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The Angel at tho Sepulchre.
DY MR8 F. L. BALLARD,

Beholg those sorrowing women come
Griet.gtricken to the Saviour's tomb,
Nor wait until the morning light
D!8pelg the gshadows of the night.
Love lingers not for light,
Faith tarries not for sight

And, yastening on thelr mournful way,
* Who shall rilt
back the
8tono ?*  they

8ay.
> That we may
tome {nto the
tombd,
Bearipg our splces
and perfume
Who shall the
stope remove ?
Death cannot bar
oyt love,

3ut, 10! the stono
13 rolled away,
‘I"he night is gone.
The dawning

day
Shineg brightly on
the Open tomb,
Despojling it ot ail
itg gloom.
God’'s angel sits
ahove
The grave of
burfed love.

But the dear body
{3 pot here.
‘I'bey stand Dper-

Plexad, and full
of fear.
The angel speaks:
“ Be not afraid,
The Lord is risen
ag he said.”
The Lord that
tame to save
13 gtronger than
the grave.

r———

AN BASTER
MyDITATION.

C: 2 Sunday
mortipg a little
more than elght-
een hundred ycars
ago ap event took
place which
~hanged the cur-
rent og history and
gave to the world
a lbew purpose.
In & garden oOut-
side thoe wall pof
Jerusaglem a tomb
had been opened to
receive the body of
a young man whose
life, traught witn
promige, had c.ine
to & sudden end.
A Uttte group of
men and women
who had loved this
youth well and had
hoped much from
him, but had been
bitterly disappoint-
ed In his faflure,
dropped their tears
upon his corpse
and then laid it
away in the grave. -
while the world :
went on Itg way .
regardless of that
sepulechre in the
garden,

Iet ys suppose for one moment that
the sta] on that tomd had remained un-
broken, and that the body it contalned
had gope back to dust; that he were still
1ying “in that lone Syrian town,” with
the Syrian stars looking down upo. his
ashes. What then! Then there would
have peen no Christian Church, no
Christian civilization, no Chrigtian Sab-
bath, po Christian Scriptures—and for
us 0o Hebrew Scriptures either; no
Christian falth rising sbove the clouds,

and no Christias bope with s anchor
within the vefl ! If one should look up-

oa a Canadian or American city to-day

he would see no church-spires pointing ,

heavenward and would hear no church
bells with their mellow call. He might
see the minarets of a Mohammedan

e m cn e v i Y et e

1 resurrection and the wejl foupded heew

amen stole vat of then hiding-places to
Inok with mingled fear and hope on that | of our immortality

deserted sepulchre. Now the whole * Now is Christ risen from the deae
world surrounds 1, while Easter «arols; and bewme the first-fruits ot them tha
break upon the air and the Easter joy § slept. —Qur Youtb

suffuses a hundred milllon hearts.
* Christ Is risen,” sounds out from a

mosque and hear the call of a muezzin | hundred thousand pulpits. * He is risen

bidding men arise and pray, or he might
sce the towor of a pagoda, and incense
rising beforc the imags of Buddha. MHe

indeed,” echoes from as many choirs. A YOUNG HERO,

1¢ in all the year there Is one day which .
it 18 well to cclebrate It is that day Suome years agy there was an ex-
plosfon In & mine
in Canada. 1t the
tme of the ex-
poston a boy was
driving a rake of
rmpty boxes into
the west lovel

He was sitting
on the top of the
firet  box. Sudl-
denly he  wnx
struck Ly a ter-
rible blast of game
which knocked hin,
tackwani into the
bax. Abont him
stropg timbers ha!
been anapped asun-
der. The horse
was  killel out
right. and the Loy
waa In agoay from
the tuirng on  hin
face, arms and
head.

