
chief and the company manifested
their approval by sundry cjaculations !
and comnients in their own lunguage.

“Whar did you get this?” inquived ,
Dowler laying his tinger on the silver
medal that decorated the chief’s broad
breast. '

“That,” said the old man, his eagle .
eyo flashing proudly, “was fastened i
on my breast in full parade before all |
the red-coats by Major-General Sir .
Isnac Brock. See, that is King -
George's head. I always wear it on,
Sundays. It minds me of old times.”

“Tell us all about it,” said Dowler |
cagerly. My father fit with Brock at |
Queeriston Heights an’ arterwards got |
wounded at Lundy’s Lane.”

“Did hel” said the chief. “Well, ;
I dont talk much of these things, but .
I don’t mind telling the son of an ol :
soldier. I entered Fort Detroit side |
by side with General Brock. It was
for that I got the medal. Nine wecks
after, I saw him fall at the Big Rapids
{Queenston Heights). I helped to
carry his body down the hill to the
old houss, where it lay—that great
warrior just Jike Indian's dead papoose.
T stood beside his grave and helped to
fire the last volley ovee his body.
But I helped to avenge his death, as
we drove the 'Merican blwe-coats over
the diff,” with sudden emergy ex-
clainied the veteran brave.

But with » tone of compunction he
comtinued, “God forgive me, it was
in my pagan days, when I ssemed to
thirst for blood. It was dreadful to
see bluecoats and red-coats struggling
together like catamounts, and to sec
the "Merican militia rolling dowa the
rocks, torn by the jagged sprwoes and
some of them struggling in the builing
eddies of the river. One mam was
just going to shoot a British exptain
when I flung my .tomabawk right in
his face. He ‘went erashing sver the
bank, clutching at the spruce beaghs,
an’ be Jooked right into.my vyes with
sech a dying agony—its thicty: years
ago, but I ofteh see it still when I close
my eyes at night, and sometimes even
when I try to pray. lused to gloat
on it in my heathen days, but ever
sinoe Elder Case taught me of the
Blessed Lord who prayed for his mur-
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derers, and said ¢ Tove your enemies,’
Ihne wished I enuld ask that ana’s
fwzneness before I weet him at the
Lt zreat review day when all the
wlliers and braves—1nglish, “Meri.
aus, and Tujuns—must stand before
the great Captain, the Tord Jesus
e may have had little papooses and
a white squaw who wept for him just
as muno would weep for me.  Dug,
thanle God, T saved other lives that
“day. My braves weve mad with
s shughter, just as if they were deank
Faith tiveswater ; but when the vietory
“was fairly won [ dengued them oft the
prisoners they weve going to sealp,
[ though it was Jike tearving an cagle
ifrom a heron lie has struck, or the
[ dugs of the hauncies of a deer. This
i killing secns to come natural to the
}‘mg.m Injun of the woeds, but for
Pwhite men and Christiuns it seems
E strange work.”

“ Yet ther' wuz Clivis™n men that fit
i thar,” intervupted Dowler. T hem'd
ather tell on u Methodis” preacher—
i a local, ye know, unt a reg'lar—who
used to preach, an’ pray, an’ sing, like
thunder in barracks ; an’ he fit like a
tiger when the guns was a-radtlin’, an
kep’ on praying ull the time.  Yet he
wuz gentle as a lamb arter the fight
and used to nuss the wounded—even
the 'Merikers, tao,-jist as lovin® an
tender as a woman.”

In answer to the inquiry of Law-
rence if the Christian converts among
the Indians received much opposition
from their pagan velatives the old
chief told the follawing story ¢

“Did you notice that girl with the
great scar on her forehead that sat
yonder1” pointing to neur the door,
where had sat an Indian maiden lithe
and graceful ns one of the mountain
Litches, with eyes as deep and dark as
a forest lake. ' Well, she’s Big Bear's
daughter. He had a streak o luck
winter before lust and had two bLig
moose to spare.  So he hitchied up the

ice with them and some otter and
wink furs to Oka, where the pricsts
have a seminary and & convent, Mere
Marie at the convent was buying sonie
mink skins, and asked him if he
wouldn’t let his pretty daughter, Red
Fawn, come and work ;n the kitchien
and she'd teach her to cook and sew,
He wanted to please the nuns, so he
let her go.

