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The Thing Not Done.

[ 1t isn't the thing you do, dear,
B It's the thing you leave undone,
f Which gives you a bit of heartache,
- At the setting of the sun.
The tender word forgotten,
¥ ‘The letter you did not write,
The flov-ar you might have sent, dear,
Are your haunting ghosts to-night.

The stone you might have lifted
Oout of your brother’s way,

£ Tho bit of heartsomo counsel

§  You were hurried too much to say ;

. The loving touch of the hand, dear,

[ The gentle and winsome tone,

E That you had no time or thought for

f. Far lite is all too short, dear,

And sorrow 13 all too great,

For &1l our slow compassion,

That tarrieg until oo late.

And it's not the thing you do,

dear,

. it's the thing you leave undonse,

Which gives you a bit of heart-

eche,
At the setting of the sun.

THE C0ZY CORNER.

f Long evenings suggest good
¥ ‘times together. As soon es the
-day’s duties are ended the big
study table is drawn out'into the
% centre of the room. Then the
* family lamp is lighted, and the
I’ boys and girls are not long in
. tinding- thelr places around ft.
- Now comes the hour for conver-
.sation and story-telling. To
® make the time s pleasant one,.
k overy member of the gathering
should be ready to do his or her
part in the way of entertaining,
E and so all share-alike in the en-
B joyment of the occarion.
It need not be something of
. your own that you talk about,
t ‘although -one’s own observation
¥ ot thinps, when put into words,
. i3 apt to be well worth listening
to. The fact of your having had
: to ‘do with: aiz exciting.event, or
. .that you have been witness to
- anything out of the ordinary, in-
B spires your listeners-with the feel-
- Ing that they, too, can enter into
the' spirit of the parrative with-a
zest equal to yours when you be-
- come acquainted with that which
. You are relating.
Some time, when you cannot :
think' of anything particularly ‘{8

@ sation about the month of Novem=

- ber. Ask, What two very plea-
- sant things does the month always
bring with it? Of course every
' one will'know they are the beau-
. -tigul ““ Indian. Summeer,” and our
Natlonal Thanksgiving: But cvery
one will not know-

“ What causes the ‘Indian Sum-

mer,’
] ‘When the .haze,
Soft and illusive as a falry

dream,

Wraps all .the landscape in its
siivery fold,

And the year takes on its part-

ing wing, -
A rainbow glory

tion:

. interval .of cold occurs, caused

sumpes’ follows.”

With troubles enough of your own.

. good to say, have. a little conver- i

So you can be ready with the explana-

N + As either pole of the earth is turned

- toward the sun after:the vernal equinox,
the solar effect increases fn -the direc-
tion -of that pole uniil a thaw of the
winter’s accumulated ice set in, when an
v by .the
rapid xbeorption of the solar heat. Thus
the trequent ‘<old spells® of the later
k- xpring .months-have been accounted for.
When, 9n the contrary, either pole is
E. turned away from the sun after the
- autumnal eguinox, the converse process
takes place, the higher parts of the con-
tinent .are chilled, &nd the easuing con-
-densation. of the vapour in the -air,,
Hberating its heat, raiscs the tem-,
perature, and thus an interval of fine, .
comparatively warm. weather or *second

|
You may have to spend a littlo time , cliffs, broken and contorted into thou-
in Jooking up the definition of some of : sands of fragments and shapes, crowned
the words you use in your explanation; , by perpetual fce and snow, and with
but thut will be excelient praciice. It , great glaclers puaring Into the sea from
will also give you an opportunity to tell ; nearly cvery large valley, appear entirely
the others the mcaning of thess samo  barren, But as the vessel, on which the
words. travelles I8, approaches nearer, in the
crevices of the huge rocks and towering
) preceipices, and beside the glistening snow
The Gaylord Herald wound up a com- , and ice, ars v be seen patches of greon,
pliment to a young schoolma’am with a, at first dull, and then vivid as the vessel
guod word about *“the reputation for , draws ncarer. This is the first glimpse
teaching she bears.” Tho next day the . of Acctic vegetation, which {s to teach
schoolma’am met the editor, and chased , the ztudent how indemitable this form
him down tho strect with a blue um-, of life 13, and under what adverse cir-
brella, and every jump in tho road she, cumstances it can and will flsurish.
screamed that she had never taught a , These patches of verdure, seen from tho
sghe bear in all her life, ¢ sea, and which led Erlc tho Red, more

THE OS?REY OR TFISH-ITAWK.

THE OSPREY -OR FISH-HAWK, than a thousand years ago, to call this

; ; ““land of desolation™ Greenland, are
Th : .

X lssa! m:e;f:lnz)}g]géuw?gf‘n:m? t}x’g i dwarf willows and birches, patches of
water. When it secs a fish beneath the clump moss, and sometimes luxuriant
surface it rushes down, dives boldly and N : .
brings up the struggling fish and carrles : GOnce landed, no matter where, in
it off to its nest to feed its young. They | Greenland, between Cape Farewell on
will & off a fish welghing five pounds. : the soiith and Indepeadence Bay on the !
Som ewumues they plunge their talons into { north, flowers are blooming, dwar! wil- |

-t lows and birches thrivin s8ses and
one too heavy to lift and will be dragged ! : £, gra i
» i mosees flourishing during the summer
under the water and drowned. { months, whercver the ice will afford nn
— ,:!pportunity., Irzgecd, som(:tlmes vegeta-
: - on assumes the aggressive and over-
FLOWERS IN GREENLAND. :whelms and buries huge fields of Ice,
Even in June -or July, when the, enveloping them in green carpets, moi- ,
weather is the balmiest, as the traveller , tled with gold and white blossoms of
approaches the coast of Greenland, it I8, other plants. ‘Two of the must remark-
hard to- believe in.the existence of vege- able Instances of this tictory of vegetable
table Jifc on its bleak-looking shores, at  matter over its ¢y foe are to Yo found
least in any quantity. . The frowning . on the shores of Robortson's Bay, where |

T in tho cosy sittiug-roum.
‘use bothering awuay
school anyway !"