Makiug a desper-
atv ef{ort, he
Jumped from the
box. to dlscover
thot he was alone
fv a dark level
which wag caviug
in all around him
To this was adden
another horror
Hia clothes wore
on fire. Quirklr
he tore off his coar
and vest, but no*
before both arm.
were badly burped

As he started to
make his way out
of tho pltchy dark-
ness, he heard a
cry for help. He
did not hesiiate,
but dashed off In
the direction
whence  the cry
came, aund there
found a littlp fel-
fow crying  pite-
ously to be saved
He stooped and
told the fittle chap
t) got on hls hack
aad he would carry
him out.

Suffering Intense-
Iy, and with his
burden on his
back, the young
hero made  his
way out On reach.
fog & safe place

is  first  question
was * Where's
my bruthss John?
Not  seefng  his
brother. he would
have guoe back to
search  for bhim,
but he was caught
b two men, who
assured him of
John's safety, and
theco  towuk  him
home.

THE ANGEL AT THE SEPULCHRE. On  the way

home. the placky
boy told the men

might listen to the reading of the koran | which marks our Lourds ansing from y w gu w Arst, sv that Lt Duher would
or of Confuclus, but he would never have y the grave, for it sets the geal of truth | nut be alarmed,

read tho Gospel according to John and ; upon the record of his life and proclaims

the Epistle to the Ephesians. All the
wealth wrapped up in Christianity would
have becn lost to the world fn that closed
sepulchre on Calvary !

But Sunday morning came to that

that hs {s what he clalmed to be, the Son ..

of Gud and the Saviour of the world. It Tne¢ Assvuatwn of U¢ Sous and
shows that he i1s divine while human. | Jaugurrs ol the Bratish Empare, bt Me.
and while standing on the earth and jJuhn Berry. treasares, has conttibuted
not ashamed to call us brethren, he is the sutu of two thuurand and thirteen

grave by Jerusalom, and the sun looked ; alle to save to the uttermost and to hit | duiais o thn Lhaage Reilet Fung fur

upon a broken seal, a stone rolled away,
an empty tomb, & risen Christ! On
that day a half-dozen women and a dozea

us up to God. It gives & new boupe ty § the Sulu%wa and vithady ol the soullers
the heart of man, for in his resurrection | of e Briush Emprd esgaged i the
we sce the promise and pouieacy of our \ Scuth Afraian war,



58

PLEASANT HOURS.

Jo k was sure e had forgotten nbonl ’
g wermon for hie began to speak to the !
litue ones, without any text, just as if
be were talking to them. and it was all
abuut the Hites

Conatder the Ulles” he sald  And
Jack listened, for he lu\ d the Mlies and
the minister was ta'king of them of
their beauty and wonderful life, how the :
bulbs must be placed ln earth before
they can give us their fragrance and’
whiteness and so why we fill rhurches |
and homes with them on Easter Day

But theso are not your offering to
God, chiidren  How can they be that *

They are his own flowers, made by his
hand “'hnl will you offer to him on
Easter Day ? |

“Lift up your lttle white hands 1o !
God my hildren your Httle white hands '
which hase dono so Mitle wrong. and '
pray God that you may bring them here |
next Easter as pure from wrong as the
lites  But let them not be ldle hands.
The Hlfes are fragran! your hands must

e busy Every day thoy must do kindly
|Mngi little -thinge which only you can
o, for this shall be the fragrance of our
Enster lfes”

There were more words sald that
morning, there were sweet Easter songs,
and Jack sat so stlll and walked home
so qufetly that Aunt Laura wondered
whether he had enjoyed no part of.the
service  But Jack was thinking of the
Enster lliles

Aunt Laura wondered a good-many
time after that, but wisely- kept- silence.