¥ Well, the nuns taught her to say
the Ave and Credo and to dress the
altar of the Virgin. I know their
i ways, I've lived among the Catholics.
Very loving the nuus ave whea they
like, and the poor girl never had any
i kindness showed her before.  So they
r faught her the catechism, then the
{ priest wanted her to be baptized.
They get lots of Injun girls that way—
mighty canning them priests are, beat
even an Injun for that. ~And they
called her Marguerite des Anges, which
means in the lndian language “Peul
of the angels” And they gave hera
pretty gilt crucifix to wear on her
neck.

e e et i S

doys and drove down the river on the

“Well, next fall g Dear was
capinyg down the rover, aml be wont
to see Marguetite. e wet her
the wouds gathering the hite autwinn
lowers to the adtar,  She'd
grow'd <o tall an’ Landsame e was
quite proud of her.

**Come ba ky Ahddnk, an’ share my
lodae,” hie said, but <he el shie couldn’t
lcave the kind wand s,

“EYou must letve thewe Cliistinn
dogs,” he shoute ]) *ar the wily Black
robes will male von a0 woman wor-
shipper lihe themeelves!

“eNwy, fther, 1 ke ot the willd
hunter's  life,)! <od Minguerite, and
crossing hersalfy she went on, * 1 have
already vowed tolive the handmaild of
Christ and his blessed mather, whom,
O futher! I bescech you blasphen
not.!

““What! a daughter of wine be
come asis o of those pale fuced nuns !
ho cried.  *Whv did 1 leave you
among them; I might have known
they would teach you to despise the
gods of your father.’

“4 But those be no gods, father,’ she
veplied, *but evil spirits, says the
priest, beguiling the souls of wmen to
perdition.’

“Good enough gods for your old
father,” he  passionately answered,
‘and good enough they must be fo
his stubborn child. Know, gir), I
have promised that when the next
snow comes, you shall keep the lodge-
fire of Llack Snuke the bravest warrior
of our tribe.’

¢ Nay, father," exclaimed the girl
with a shudder, “that can never be: 1
shrink when I sec” his glittering eye
and gliding step, as though he were
indeed a poisonous snake.

“iIt shall ve, girl,” he thundered ;
‘Big Bear has i it, and the word of
Big Bear was never broken.”

¢ Father, it cannot be,’ said the
Inave gid; ¢ will die first, and in
her irm-pressed lips and flushing eye
Big Bear saw that she had all his own
determination in her slender frame.

“¢Then dic you shall if you obey
uo: my consnand,’ he hissed, Snatch.
ing the cross from her neck he stamped
it beneath his feet exclainming, ¢The
aocursed medicine charm, o T,
do you, then you shall wear it in your
flesh,’ and seizing his scalping knife
he gashed the sigu of the cross upon
he: forchead, and dragged her off
bleeding aud fainting to his wigwam,

“A few wecks after, before the
wound was well healed, when he
wanted to give her to that scoundrel,
Black Snake, sho fled through the
wintry snow to our camp and besought
my protection, and my protection she
shall have as if she were my own
daughter—they are all dead now—so
long us this gun can shoot game in the
woods,” he ended, pointing to his
trusty fowling-picce.

“Is she still » Catholic?” asked
Lawrence, who had been a deeply-
interested listener to this tragic recital,

“8he bas mostly forgotten the Aves
and Lafers that she didn’t understand,”
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PEETASANT IHTouUuRSs.,

veplicd Kewaydin, = Vot anenend,
SIg8 1 oour vap tongan the sweet
by uins,

\When Tanrvey the wondrous croey,’
*Thete is a frantamn titled wath blewd,

and many others.  Andone duy when
[ was reading in the Good Book the
wards of Paul ¢ 1 bear in wy bady the
tmarks of the Towd Jewus,” she smiloa
amd Jaid her finger on the cross shayod
gear on her forehead and sand, 1 toe
bear his siznin my flech” Al <be
is sa good, and gentle, and patent
sometimes think she is Lihe the sants
spohen of ju the Beselating who b
come out of great toholvea and hawe
been sealed with the wal of God in
their forehewds”

THE ‘COMBER Jaw.”
Now rudidenly the waters beil and oap,
On athar side the foamy spray i cast,
Hoavse Genii thiough the shouting tapid
swep,
Aud pilot us unhavmed adown the hissin,
steep,
Again the troublwd deep heaps smge on
s ge,
And howhing hillows sweep the wateisdnk,
Stunniug the car with thar stentorian dirge,
That londens as they strike the rock’s romist
ing verge.
Saxesrer,
The St. Lawrence ane .ar Suguenay.