.must get it little by little.

the unfortunate Joha M. Verhooff, it is
now generally conceded, lost hia lite by
talling into the crevasse of a glacier

On the west slds of the bhay, rising
for nearly 4,000 feet above tho sea leve),
Is a conical-shaped motintain,  Adbout {t
are others, all covered with snow, or
thrusting thei- heads into the clouds
without covering of any kind, but this
cunleal giant alune §s maptied frofh ita
summit to its waterside In grevn moas,
to a thickness of from two to ten fcot,
an unbroken mass of vepdure, axcept
whare here and thero patchea of bouldorn
and stones, marking the path of a once
lateral moraine, have succecded in keop-
ing in the light. Deneath this covering
of moss rests, to an unknown depth, bluo
and solid lce, created probably ages ago,
and preserved as well as to &n tee-hoise
This ice, aa far as capn be dotermined
completely embraces the mountain from
crown to foot, a mas- xhich once gleamed
as flercely in the sup mer gunhight as un
conguered flelds Jo b ‘he present era’in
Greenland  Independent

WILLIES GOLD MINE

“ It 1 wero rich 1'd nover go to school
another day ¥ exclaimed Willle, a8 he
threw hils books and strap upon tho sofa
“ What'a the
ail 2no’s time in

 Welf, Willle,” Inquired grandmas,
cheerlly, from her pleasant corner, “how
would you ltke to own a gcld mine-- your
very own ?"

“A gold mine! Jy! Id Mke it
awfully, grandma, but,” continued Wilile,
slowiy, “1 don’t supposs I'll ever own
one."”

*1 geo no reasen why you can't if you
really want one,” replied grandma, smil-

Do tell me quick ! cried
Willle, eagerly. 1 guess Jim West
won’t feel so big it 1 get a gold mine,”
and Willie whistled gally at the thought.

After a moment’s silence, Willle con-
tinued, thoughbtfully, 1 can't buy a gold
mine, for I've only two dollars In my
bank, and a mine will cost heaps.”

* 8it down a minute while 1 explain,”
and as sho spoke, grandma fondly drew
her pet to her side. “ You can’t buy

‘this gold mine with money; and no one

can give it to you,; you must work for it,

.and work hard, too, Willie.”

* Oh, grandma, I'll do anything, sure !

| Sec how big.and tall T am,” and Willle
‘actually grew six Inches taller all at

once,. by standing on his tiptoes.

*“You can’'t get your gold mine In a
hurry, elther,” went on graadmh. “You
1t 1sn’t like
some gold mines that are full of wealth
at the beginning— you must fill this mine
yourself.”

“ Y11l it take long to il {t, grandma ?*

 Yes, 2 number of years. Each day

‘| you can add some valuable bit to-it, and

hy-gand-bye, lo! you will have an (n-
gxhaustible treasure. No one can steal
your mine from you, Willie, and you can
never dig it dry.”

“ My I exclatmed Willfe, with spark-
ling eyes. “* When can I begin -to get
my gold mine, grandma ?”

“ At any time! You tave already
begun to fill your treasurc house, and
by going to—""

“1 know, grandma,” interrnpted Wil-
fe. *It's an educatfon that you mean:
that's the gold mine.”

*“ And isn't that a fine one, Willle 2

*“Y.c-s, and I'm golng to begin now tn
il it up. Horrah for grandma and the
gold mine '

** And the scbool, t¢o,” added grand
ma.
“ Why, of course,” laughed Willie.—
Presbyterian.

“1 Aidn't know you were so accom-
plished a Mnguist,” he remarked, as he
glanced at the paper she was reading.
31 don't make any pretensions n that
direction,” she aaswered  *“But that s
a Russtan newepapcr you have pleked

ap.” " Why, 8n it 12 she angwered in
surprise. 1 th--ght It was a dialect
stary.”
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PLEASANT HOURS.

“ All Things Come Round.”

It was terribly hot, and i 1ald me down
At the foot of o bickory treo,

And a sqgmirrel abuve who wasnt afrald
Bat varking, and acolding mo,

And a b;nublc-bco swung by a winding

path

With his surly “ Qet out of my way " ;

And a roving mosquito came blowing his

tpo,
8o whit could r fellow gay ?
*‘This bumble-bee thinks he owno the
carth,
And the squirrel, there, claims tho tros,
And this third lttle varlot would take
all the rest
That 8 of any Importance to me !
But, you see, 1 wasg tired and fell asleop,
And when 1 opened my eyes,
‘I'hoy found out the door of the bumblo-
bee's store,
Thoere was haney enough for a8 prizo !
And the rquirrel had thrown e a parcol
of nuls;
And near, on a floating spray,
A robin was singing a cheery song —
The mosquito had come his way !
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WOLFGANG MOZART'S PRAYER.

Many years ago, fn the town of Salz-
burg, Austria, two little children lived in
a cot surrounded by vines, near a plea-
sant river. ‘They bLoth Joved music, and
when only silx years of age Frederica
oould play well on a harpsichord. But
from her little brother such strains ot
melody would resound through the hum-
ble cottage as were never before heard
from sb young a child, Their father
was a teacher of music, and his own
children were his best puplls.

There came times so hard that these
children bhad scarcely enoagh to eat, but
they loved each other, and wers happy
fn the simple enjoyments that fell to
their lot.

One pleasant day they sald : “Let us
take a walk In the woods. How sweetly
the birds sing, and the sound of the
river as it flows Is like music.”

So they went. As they were situng
in tho shadow o! a tree, th¢ boy sald
woughtfully ¢

* Sister, what a beautiful place this
would be to pray.”

Frederica asked wondering : * What
shall we pray for ?"

** Why, for papa and mamma,” safd her
Lrother. * You see how sad. they look.
Poor mamma hardly ever smiles now,
and I know it must be because she has
not always bread enough for us. Let
us pray to God to help us”

“ Yes,” sald Frederica, *“ we will.”

So these two sweet children knelt
down and prayed, asking the heavenly
Father to bless their parents and make
them a help to them.

* But how can we help papa and mam-
ma " asked Frederica,

“ Why, don’t you know ?" repiied
Wolfgang., "My soul is full of music,
and by-and-bye I shall play before great
people, and they will give me plenty of
money, and I will glive it to our dear
parents, and we'll live in 8 fine house
and be bappr.”

At tki5 8 loud laugh astonished the bor,
Wwho did not know that any one was near
them. Tuwrning, he saw & goul'snan

Weo!ea'ul Boo’:snoom.

who had just come from the wooda, The

stmnger made inquiries, which the iltile )

girl answerod, telling him -

“\Wolfgang means to be a great musi-
clan. he thunka that he can earn money,
80 that we shall no longer be poor*

“ He may do that when he has learned
to play well enongh,” ropited the
stranger

Frederica answered @

“Heo I8 only six years old, Jut plays
beautifuily, and can compose pleces.”

“ That cannot be,” roplied the gentle-
man,

* Come to sce us,” sald tho boy, “‘and
I will play for you.”

“1 will go this evening,” answered the
stranger.

The children went home and told thelr
story to their parents, who scemed much
pleased and astonlshed.

Soon a loud knock wns heard at tho
doar, and on opening it the Jittle family
wero surprised to see men bringing in
baskets of richly-cooked food in varlety
and abundance. They had an ample
feast that evening.