Easter Hymn,
Y T O MUMMEER DD, LLD

iy 18 not here t No, he i risen
det where the Master iy,
160 gaten and bars of Dcalh s dark prisun
Hce how he Lore away '
o Iraud or force, uf frienda ur foes
Hix body hence has borne, .
11y lils own power the lord arose,
rhita Resurrection Morn

v fable this no idle tale -
Lhere 18 the vacant tomb '
Htere Is the Lord! He speaks, *
han ?

an|

1 from the dead havo come "
inis 3 the Lord ' We Know bis volce,
Peace be with you " speaks he,
Luuk at these scars doubt not re

Joice
118 1 mysaif yuu sco’

Dead wast thou, Lord, but that is past-
Allve for evermore,

the koys of Death and Hell thou hast
e now defy their power '

Ueath's Conqueror ! With thee we die
With thee we shall nrise—

with thee our Head ascend on high,
Above the starry skiesd

OUR PERIODICALS

The Lest, the cheapest, the most entertaluing, }ho
Yearly

e Pojular 5 b,“
+ nisttan lluu\illn umly Not that there wag any great change o
u.mau:l 3 'mlmwm.momhb’ o her rollicking nephew—Easter llles do

ant bud and blossom in a single day
But many a little thing might have been
notlced If one were 2 keen observer of

ustrat

Lllr\llllnllu‘lrllhn and Methodist Magazine sod
ey lew

Usgazine and Review, Guardian and Onward to
er

u
@

“You wouldn't know. Nellle, unicss
somebody had told you Easter. my Doy,
13 um day the lord roso ‘out of the
grave”

“ And what do yer have flowers fur 1"

* Rocause he lay in the ground three
days and thea rose -ud the flowers stay
in the ground all the eold winter, and
then come up beautiful in the spring, do
Yoy gee ™

* Rut,” answered the boy, with a won-
dering 1ook on his face. “ our baby dled.
and they put ber in !he grave, and she
never cum up no more

“ Yes, sho did; and she 1s living In hea-
ven now with Jesus.

*Did people see him when he cum
mt(er th* grave 7"
* Yes, ever 30 many people”

“Why can’t I seo our-baby if she riz
up ?  She always loved brother Tim "

“You can‘t seo her now: but you will
some day, If you love Jesus.”

“1 don’t know nothin® ’bout him. 1
never herrud on him before.”

* Margaret, Margaret ™
one from withiz

“ What s 1t 2" she asked,

*“ You must come; we have been calling
you for ever so long."

** I must go now,” she satd to the little
walf; “but_come to our Sunday-school
to-morrow and you-can see the flowers,
and Pl tell you all about Jesus, for he
loves little children, and wants to take
care of them.”

“May I ’orlng Margle,. miss' and wilt
he take care ‘of her, too "

“Who {8-Margie 7 she asked

“She's my slister, an* she’s little an’
Isme* there ain’t nobody but just us two.
an’ I has to do for her”

“Yes, indeed, bring her too, and take
her this””  Margaret Kinnaird took up
ane of the great clusters of lilles and put
it in the boy's hand. He gazed at it In
delight.

called some

n"“,,;,‘,,, Iatitaz, weekly i{,‘) boys The fact was that the simple
Sanday Baunee’ 65 pp Bvo monshly 060 ' rermon had found its way into Jack's
""'"‘“l'x*;";" "*‘b under & copies. 3“3 heart, and though he.sald nothiog nbouL
easant mun. ng- "o weekly, ngie coples 0 S0 | It lie had sturdily lved upon cultf
l coples 9% | 1ng !'a:\s;er liltes ;llnl)lae)l. th
And-the best of-all was that he did it
N 4 .o Y
tess, '.".f;,""h" ’“n":':" tencopdes 012 | too  Not In any very great way; often
Wagipy Um- M‘ﬂkhllx-lmlhm tencopies. . 012 hl:: efforts \\‘fre very ohd sometimes the
Dew D “ oas | only thing he could think of-doling ‘for
::mn?i:,\ov qu:;m\, tquarte Ivh ggl gls llllles ina w[!’xole dnthas to keep his
rean Iy ands clean ut-1c the-course-of the
torean Intermediate Quarterh iartersd i o ©® | sear Jnck never knew exactly how It
soasterly Reriey S
dozen, §2 per wn yer xvnmn o a came _about--He found _himself in the
dostn L0 per I habit of thinking how “the- risen- Christ | ‘scampered . away.