At Inst the spring came to the
lumber-camp.  The duys grew long
and bright and wavm.  The ice ou the
river beeame sodden and waterlogged,
or broke up into great cakes Leneath
the rising water. The snow on the
upland rapidly melted away, and the
utmost encgy was employed in getting
down the logs to the river before it
entively disappeared.  The harsh voice
of the blue jay was head screaming
in the forest, and its berighit form was
seen flitting about in the sunlight.
The blithe note of the robin rang
through the air. . areen flush crept
over the trees, and then suddenly they
bargeoned out into teuder leafnge.
The catkins of the birch and maple
showered down upon the ground. A
warm south wind blew, bringing on its
wings a copious vain,  Tho river rose
several feet in a single night, One
timber boom above the camp broke
with the strain upou it, and thousands
of Jogs went racing and rushing, like
maddoned herds of seadiorses, down
the strcam, Happily the heavy bonm
below held fivin, and they were als
retained,

About a mile above the eamp was 2
steep and heavy rapid of many rods
in length.  Above it a Lirge “ddrive”
of logs had been collected.
grand and gxciting sight to ree thew
shooting tho rapids.  As they glided
out of the placid water above, they
were deawn gradualiy into the swifter
rush of the viver. They approached a
ledge, where, in unbroken glassy cur-
rent, the stream poured over the rock.
In they rushed, and, tilting quickiy
up on end, made a plunge like a diver
inte the secthing gulf below,  Alter
what scemed to the spectator several
winutes’ submergence, they rose with

It wasa

A Louned partidlv abiae the <urzes, |
stevgzhing CHhe L swnomer in
' owath the Waned
rush fall G0t npzanst an
tron rock that, weddue e, il noes
their right to possand e el
aside, shuddetivg, brawecd, wud o
tored from the encounter Sap v
broken in twate  Othoer ais
into splinters. by
weathed,

Now onelnbangin v el
Annther stvilos ] turna it athe e
the styream Then
other, and <O athors gl

s agoeny’
Now ¢} y

Sty

nee
RETYRTH
ol by un

\l'-”'[ nn‘ "
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ston, lu(l;{u, ared U eenad bl

is formed. Now o hge oy cooirs
along Jike o e fy It
will surely snovp anan the ol Y

With tha ., Ithe the

Blow of a hatteriog o, it <t o the

oy |f,|!v-|)f

a trewen b
tasg, whicl quivel~ grinds, wroans,
and appuently sulils aowepent, togt
The

water vapidly aises and boals el cddies

is faster junmed than ever

with ten fold meoe,

The “deivers  abave hiave man gl
to throw a lor actess the enteanes to
the rajad ta prevent a further an,
vl naw et detitepeately about hiocen
g the *pan” Wk
pike poles,  levers, anes, and ropes,

they tey to roll, pry, clisp, or hanl out '
of the way the b which are jummed
togetll i o seounazly aetealile

wnsk,  The work has a t 1oably Iu-nl

oms ook,

mve way, earrving everything before

it with resistless foree. Yot thesao

wen, who appear et fike midgets |
as compuved with ite fmumense s, !
swarm over it, pullme, tueging, oy,

the utmost
Like amplabious

ing, and shouting  with

caolniess and daving,

aniraals, they wade nto the rushme,

ice-cold water, il clamber v the
slippery logs,

Nowan owtructive *stick, "av these
The
jum cveaks and groawws and goaes a
shove, and the men scimper to the
shore. But no; it agan laduees ap
parvently ns fust as ever. At wark the
wen go again, when, lo* a mnale well
directed blow of un axe rddicves the
whole gum, exettng n pressure of hun
dreds of tons. It s sawve gue pout.
Each man springs to escape. The
whole s gors crashing, grinding,

huge tugs are eadied, s set fiee,

wraanmng over the ledwe.
13 evervhidy yafe
aturst got to the shore when he s

Neo, Evans has

eaught, by the heel of his ftou stadded

boot, letween two urindmg lags An
other momenut and ho will he swept or
dragged down o destiuction Law.
rence, not without ivupsurnt personal
risk, springs forwavd aud vitehes hold
of bhis outstretched hands,  Dotvier
throws his arms around fawrenees
body, and bracing himself againat a
rock they all give o sunultancous pull
and the imprisoned fuot is freed.  Aud
well it i3 >0, for at that moment the
whole wrack goes rusling by, The
eutue oveurrence has tahen anldy a fow
secor g, Theso lumbe v teed to
have a quick ¢ye, fivm nerves, and
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PLEASANT HOURS.

strong thews and sinews, for their
lives scem often to hang on & hair.