Thus God answered the children’s
prayer. Soon after, while Wolfgang was
nlaying a sonata which he had composed,
the stranger entered and stood astonished
at the wondrous melody. The father ro-
cognized In hls guest Fraucis I., the Em-
peror of Austria.

Not long afterward the family were
invited by the Emperor to Vienna, where
Wolfgang astonished the royal family
by his wonderful powers.

At the ago of fifteen years Wolfgang
was acknowledged by all emtnent com-
posers as a master.

Mozar: was a good Christian as well
as a great musician. The simple trust
in God which he learned §n childhood
never forsook him. In a letter to his
father he says:

1 neover lose sight of God. I ackpow-
ledge his power and dread his wrath,
but at the same thme I love to admire
his goodness and mercy to his creatures.
He will never abandon his servant. By
téhz fulfilment of his will minoe is satis-
e .”

The simple, trusting faith of the young
muslician was remarkable, and it teaches
old and young & lesson.

“OUR REASONABLE SERVICE"
| BY COUSIN ELINOR. :

It was Saturday afternoon, and the
' Danville Juniors were gathered in thelr
plcasant room for their regular weckly
meeting. It was a beautiful winter
afternoon. The alr was crisp and clear,
and the sunlight danced on the freshiy-
fullen snow. 1 fear that my little Dan
ville friends were thinking more o!f sleds
and skates as they looked longingly at
the blue sky, which smiled so brightly
, outside the windows, than of their meet-

ing. There was a general alr of in-
difference, which touched Miss Harper
deeply, because it was so unusual. Last
year, you will remember, the blessed
revival which came to Danville began
in the Junfor League, and that very
many, young and old, then started on
the heavenward Jlourney.
quite a pumber of assoclate members hagd
been added, but only a few had becomo
members of the church. The Juniors
had not been sleeping by any means,
but had been busily at work in various
ways. You know they organized 2
humane soclety last summer, and now
they .had a great missionary enterprise
on hand, which I may tell you about
later.

This year early in December meetings
had been begun in the chureh. They
had been in progress about two weeks,
but the interest did not seem to extend
to the Junlors. Miss Harper was aaxi-
ously praying for them.

* Children,” she sald at ast, ** suppose
we discontinue our regular exercises and
spand the rest of the time in talking.”

lnstantly every eye was turned in
smiling alertness and interest toward
their teacher

“You remember that many of ¥you
came into the service of Christ last win-
ter. How many of you are still happy
in that service ?" she asked geiitly. In-
stantly fifty eager little hands were in
the air,

I am glad there are so many,” said
Miss Harper; * but there are some among
you who have not yet sought the Lord.
Will you tell themm why you think chil-
dren ought to be Christians?  Dora,
dear,” she continued, turning to little

, Dora Clay, who was ithe first to come
last year; “ What (8 your reason 2"

* Because Jesus loves us so much” was
the simple answer.

* And yours. Mamie ?”

* Because God wants us to be.”

** And Yyours, Dick ?” turning to Dick
Brown, who got into so much trouble

!last summer,

“Because it keeps us from being

wicked,” he replled In 8 Jow volce.

Sinco then -

*“What {s your reason, Annje ?”

* Becuuse [ want Lo go to hoaven.”

** And yours, Charlle Roberts 2"

**So that wo can grow up to bo good
and happy men and women,” was tho

reply. 1 don't believe sloners are over
bappy. ‘Thoy are always getiing into
trouble,”

“ A very wise reason, certainly,” sald
Miss Harpor. * And yours, Carl 7" turn-
ing to Carl Hayes,

“To save my own soul, and t1y to help
others save theirs,” was tho thoughtful
reply.

*\What {s your reason for being a
Christian, Agnes ?” Miss Harper asked
of the young president.

** Because Christ redeemed us with his
own blood, and that to give ourselves to
him to love and serve him {s our reason-
able service, That {s what papa says,
Miss Harper, and I belleve it i3 the best
reason,” sal. Agnes, earnestly.

* Your rcasons are all good,” sald Mise
Harper, after several other answers had
been given.
bhecause Jesus loves us, because God wants
us to be, hecause we do not wish to be
sinners, because It makes us good and
happy., €aves our souis and othors, and
because it 8 our reasonable service. X
will add two reasons to yours, dear chil-
dren., One Is because the Christ-lite is
the only true life; and the other is that
we, a3 members of the human famlly,

for strength to take us through that day.

t

i

‘* We should be Christians .

. thelr own selfish designs.

belong to Christ. God gave us all to
him, for ysu know at what a teartulf

price he bought ug, that he might teach
us the way to eternal life, Agnes truly
says that {t 1s our reasonable service.
As long as we withhold our hearts from

| religlon.

him, just so long are we defrauding him |

of his own. To be a true disciple of
Jesus Christ means J)ife and hope and
bappiness—everything that is good and
beautiful, To be the slave of sin means
sorrow and suffering and spiritual death.
To be the servant of Jesus Christ Is to
find eternal life. To give the heart to
Christ in childhood means to escape the
dangers of sln and the possible ship-
‘ wreck of the soul, and to work all the
{ lite long to bring in his kingdom of
! righteousness and love. Could any ser-
vice be mcre reasonable or more blessed?
And then if a poor sinner does repent
and turr to God in his old age, just
think hew much ovil he has done whose
influeres no tears of repentance can wash
away.”
There was a thoughtful silence, then
Bertie Gray said: “I'll come now.”
Atter singing a hymn the children
went soberly home; but a week after-
ward ten of the assoclate members had
' given themselves to Christ—Epworth
Herald.

A CURIOUS TRUNK.

The following puzzle {s sald to have
been composed by the Bishop of Oxford :
j I have a trunk with two lids, two caps,

two musical instruments, two established

measures, and a great number of articles

a carpenter cannot dispense with; then
+ 1 have always about me two fine fish,
and a great number of smaller ones, two
lofty trees, fine flowers, and the fruit
of an indigenous plaut, two playful ani-
{ mals, and a number of smaller and less

tame breed, a fine stag, some whips
i without handles, some weapops Of war-
fare, and 2 number of weather-cocks, the
! steps of a hotel, the House of Commons
on the eve of dirision, two students or
scholars, and sowe Spanish grandees to
wajt upon me.

Answer.—The human body, eyelids,
kneecaps, drum of ‘the ear, feet, nalls,
soles, muscles, palms, tulips, hips, calves,
hair, heart, lashes, arms, biades, veins,
insteps, eyes and nose, pupils, tendons,

~

DAY BY DAY.

“1 don't belfeve I can ever bo much
of a Christian,” said a little girl to her
mother,

*“ \Why ?” her mother asked.