THE ADOVE nnm INCLUDE POSTAOR.
WILLIAM DBRIGGS,
Methodist Book and Publuhing House, Toronto,

would like his Easter offering, and:of
talking with him a little-about it every.
morning before_the day was fairly be-

4 W Coates 8 F Hrrsm, gun_ And when another Easter dawhed
emsu c-mﬂm st., Wu']e .ﬁ'}.‘l‘"x’.!‘{“"”"' bright and. clear, Jack- would_have -cur-

talled the time for waflles rather-than
miss the

Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Rev. W, H. Withrow, 1.D,, Editor,.

service.

. LITTLE TIM'S EASTER.
Easter Hlles, pure and sweet,
| On His altar stairs we_lay;
Embleihs holy, emblems meet
Of the.risen Life to-day.

The wlndow was wide open, the April
breeze fluttered.the lace curtalns in the
bay window, while the sunshine poured
jts flood upon the -tables -heaped with
pure white .Nles. There-they were by
the hundred, great-heaps of perfume and
bloom, while  in and out among them
fiitted a bevy of bright-faced girls, whose
deft hands were rapldly transforming the

1nto stars, , crosses, and |,
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EASTER LILIES

Jack Wardell had ail of a boy s love
of fun  His dancing black eyes showed
that, and a hearty disitke of  sermons
for -grown people, s he calied xnem
Ut course, he went to el

, crowns,

conld live with his Aunt Laura and no
%0 to church  Jack had no other-home, | * Lok, glrls, look how the sun lights
and toted f1s mothely aunt with all s (WP MY ‘star ” said Margaret Kinnalrd, as
voyish heatt, trying In  his awkward she.hung her completed- work on a  hook
ways to please her  And she would | in the window, and turned her pretty”
have liked weil to know that Jack really | bead to look at it critically, while halt
enjoyed the mormng service, Because |-inconsclously she sang the anthem they
e did not, he sometimes dreaded the | had been learnlng for to-morrow,
«oming of Sunday, always tll & wonder- Eastor lilies ! ring you 3
tul Easter Day that—but I wiii tell you . 1;)‘: is risen ¥ fet’ :y:; :;f,{':s

In_a thousand fragrant swells

the story.
It was a pleasant morning  Aunt Burst from out your waxen throats,™
*“Her's yer Times, Democrat,

Laura had made Jack’s favourite waflies
ani
Hurruld ™ piped a shrill childish volce,

for breakfast  He knew that was speci-

ally for him. and whilo-cating an amaz-

ing nuinber— it would have amazed any | 4t a ragged and tattered newsboy came
briskly down the street with his load.of
papers, but midnay In his mar.h he

one but Aunt Laura—made up his mind
to sbow uis appreciation in some way,

pulled up suddenly as If spellbound, as,
he caught eight of the tableau in the

and though nothing that he could do for
window,

her wiwurred to him, the wallles maust
have had some silent power, because he
made  ady for church sery promptiy *M; ! ain’t she a stunmer ** he ex-
and wan unusual care  And that| claimed gazing with wide-open eyes at
pleased Aunt Laura quite as much, the pleture before him, while his foot-

The chureh was ali agluw with flow- | steps strayed lu at the open gate
ers, lovely litles cverywhere. Jack| ““Please, miss, what Is they fur 2" sald
revelled in their beauty as a boy can, | the Iittle arab, venturing to touch with
and was gtad he could see and think of | his grimy finger the point of the anchor
them till the sermun should be dope = which lay on the sill
But some things scem to g0 by contraries | With & start Margaret turned, she'had
i this world, and that Enster sermon, , not scen the little elf «but the brown
which Jack dld not intend cven to hear,; ¢yes were smiling and the lps smiling as
he never forgot.  Perhaps he would not | he rene'\lod his query
bive heard it if he bad known it was a; " Why they ave to decorate the church
sermon.  He really thought the good oid “for Easter

tster  had forgouten, for when the, What's Easter **

Smm was over he stepped down from “The Mttle heathen,” laughed Nellie
(he pulplt, right dowa in front of the seat, Lyle (rom JJuside, “not to know what
where a row of little children sat-drink- | Easter is "
ing in-with wide-open-eyes- the -beauty | I ‘The boy's face-flushed, and he turned
ot the nodding “Milex And presently | away when Margaret whispered

i

was the answer |

" My ! won't sho.be fust glad 7 We've
plcked ‘em up In the street sometimes,
-and now to have one all her own~but
I'm afread I'll splle it.”