But what is that lithe and active
figure dancing down the rapids on a
single log, at the tail of the jam? It
is surely no one clse than Baptiste la
Tour. How he got there no one
kuows. Mo hardly knows himself.
But theve he i, gliding down with
nrrowy swiftness on a log that is spin-
ning round under his feet with extra-
ordinary vapidity. With the skill of
an ncrobat or rope-dancer he preserves
his balanee, by keeping his feet, avwns,
legs, and whole body in constant
motion, the spikes in his boots pre-
venting his slipping. So long as the
Jog is in decp water and keeps clear of
rocks and other logs, lio is compara-
tively safe.

But sco! e will surely run upon
that jutting crag ! Nearcr and nearer
he approaches ; now for a crash and 2
dnngerous lenp ! DBut no! he veers
off, the strong back-wash of the water
preveating the collision. Now the
log plunges partly beneath the waves,
but by vigorous struggles he keeps his
plwce on its slippery surface.  Now
his log runs full tilt against another.,
The shock of the collision shakes him
from his feet; ho staggers and slips
into tho water, but in a moment ho is
out and on his unmanageable steed
agnin.

As ho glides out into the smooth
water bolow tho rapids, a ringing
~heer goes up from his comrades, who
had been watching with eager cyes
his perilous ride. They had not
cheeted when the jam gave way, end-
ing their two hours’ strenuous effort.
But at Daptiste’s safety, ivrepressibly
their shouts burst forth. With the
characteristic grace of his countrymen,
he returncd the cheer by a polite bow,
and seizing a floating handspike that
had been carried down with the wrack,
he paddled toward the shore. Ashe
neared it, he sprang from log to log
till he stood on solid ground. Shak-
ing himself like a Newfoundland dog,
he strode up the bank to receive the
congratulations of his comrades.

¢ That's wuss than breakin' “a the
breachiest hoss I ever see, the
comment of Jim Dowler, who spoke
from experience of the latter per-
formance.

“1'd as soon go sailin’ on a broom-
stick wid a witch, through the air,”
said Dennis O'Neal, who spoke as if he
had tried that mode of travelling.
“It's better than being caught like
an otter in A trap, as I was” said
Evans. “I'm like Apollo,” he went
on, recalling the classic lore lie learned
at Brascnose, * vulnerable in my heel.
But there, I'm sorry to say, the re-
semblance ends, so far as I can see,”
and he laughed a hard, Litter, scornful
laugh against himself.

(To be continued.)

Ir life has been but bitterness to
you, taste heaven's sweet in the cup of

prayer.

The Builders.

ALL are architects of fate
Working in these walls of Time,
Some with mamive deeds and great,
Some with ornaments of rhyme.

Nothing uscless is, or low ;
Fach thing in its placeis best ;
And what seems butidle show
Strengthens and supports the rest,

For the structure that we raise,
Time is with materials filled ;
Our to-days and yestenlays
Are tho block y with which we build

Truly shape and fashion these;
Leave no yawuing gava between ;

Think not because no man nees,
Such things will remain unseen.

In the clder days of art,

Ruilders wrought with greatest care
Eachminute and unseen part ;

For the gods see vverywhero

Let us do our work as well,
Both the unscen and the seen;
Make the liouse where God mnay dwell
Beautiful, entire, and clean.

Else our lives ave incomplete.
Standing in these walls of I'ime

Broken stair-ways, where the feet
Stumble as they seck to climb.

Duild to-day, then strong and sure,
With a firm and ample base;
And ascending and secure
Shall to-morrow find its place.

Thus alone can we attain
To these turrets, where the eyo
Sees the world as one vast plaio,
And onc boundless reach of sky.
— Lougfellow.

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THZ OLD TESTANENT.