*“ Because there’s so much to dbe done
it one wants to be good,” was the reply.
“One has got to overcome so much, and
bear so many burdens, and all that
You khow how the minister told all
about it last Sunday.” _

“How did your brother get all that
big plle of wood Into the shed last
spring? Did he do it all at once, or
i little by lttle 7"

“ Little by little, of course,” answered
, the girl.
« Well, that's just the way to live a
, Christian life. All the trials and bur-
dens won't come at one time. We must
overcome those of to-day, and let those
, of to-morrow alone till we come to them.
; O course there’s a -great den! of work
to be done In a Christiac's lifetime, In
the performance of o»r obligations to

|

When. to~-morrow conies we will ask
again, He will glive all we ask for, and
as wo need it. By dolng a little to-day
and a Jittle to-morrow, and keeplng on
in that way. wo can accomplish great
things, Look at life In its little-by-
Jittle aspect rather than as one great
task to be done all at once, and It will
be casy to face it.”

A little galn in patience to-day, a lit-
tle more trust to-morrow—that’s the way
a Christian life grows.~New York Ob-
server.

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
MARCH 14, 1897.
Rhoda, who came to hearken.—Acts
12, 13.
NEANUN OF PERSECULTION,

Herod Agrippa, the grandson of Herod
the Qreat, was the king of Judea. The
Herod family were confessedly a family
of notorious persons. As we bave
studied their history, we have wondered
how tho Almighty permitted them to so
vex and annoy the chiurch of God. They
all desired to be popular with the Jews,
who were subjects of the Roman Xmplre,
and did not even hesitate to commit mur-
der, if, by so doing, they could promote

JAMES AND PETER,

Verse 2. James had already been put
to death, This pleased the wicked
Jews, who were opposed to the Christian
Peter wag imprisoned, he was
chained to the soldiers, sixtcen of whom
were his guards, and kept Peter in thelr
special care by turns, day and night. It
was the design of Herod to kill Peter at

| some time in the near future.

t

i

PRAYER.

Verse 6. Tho church could obtain no
redress from the civil rulers. Thoy
knew that the day following was to be
the day of trial, when they felt assured
that Peter would bave to endure the
same fate as had befallen James. Their
only refuge.in this season of trouble was
prayer. “In trouble there {8 & resting-
place for those who know the throne of
grace”” The command {s, “Call upon
me ip ths day of trouble.” This was a
day of trouble to the church at Jerusa-
lem. Perhaps some wonder why there
{s no mention of prayer on behalf ot
James. Probably he was put to death
as soon as he was apprehended.

YRAYER ANSWERED.

Verse 7. The angel went into Peter’s
cell, and see how he found Peter, * be-
tween two soldiers.” Peter's right arm
was bound to the left arm of one soldler,
and his left arm to the right arm of an-
-other soldier. Peter did not seem to-be
the least uneasy, for he acted as though
there was not the slightest danger.
Peter’s consclence was easy. e was
ready to dle or live. To all appearance
Peter was safe in custedy, and could nut
be rescued,

WHAT THE ANGELS DID.

Verses 7, 8. Gird thyself. Put on
thy outer garments. The chains fell
off. TFollow me. Al this i3 truly won-
derful. Peter does not ask for any ex-
planation. He does:as he is commanded
to do. So should we, when we arg com-
manded by those in .authority, though
we must not do cvil, no matter by whom
we may be commanded. The angel led
Peter out of prison. They went past
guards of soldfers. The gate leading In-
to the prison opened, without either the
angel or Peter touchlng it. Peter
thought he had seen a vision, but when
the angel left him, he knew it was no
vision. You see, Peier had to put on
his own clothes The angel did not
dress him, nor did the angel lead him
to the house of Mary Mark, but he led
him to the street, God never does that
for his children which they can do for
themsélveg,.

RHODA.

Verse 13. She was watching the gate.
Tho greatest precaution had to be ob-
served. She knew Peter's voice; and
she ran into the house and told them he
was outside, but they said she was mad,
but she continued to affirm thatl it was
even he. Though they had praved for
deliverance, they could mnot belleve it
when it came. Doubtless, they had not
anticipated that Peter could be delivered
after this manner. = There wag wonder-
ful excitemént.among the people. Peter
went .into another place. He obeyed
Scripture precept, when pérsecuted in
ons clty- they were to go to another.
The James mentioned here was another
3am2s, who was a relative of our Lord.
| He was a man of influence, and was the

God, and the discharge of the duties : author of the cpistle which bears his

that devolve upon ug, but that work: is
done Just a5 Dick moved the wood=little
by little,

Every day we should ask God-

The narrativé should
people to perspvers

honouréd name,
.encourage-all God's
in.prayer.




PLEASANT HOURS,

A Mash at a Time.

Just a mesh at a timo, my child !
it's not 60 hard as you think:

Slip §p tho shuttie, draw up tho loop
\ithout a knot or a kink.

So, one by ono, those tircsome holes
That seem go many to mena,

Will be done, though you'll hardly guese
Just how, when you comoe to the end.

Yes, a mosh at a timo, my dear;
A mesh I3 a little thing :
Only a single loop, you know,
Mado of this common string.
Yet wec, It strengthens the wvak, frayed
edgo,
It bridges the gaping rent:
To the worn out loop, just ready to
break,
Its help Is cheerfully lent,

A mesh at a time, and loop by loop,
The pet grows firm and strong,

To do 1ts duty beneath tho waves,
And prison the finny throng,

For if not one single mesh glves way,
The net will faithfully keep

Its trust, and never a sliver fish
Shall wander back to the deep,

Just a mesh at a time, O child !

In this work-a-day world of ours
There are nets to mend, and fish to catch
For us al), with our varied powers.

It wo may not be liko the learned and

great,
That toll with the brain and pen,
We muy'ddo thelr work to whom Christ
said :
* I will make you fishers of men.”

Cousin Jackey.

BY OLD CORNISH,
1L

* Hullo ! safd old Johnny, as he stood
one day upon the cliff, a man who had
a marvellous faculty of telling the name
of every boat in the bay as soon as she
put her nose .around the point at Pensee,
“why, the Mystery es comln’ back'
\What in the world es the matter
There must be somethin’ wrong.” And
so saying, he watched thée unfolding of
events for the next balf-hour.

Yes, there was sometking sadly wrong,
for over the side of the Mystery they
gently Jowered {nto the “punt” what
seemed to be a man, and four burly,
bronzed fishermen rowed with all their
might for the shore. No soconer had
they reached the beach than, raising their
burden {nto their arms, they carrfed him
up into Nancy Curnow's cottage. Ves,
Cousin Jackey was [11—“ very jl),” they
said. Soon the doctor was by his side,
who after a careful examination of the
case pronounced it fever!

* Doctor,” safd the dear old patient in
his own playful way, “es et a ‘ot wind or
what 2 .

* Hot !" was the laconic reply,

*Too ‘ot for the children ? Don't ee
think they could come and taalk to me u
bit ? Jackey dearly loves the children,
and ef they caan't come, then sure 'nongh.
I shall dfe.”

**Well, not just at present,” was the
doctor’s guarded response.

*Then, ef I caan't ‘ave the children, I
may 'ave the ckildren's Friend 2"

*Who {s that ?” asked the master of
the healing art.

* Why, doan't ee know ?” said the
sufferer. ** Ah, doctor, ’e’s been wi’' me
In sunshlne anrd storm, In sickness and
‘ealth, and 'e waan’t leave me now, No.
‘E ‘as sald, ‘ When thou pessest through .
the waters, I will be with thee; and
through the «lvers, they shall not over-
flow thee: when thou walkest through
the fire, thou shalt not be burned ;
neither shall the flame Xxindle upon
thee,’ Doctor, the fire edn’t tco ‘ot for
the Lord I And the deer old man at-
tempted to sing, but couldn't,

“ The fire our graces shall refine.”

Greatly moved, the doctor turned to
depart, when, seeing Nancy in tears, he
sald: *“Now, Nancy, cheer up. You
must keep him as quiet as you can;
much will -depend on that.” o

“ Doctor,” said the sufferer, “ one word
afore ee go. Do tell me the worst
Jackey edn't afrald, Xs et & tough bn
of a job ?” < ’

“ Very, Jackey ; but we will pill you
through i we can.” X )

* But g'pose the Lord pulis t'other way,
doctor, what will ec do-then 7"

A strange question was that. He had
never-thought of it before. It came as
& surprise. IL was .8 a new revelation
from heavenr, At length the doctor
dreamily replied, ** Well, well, we'll see.”

Again the shadows of the eveniang fell,
and agaln the night was succeésded by
another dpv. When mosning came the
doctor wa.« early at the bédside of bhis
patient, and to Nancy’s Snquiries as to
what he thought of th¢ case, whether he
could pull him through, he could oniy
reply he:did not.know, but he would do
Biabest:. And with that he passed trom.the
pregsomos of ths patient to pause and pray..

Again the words were on his lips,

“S'pose the Lord pulls t'other way,
doctor, what wiil cc do thep 7 In fact,
they had made a profound impressior on
his mind. He bad been accustomed to
think that everything in his profession
depended upon his skiil ; now be was
disposed to imagine that perhbaps, alter
al), he was dependent vpon that God of
whom he onto heard Cousin Jackey sing:

*Tho pralse of every virtuous thought,
And righteous word, Is L:ino.”

Agaln a restless day was succceded by
a still more restless night, “I've been
fn maany & atorm,” said the dylng man,
“ bul never fn such a ono as thig, 1I've
faaced maany a sea, but none 80 rough
as thls. But, thank God ! the lights aro
turning bright, and all Is well.”

As miduight drew on he was as one
who dreamed. He talked about his
mother and home, He sald something
about the children which thoy could not
catch, He mentioned the uname of
Jesus, and {t sounded as clear as a bell.
And then, as i sceing Him who I8 In-
visible, he exclatmed, "1 ‘aven’t been
able to do much for ee, Lord, but I've
trled to feed the dear little lambs, I
‘ave.,”

The necxt morning was the Sabbath.
It was a lovely day. The waters of the
great lake-like bay looked Ilke molten
sllver shimmetlng in the sun. The figh-
Ing boats were at thelr moorings, for the
fishermen were keeping the Sabbath Day
holy. IEven the very waves of the great
Atlantic rippled along the shore as if
they would chaunt the requlem of the
dying man. He had often expressed a
wish that he might go to heaven on the
Sabbath, and now it secmed as if the
Lord was about to give him the desire
of his heart.

Among the many who had come to
take thelr last look at their life-long
friend was Widow Tregurtha's 1ittle Liz.
She bad actually cried to come. *“O
mother,” she sald, “ just let me ’ave one
more look at his faace” And as she
entered the chamber, the old man openecd
his eyes, and seeing the child, he flung
his arms around her neck and sald:
“ Liz, my dear, I'm goin’ down to the
gaates o' the graave agen. 1 told the
dear Lord that ef ’'e would only let me
take thee back fo thy mother, thou pre-
clous pet lamb. I would come back mysell
as soon as ‘e czlled. Liz, the Maaster
is eallin’—Cousin Jackey must go.”

Those were the last words of which he
was conscious, and it was meet they
should he said to the chii@ whom he had
nursed back from ‘the gaates o' the
grave.,” The day was fast drawing to
a close, when his faithful old wife took
him by the hand, and said : **Jackey, it's
me. Doan't ee know me ? I'm Nancy,
your wife.”” ¥z opened his eves and
smiled ; and that smile was sunshine to
poor Nancy's moul.

At length he began to ramble in his
talk, He was at sea. It was a wild
night. The waves were running high,
and he was making for the harbour.
“Job !” he exclaimed, * keep ’er ‘ead to
tho wind—keep ’er ’cad to the wind!
. . . 'We chall reach the port on this
tack. . . . The lights are right ahead.
.« « Luff a Dbit, lff. . .
that'll do, Jeob, thatll do.
God, we are [nslde the ‘eads! . . .
Let go the ‘alyards. . . . Down wi’
the fo'safl. . . .
fn out o' the storm !

Not a word more was sald,  Silence
reigned in the chamber. They looked,
but the dear old fisherman was dead,
And faithful Nancy, bis lile-long com-
panion, bending over all that remained
of. her husband, exclaimed as she wept :

“This blessed word be mine,
Just as the port Is gained,
‘ Kept by the power of grace divine,
I have the faith mafintained.'*

THE MEETING BERTHA MISSED.
BY ELIZABETH F. ALLAN.

* Whither away, Little Red Riding-
hood, over these slippery pavements ?
Don’t you know you'll fall down and
ecrack your crown directly ? Give me
that small hand, and let me keep you
up.n

*“And who'll keep you up, sir ?” in-
quired the little girl In the scarlet hood,
giving thoe gentleman a litlle mittened

-hand.

“ My own dignity will suppert me”
he answered, laughing down at her;

"* but where are you golag anyway 2"

“*To a meeting of King's Daughters,”

-sne safd, with an air ot importance.

“Yes ? and what are you going to do
when you get there ?”

“Oh! we’ll sew some, and say verses,
and pay our ten cents, and Miss Fanny
will read us pleces about doing good, and

‘all that

The gentleman did not make any reply
this iime and Bertha glanced up quickly
at b

Iss, et es nice to be,

“Pon't you I1i%e King’s Daughters,
cousin Bam * she asked hoslistingly.