B.C. 1400}  LESSON IX.
THE PILLAR OF CLOUD AND OF FIRR,

Num. 9.15-23. Memory verses, 13, 16

Goroxx Texr.

O send ont thy light and thy truth; let
them lead me. Psa. 43, 3.

OurLiNe,
1. The Cloud.
2. The Camp.
Tive AxD Puack.—Same as in the pre-
vious lesdon.

EXPLANATIONS.—Onthe day . . . thecloud
covered the tabernacle—That was the first
dayof the first month of the second year. Z'Ae
cloud—Not a “*cloud ;" it was a peculiarly
shaped cloud, a dark pillar, not like_sny
other cloud. 7'Actent of the testimony—That
is, the inner sanctuary or holyof holies, where
God typically dwelt over the mercy-seat.
So it vwas alway—For forty years it was a
constant reminder of Jehovah's ce.
Clond was talen wp—That is, rose into
mid-air in sight of all the people. They
pitched--That is, t.ey pitched their tents
and encamped. 7'Ac commandment of the
JLord—Not a commandment in word, but
they came soon to call this guiding cloud the
commandment of the Lord.

Tracnings or TaE Lissox,

Where, in this lesson, are we taught-—

1. That God honours his house ?

2. That God is the guide of his o?
3. That we oughit always to obey God's
commands?

Tux Lxssox CaTecHism,

1. How did God show his presence amon,

his people? DBy a pillar of cloud and ﬁuf
2. Where could this always be seen? Over
the ark in the tabernacle, 3. How did they
regard the movements of this pillarof cloud
and fire? As the commandment of the Lord,
4, For how long did God give them this sign
of his presence? For forty yesrs, 5 What
prayer of David draws ita idea from the

cloudy pillar? ‘O send out thy light,” etc.

(Avo. 26 | €04

DocrrixaL Svcarstion—The guidance of

Careciiisy Qursriox.,

9. Is not your soul then of great value?
Yos; becauso it is myself.

Luke ix. 25.  What is & man profited, if
he gain the whole world, aud lose or forfeit
his own soul?

B.C.1400)  LESSON X. (Serr. 2
TIE SPIXS SENT INTU CANAAN.
Num. 13. 17-33.
Gorory Texr.
Tt us go up at once, and possess it for

we are well able to overcome it. Num,
13. 30.

Metnory verse, 30.32

QuTLiNg,

1. The Spies.
2. Their Report.

Time.—1490 B.C,

Prace.—The wilderness of Paran.

EXPLANATIONS, — This way sunhicard—
This means not to travel toward the south,
but iuto the south country, a name by which
the border land of Canaan *vas well known.
Into the meuntain--This was the hill country
of onr Lord’s time ; the mountainous central
ridge from liebron to Esdraelon. TAeland
« « « fat or lean—~That is, whether produc.
t}ye ::d }crtilo. or sterile :«"go b.n.'! ‘Timc
of ret-ripe grapes—About July or
Auguat.  Floweth with milk and hown ’—A

tic way for cxpressing the wonderful

ertility of the land. Land that eateth up
the inhabitants— Perhaps it means a land of
an unhealthy and malarial climate; or a
land subject to incesaant invasious, and con-
sequent destructions of the poople.

TracuiNes or Tiux Lrssox,
Where, in this lesson, are we taught—
1. That prudence is a Christian virtue?
2. That unbelief makes poo‘rle cowardly?
3. That niajoritive are not always right?

Tux Lrssox CaTrecyisu.

1. Why did Moees send forth twelve spies?
‘I'o learn concerning the land. 2. How far
did they travel? ‘Through the whole land,
3. What did they finll? A very fertile land?
4. \What was the cffect upon ten of the spies?
They were filled with fear. 8. How did
they express their fear and faithlessness?
“They aro stronger than we.” 6. \What
was the voice of courage and faith? ¢‘Let
us go up at once,” etc.

DocriiSaL SusorstioN, —Forgetfulness of

Carecaise Quxsriox,

10. Did God create you? Yes; he made
me, both body and soul.

Peaalm c. 3. Kuow ye that the Lord he
is God ; it is he that hath made ns,

Josb x. 11; Numbers xvi. 22; Hebrews
X1. 9.