** Yes, indeed," Lo answered haartily ;
1 liko all plana that are workisg for
my Master, and ‘ln His Name'; isa't
that your motto 1"

Bertha turued up her little silver crosa,
and showed him tho symbollo letters,
“IL H. N, But young insiincts are
very keon, and she folt the chill ol n
Hittle shadow over her onthusimsm,

“Do you ltke King's Daughtors out
and out, cousin Sam ?" she asked pro-
sently.

*“They aro on a glorfous path, my
child,” he sald gravely, * but therv are
pltfalis along 1t.”

“Tell mo one” sald Bortha briefly.
There was & little sllence, as 1f he did
not know just how to point out his ob-
Jection without scoming fo discourngo
this eager chlld, but Bertha walted,

* Suppose,” he sald, presently, * when
that Great Day of Assize comoes, told
about in the twenty-fifth chapter of
Matthow, wo should hear that wonderful
volco which is as the sound of many
waters, saylng, ‘ Come, yo blossed of my
Father, for [ was an hungored, and ye
gave me meat—by a machine; I was
thirsty, and ye gave mo drink—through
s town pipo: I was naked—and yo sent
me a garment by your servant; 1 was
sick~-and ye sent a committee to sce me;
I was i prison—and ye got up a fair for
iny benefit.™

Bertha d!d not know whether to laugh
or cry; the words sounded absurd, but
the gentleman’s face was as grave as
possible.

* Little cousin,” he sald suddenly, “1
wish you would go with me this after-
noon lnstead of going to your meeting.
I have been sent to. see about somo of
the Lord’'s little ones, and I want you
to help me.”

For one instant Bertha thought she
must refuse: those mectings were so
nice; Miss Fanay's room was gay and
cosy; the girls would boe there, full of
merry chat: it wonld be a pity to miss
it all. But this thought was only for
one swift instant; the little heart was
true, and hefore Cousin Sam had time
to know that she had hesitated, she mald
choerfully, “ All rignt, sir”

The gentleman did not talk much more
to her during that swift. slippery walk:
but holding her carefully by the hand,
he led her into a part of the citr she
had never seen before, where the houses
were shabby and dilapldated, and where
the people she met looked sullen and
despatring.

Presently, after hunting up and down
for a certain number, and mecting rude
‘answers to his fnquirtes, Cousin Sam
took Bertha fnto a dirty lane, and up
a8 perfectly dark flight of stalirs, and
opened a garret door that turned rustlly
on its hinges, and opened into a place
only a little less dark than tho erazy:
stalrway.

Oh! what a sight met thejr eyes. Never,
while she lives, can our Mlttle girl forget
those two pallild faces that stared
through the gloom of the place. On a
heap of filthy rags lay a little girl ap-
parently breathing Ler 1ast, while a half-
dressed boy sat at her tead, too near
frozen or too near starved to take any
notice of them.

For the next half-hour the two rescuers
worked a3 hard as men in life-Boats,
battling agalnst wind and wave,

Meantime & spirit-lamp had come
forth from the bag (for the gentleman
hzag been told what he would find In the
garret) and a bottlo of miik, and drop by
drop the hot milk was given to the un-
conscious children, until some pulsation
returced.

“Little Xing's Daughter,” said Cousin
Sam solemnly, “ will you wait hero, and
keep tbese poor things alive, whila I go
for a hospital waggon ?”

Perhaps he called her by that name to
give her courage, for It was needed to
stay alone In this grewsome place, with
death In the chamber. But she did not
helsgtate this time. “I will stay,” she
safd.

And ft was not untfl she had scen the
poor waifs In warm beds, with doctor
and nurse attending, that the lttle wo-
man’s nerves gave way, and she wept
and sobbed on Cousin Sam’s shoulder.

“This has been a trying ordeal for
you, my child,” he said tenderly; “if 1
bad known how terrible it was golng to
be, 1 could hardly have brought vou.
Yet T could not have saved them without
sour help.”

“ Now I want you to go next Wednes-
day te your meeting, and tell them of
this afternoon’s work 3 and tell them not
to stop at meetings, and reddings, and
sewings, and sales: that is all weh
enough In its place, but, oh ! the King's
other children are crying for bread, ana
his Daughters must go and sce them, angd
{fced them, before tbey can expect to
hear those tender, graclous words, * Inas-
much as yc have done it unto one of tho
\ least of these, ye have Jdone it unto me.’ "

THE BRAVE CABIN BOY.

A dark-oyed boy, with a pale, md face,
stood leaning against the mlliug of a
ship, looking at thoe foaming vwaves,
which wore dashing against the sidesa of
the vessol, Tho ship had left port only
a few days bofore, and this was the first
timo that Allan, thdé cabin-boy, hud ever
beon on tho sea.  He scemoed to avold
being with tho other sallors, who wera
rough, wicked men. Though he was
qQuick to 4o whatever was askod of him,
yot hoe spent hls spare timo in gaaing
over tho waters toward the land which
they bad left behind. The sallors often
tried to got him to taste of thoir liquor,
and would laugh and sneor at him and
somotimos cruclly tormont him bLocause
he refused to do s,

Flually, thoy sgrzod among thomselves
to mako Allan driuk somo ilquor ; and
finding him ons day alono ncar the stern
ot the shlp, one held ulm, while another
tried to pour the rum down his throat.
‘Tho others laughed loudly to soo the fun.

*Laugh on !” cried Allan, with & 8rm
voice, * but 1 will novor tasto a drop ot
it. You ought to be ashamied to drink
it yoursclves; and much more to try and
forco 1t down a boy {” And just as the
rajlor was about to pour It into hic
throat, quick as a flash, Allan snatched
the dottls and fiung it overboard, The
captain and the mate, hearing tho notse,
camo that way, much {o the joy of Allan,
who supposed they would pul a stop to
the sallors’ abuse, But tho cxuptain was
himself & rough, drinking man, and
when he heard the causc of the trouble,
he sald ho would " soon make the 1ad
tnko his medicine.”” When he lcarnsd
that the boy had thrown tho liquor over-
bos>d, he cried angrily: *“ Hoist that
tchiow aloft Into the walntop-saflt I'll
tcach him not to waste my property "

Two sallors came forward to carry out
the captain's order, but Allan qulotly
waved them back, and said, in a low, re-
spectful tone: “I'll go myself, captain;
and I hope you will pardon me, for I
meant no offence.” His band trombled
a little as ho took hold of the rigging,
for he was not used to c¢limblog the
ropes of & ship, As the captaln eaw
how slowly and carefully ho climbed, he
cried : * Faster, faster, there)”  And
faster Allan tried to go, but his foot
slipped, and clicging by one hand, he
hung dangling over the water. A ccarse
laugh from the captaln, a jeor from the
satlors; but Allan asgain cauvght his foot-
hold, and in a few minutes more was in
the w=tch-baskot.