DO NOT BE AFRAID TO PRAY.
Waex Sir James Anderson firat

men in the forecastle respected the boy
on his knees, and did not molest him,
among their number being one who
took a special interest in the boy asa
ccuntrympa, and-rejoiced in the name
ot~ K ? All went well till
they reac Calcutts, and another
sailor was shipped for the voyage home
whose name was “English Bob,” to
distinguish him from the other. Young
Anderson kneeled down ss usual to
pray at night, when, all of a sudden,
A boot was thrown at him, and then
another, by « English Bob,” who took
offence at what he called “canting
humbug.” “8cotch Bob," hearing the
noise, came to the rescue of his com-
m and there was a fight, the

man getting the best of it
Next night young Anderson was af.aid
to k down as usual, and turned
into bed prayerless. Presently out he
was pulled and planted on the deck by
his former defender, ¢ Scotch Bob,”
who shook him and said : “You little
rascal, do you think I am going to
fight for you and then ses you act thus?
If you are not afraid of your Maker's
anger, I'll make you afraid of mine, 20

come out and say your prayers.”

went to sea he joined a ship where the-

CHEAP READING
For The Young.

In order to reduce onr stock, an well aa g
give the realing public an opportunity e
procitre good books at greatly reduced prices,
we ptopuse from titne to time to issue lisy
of Wiooks, stating to whom moat suitable, ®4
prices less than ever offered Lefore,

Only 15 Cents Net, Post-Paid.
w Olol{h Boarde &08 Paid

Suravis rrox THE HARVEST-MIELD OF
SuNDAY-SCHOOLS,
Bread Found After Many Days.
Buds of Grace Expanding ia
Glory.
Charley Smeaton; or, Have You a
Harp There?
The Child's Last Prayer; or, The
Story of Magyie. . .
Going Home. By the authur of “My
Dear, Dear Saviour."”
Labhours of Love; or, Forty Yean'
Experience in the Suuday-school. ;
The Model Eon. By the author of §
‘¢ Beautiful Chriat.” .
y Dear, Dear Saviour. By the,
author of ** Beautiful Chriat.” -
Neddy Bruce; or, Happy Changes.
The Saved Class.
Willie's Good-bye.
Work in Waste Placas. :
OLive Prants yroM Cunisriax Houxs. ;J

Chapters from a Family Cirole.

Grapes and Thorns. ;

Helen Lindsaye. By the author of }
“Work in Waate Places.” :

My Mother's Prayers

The Reward of a Li.os Work, By |
Mary Onley.

The Unseen Hand.

Only 25 Cents Net, Post-paid,
Oloth, Gilt 8ide. ,
All But Loat. By Mms. C. L. Balfour,
author of * Bond of Kindnr »,” &kec., &c. §
Karge type. Weilillust oted. ¢
*“Mre. Balfour's well-known ability as &
writer for the young speaks for itself.”

Archie's Old Desk. By Sarah Doud-
ney, author of * Faith Harrowby,”.
¢ Wave upon Wave,” &c. Illustrated,

type.
« A story of a boy’s temptations.”
8tories. By Sarah Doudney. Post, H
. 8vo, cloth boards. ;
“Will be y read by childrea in’
homes and »

Bond of Kindnees (The): a House-
'I'fwn.u f"'IA“-;'a;’e o ek
our. t illustra
with numerons Wood C?:.' :
‘A pleasans storyon kindness to animala.”
Brenches over the Wall;
or, Mdﬁ%nﬁf“umuu of m&uzf
oral Benefits of Sunday-schuol Opera-
tioms. By R, E. Cranfield.

Dick Rohins; or, After Man; Duys.
Illustrated,

“This is & story of a street arah, who
geta run over and is taken to an hoapital,
where be makes acquaintances which mate.
rially affect his destiny.” . .
Bda mnz; or, The Twin Roses. Dy A.

D. Binfield. \Vith Four full-page 1llus-

trations. .
b ki

[ t and se ild wi

dear, self-deuying little maiden.” e
Bthel's £ range Lodger. AStoryin

Four Chapters. By Mis C. L. B:)lff’onr.
- suthor of ** All but Lost,” &e., &ec.

« A bright little story by a very able pea.”
WILLIAM BRIGGS,

~ Pusuisuxs,
%8 & 80 Kixo 8 Easr, Toroxro.
C. W. COATES, Moatresl, Que. B
8. ¥. HUESTIS, Halifax, N.§' 4