The mate was a kind-hearted man, and
begged the captaln not to leave tho boy
there all night, else ho would be chilled
1o death. ‘The captain refured to let
him come dowr, but sald he would go
on deck and sece'how he was dolng.

“1f 1 allow. you to come down, will
you drink what is in this glass 2* shouted
the captain. And he held up a vparke
ling glass of his favourite wine.

“No, sir; I cannct do {t !’ cried the
btrave boy.

“ There, that settles i,” 33id the cap-
tain; *“ he's got to stay thore all night;
he'l! b2 toned down by the morning.™

After dark, tho mate, unknown to the
captain, managed to carry the poor boy
e blanket and some food and hot drink,

By early dawn the captain came om
deck; and when to his call of “Ho, my
lad §’ there was no reply, ho began to
be alarmed, and ordered tho boy to de
taken down. A glass of warm wine and
biscuit was standing beside the captaln,
and as Allan's limp form wasa carried in
Lefore him, his voice softened a little as
he said : * Here, my lad, drink that, ang
I'll trouble you mo more; but you will
have to do this to show how 1 bend stiff
necks on board my ship.”

The boy was weak and cold, but he
stralghtened himself up, and aald:
“ Captaln Harden, two weeks ago 1 pro-
mised solemnly by my mothers open
grave that 1 would never taste the ter-
rible drink which had ruined our onoe
happy home, and sent my dear mother
to an early grave. The mnext day I
stretched my hands through prison bars
to bld my poor father good-bye. With
tears in his eyus, he said : ‘ Pray for me,
Allan, and. remember, my bny, never,
never to taste of strong drink.” Do with
me #hat you will, captain; let mo frecse
to death on the mainmpast, throw moe in-
to tho sea below, do anything, but do
not, for my dead mother's sake, make
me drink that poison.”

The boy sunk back, and burst {nto s
fit of tears. The captain stepped for-
ward, and laylng his hand, which
trembled a llttle, upon the lad's heéad,
tald to the sallors * For our mothers
sake let us respest Allan  Bancroft's
pledge ; and never ™ hie adde' “lot me
catch one of you {'" . ating him.” With-
out another word the captain strode
hastily awvay to his cabin,

Children, how many of you are brave
enough to resist temptation, even at the

cost of your life? )



40

.t )

PLEASANT HOURS.

———t——

-— .

A Book-Lover.
BY ANNIEZ WiLLIS Werliovan.

“1 do love hooks 1" sald Marjorie,
Ono morning as sho played

And go she did, as you can sco—
This Hterary maid!

The dictlonary waz her chalr;
The atlas big her table ;

Tho dolls sat up on other books
A8 stralght as they ware ablo

And then they all partook of tea,
And did as they were bid,

“1 do love books I'" sald Marjorte,
Now, don't you think she did ?

DAMASOUS.

The oldest elty in tho world, perhaps,
18 Damascus.  We rend of it in fifteen
different books of the Bible. Iluw many
boys and girls can te)l the names ot
those flfteen books? One of themm we
will mention. It 1g the first of all the
hooks. It Is Genesis. Damascus I8
mentioned twico there—once In the foure
teenth chapter and once in the fifteenth,
but we are not told in the Bible who
founded or built it. Yet the builder ot
it socms to have been known., You have
heard of Josephus, Ile was a Jew who
wroto n history of hig own pcople, and a
zood deal of what he wrote I8 the same
as what we read in the Bible.  Well, he
says that Damascus was founded by a
man named Uz, and his name {8 men-
tioned In the Book of Genesis. You
will find {t In the tenth chapter and the
23rd verse. lle was the grandson of
Shem, and Shem, you know, was one of
the sons of Noah. Noah had three sons.
Can you tell their names? FEvery
Christian child ought to know the names
of the sons of Noah. for “of them was
the whole carth overspread.” They were
called Shem, Ham, and Japhoth--and one

of the sons of Shem was Aram, and ono
of his sons was 1'z: and Uz Josephus
says, founded the city of Damascus.

Think of all the hrndreds and hundrede
of years that have gone over Damascus,
aund yet it is standing now, with its old
wall about it as you sece in the pleture.

It was just as Saut of Tarsus, a bold,
strong man, who wanted to kill all the
men and women that believed In Jesus—
it was just as he came In sight of
Damascas that Jesus spoke to him in the
mldst of a great light that threw him
down to the ground. Then he was
blind. He could not see to enter the
city. 2Ien had to lead him in through
the gates into the city. DBut after that
he became a bellever in Jesus, althourh
a tittle while before he was ready to kill
all those who did belleve in him. God
touched his heart and changed his mind.

For all the rest of his life he preached \

for J.ru- and worked for him Yo
know be was always afterwarde called

Pagl, not Saul, and we speak of him as

St Paul, or * the holy Paul”

Once bad men were angry with him
for bolieving in Je<ms, and they were
golng to kI him: bwt his friends put
him In a large basket and let him down
outslde the wall, and so he got away
fafely, that he might go to all parts of
the world and preach ahout the Saviour.
A ghiort time after tnis a Christian dbishop
lived at Damascug, but It waz counquoered

city. Lot us hope some day a holy
miaslonary llke St Paul will yot be able
to make this anclent clty what ft onn~o
was a city of God and a city of Christ.

LESSON NOTES.

e et

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN 1HE AUTS AND EPISTLES,

LESSON XIL- MARCIH 14,
SAUL, 1:HE PERSECUTOR, CON-
VERTED.
Acts 9. 1-12, 17-20. Memory verses, 17-20.
GOLDEN TEXT.

This Is a faithful saying, and worthy
¢ of ail aceeptation, that Chirtst Jesus came
wito the wotld to save sinners, 1 Tim,

RN

OUTLINE,
1. The Old Life, v, 1, 2.
2. The Overwhelming Vision, v. 3-16,
3. The New Life, v. 17-20.
Thime.— Probably midsummer, A.D. 37
Place~Damascus, in Syria.

HOME READINGS.

Saul, the persecutor, converted.—
Acts 9, 1-12,
Saul, the persecutor, converted.--
Acts 9. 13-22,
Return to Jerusalem.— Actg 9 23-31
‘Th. Paul's own statement.—Acts 22, 1-13.
I, Taught of God.—GCal. 1, 11-24.
S. Saved by grace.~Eph. 2. 1-13,
Su. The falthful saying.—1 Tim. 1. 12-17.
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1. The Old Life, v 1, 2.
Who was the * chief of sinners* ? See
1 ‘fim. 1. 15,
v+ what name {s he called in the les-
son ?

M.
Tu,

W,

DAMASCUB,

| \What was his feeling toward the dis-
ciples of Jesus ?

What request did he make of the high
priest ?

What did he afterward say of his con-
durt 2 1 Tim. 1. 13.
2. The Overwhelming Vision, v 3-12.

What journey did Saul make ?

\What did he see near Damascus ?

Hfow dfu it affect Saul ?

What did he hear ?

What question and answer foliowed *

What did Saul ask about duty ?

What direction was given him ?

Who else heard the voice ?
,  What did Saul do ? How did he get
i to Damascus ?

What was his condition for three davys®
What disciple in Damascus had a

| visjon ?
What was Anarias bldden to do ?
\What vision had Saul seen ?
. 3. The New Life, v. 17-20.
\vhat did Ananias do ?
. What did he say ? What followed ?
+ What says the Golden Text about what
| all need ?
i

With whom did Saul remain ?
\What did he straightway do ?
PRACTICAL, TEACHINGS.
Where in this lesson are we taugbt—
1. A lesson of faith ?
2. A lesson of obhedience ?
8. A legson of service ?

by the Turks, and 1s now a Muhammedan '

THE GOLD-BEATERS.

Not long ago 1 was talking
to n gold-beater, and I sald:
*Tell me what you can do
with a bit of gold as large as
a sovereign ; how far can you
make it spread out under your
hammer?” Ho replfed : “Well,
suppose you had an hinage of &
man on horseback—lifo size—I
could take the sovereign and
beat it out until there would
be enough to cover the image
and then have gold to sparo.”

Is not this wonderful, littlo
readers 2  An Euglish sover-
eign can be 80 beaton out that
it car be made to cover the
space of a man on horseback !
But I will t. il you of sorething
wore wonderful still. ‘The gold
win, the flve-dollar plece,
carned by lttle fingers for the
spread of God's precious Gos-

pel, if placed in his hands with
love and with trust, may be so
beaten out by the hammer of
hils almighty power as to cover the most '
precious thing on earth, an immortal
soul, and save that soul from darkness
and despair. It can be done, It has
been done. Rev. Dr. Paton, when he
was in this country, stated several times
that for every five dollars spent In mis-
ston work In the South Sea Islands, a
soul had been saved. How {t ought to
encourage us!

WA"TE NOT, WANT WOT.

A father picked up a horseshoe {n the
road which his son refused to touch, and
sotd it for thrce farthings, with which
e bought some chertles, They jour-
veved on, and the boy became thirsty
and tired  The father dropped now and

then a cherry, which the son was glad
to pick up. When the iast was eaten
the father sald, * Look, my son! If you
had chosen to stoop once and pick up a
plece of horseshoe, you would no¢ have
Leen obliged at last to stoop so often to
pick up the cherries.” You see, that
father was trying to teach his son not to
waste things, but to save and economize.
{ So, my dear children, you may think,
1 perhaps, that a little spent here, and a
little there, can be no great matter ; but,
i remember, many a little mmakes a mickle.
! Beware of little wastings. Poor Richard
had some splendid proverbs. Among
them are these : “ A small leak will sink
| o great ship:” and, agatn, “ Who daintles
i love shall brggars prove;"” and, moreover,
. > Fools make fecasts, and wise men eat
lthem." Now, T would not have you to
be stingy for anything in the world, I
want you to be Hberal and benevolent;
bhut I want you, also, to learn to
. economize and save. Then you will
grow up to have plenty to give to God
and others.

" Willie Taddles,” said the school
teacher, firmly, *you have a plece of
chewing-gom In your desk. Bring it to
me instantly.”

“Yes'm.” replied Willie, * but it ain"t
the flavour you use. Yours s crange,

8AUL, THE PERBECUTOR, CONVRRTRD

A BNOK FOR BOYS.

Suap Shots From Boy Life

By F. C. T. O'Hara.

With illustrations and striking cover de-
sign by Astley Palinor Coopor.

Price « » « « - - 75 Coents.
b 3

Contents.—Being a Boy—Value of
teading—Choosing Books, and How to
tead Them—Trashy Reading—Cultivat-
ug the Memory—How to Study--School-
‘ay Reminiscences—Letter-writing—TIime

Value of a Good Name—Djvers Subjects
—Do You Smoke ?2—What About Liquor ?
—=Do Not Scorn Advice—Self-dependence
—Advantages of Knoving a Trade—
Changing Employment—City and Couan-
try Life—An Inquisitive Nature—The
tjeautics of Nature—Wasted Opportuni-
ies of Life—Braing versus Industry—
ichool After the Holfdays—iBe Happy.

These chapter heads give an idea ot
e nature and scope of the book, but it
must be read to be appreciated at §ts true
.alue, It is ono of the best books we
have ever scen to put into a boy's or a
young man’s hands. He I8 sure to read
t and enjoy it, and cannot fail to be
nspired by it. Teachers will do well
to heve their boys read it. If you cannot
give them each a copy, buy one yourself
and lend it round the class. One teacher
we know has given a copy to each of the
cighteen members- of his young men's

rlnss.
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Che Warden of the Plains

and Other Stories.

By JOHN MACLEAN, M.A, FhD.
Mustrated by
J. E. LAUGHLIN,
Price, $1.25.

“In these pages Dr. Maclaren has
gathered a number of stories and
sketches fllustrating the strange lite ot
our great Northwest. The contact be-
tween savagery and civilization on the
frontier has developed Some remarkable
social conditions. Oxford University
men, flerce desperadoes, zealous mission-
aries, Indian braves, and adventurous
spirits from east and west figure in these
pages in strong, dramatic sketches. Dr.
Maclean has rendered a distinct servieo
to Caaadian literature by photographing
in this series of pictures a type of Cana-
dian life which is fast passing away.”—
wW. H. Withrow, D.D.,, F.R.S.C.

THREE BOYS IN THE WILD
NORTH LAND

REV. EGERTON R. YOUNG
With numerous {ull page {llustrations by J. E. Latonux,

CLOTH - - $1.25

.

Here is a new book for Canadian boys,
with stories of thrilling .adventure™in our
own North-West. Mr. Young's books have
reached a sale aggregating 100,600 copies.
This new one, he declares, “bests them all 1"’
It will have a very handsome design of cover
in gold and colours, and as a gilt or prize
book will be a taking thing this year.

WILLIAM BRICCS,

Westey Bulldings, Toronto,-Ont;

an’ tuls Is wintergreen.'”

€. . COATES, Montroal. 8. F. RUESTIS, Hallfex,
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