“I'lt fix it,” cried-the girl, and with a
long pin she.fastencd it securely on the
+breast of the boy’s buttonless coat. “Be
sure you don't forget tocome,” she called
-after him, as he made his best bow and

Forget to come! there was a small
need for the'injunction. Al that alter-
‘noon as: he-flew in and-out, dodging
aroong the horses' Woots, Jumping on and-
off ths tram-cars, -elbowing his way
-through-the crowds ot Saturday evening
loafers, e ‘looked- at the-pure whito
blossoms, and pondering in his miad how,
baby’s coflln With the hard nallg fastened’
down could have gotten. open, and many
people who- bought “his _papers on ac-
count of the bright face Wwondered to sce
-such a”flower on such a-coat.

‘The last:paper-8old, Tim, fhished with
his .unusual’ Juck, mdnlged in. the.extra-
“vagance-of & bun for Margle, and with
hig_tin can of milk.was-on.his way. back
to his MNtile slster, whew o block- in-the
street-"just around the cormer from the
-tenement-house he-called:his honie, made
him stop  Three or-four-carriages were

V! up to-the sidewalk; and'troia them-
re-taking basket after basket of,

at’s her, that's my young lady.,
“cried "Tlm; and-he stepped ‘past” the. big,
policeman who was. guarding the open
-dcor,-and stole after her into the chirch

Within -was -lght_and warmth and
- brightoess. Tim slipped - unnotlced lnto‘

some one 18.”  And she turned quickly
Strong hands had fted the welght, but
the crushed Ilttle Agure lay still and

motionlcss,

*1vs Tim, s my lttle Tim," ex-
claimed tho glrl, catching -Ight of the
bunch of lifes still pinued on his breast
but now crushed and wilted, and she
knelt and took his head in her lap

* Are you much hurt, Tim 1"

I feel quare,” was the scarce articalate
answer, and his eyes closed in uncon-
sclousness. They brought a doctor, but
nothing could be done, he must not be
moved. Opening his greatl solemn eyes
and fixing them on her face the child
sald slowly‘ patnfully : “ Tell mo *bout 1t

agatn.”

" About Jesus, who loves you and died
for you?" she as

He nodded, nmi Muxarct told there.ot
midnight, In the dim-old church, the
sweet, simple, old story to the childlsh
heart whoto lifo was so rapldly ebbing
away.

- whcn shall 1 go there where he fs,
and-where baby 18 ?

**To-day shalt thou be -with me in
paradise,’ ” Margaret sald, while the tears
dropped on the small, wan face,

“But who'll take care of Margle now?"
he exclaimed, starting up.

“ Never fear, my boy,” sahl the gentle-
man, " wo'll take care ¢ Margle.”

Vil ho take me certain shore, misa?"

*Yes, certain sure.”

“Then 1 want to go mow. Sing it
again; slng about the lilfes” And the
boy groped with his hand. Mr. Miton

took & rich cluster from just above his
head, and placed it in the boy's out-
stretched - fingers, which closed over it.
With a weary sigh the 1ad closed his
eyes, and the rich tones of the trained
singer floated out on the alr, while an-
other little walf-was gathered into one
of the many mansions as the Easter bells
rang.-out the glad chime—

“ Christ 18 risen,
Is rigen indeed.”

THE BER0' OF LADYSMITH.

General Sir George Stewart White and
his beleaguered garrlson will be long re-
‘membered for’ _
thelr -valorous f==
defence of that
1ittle ‘Cclty §
amongst  the
hills, )

It was io-
such workj
that 3
White
“his

ship,
»baek
~days
‘Indiap Mutiny, }
-with -his reg
ment, “the- I

guarding ~
frontier_ post
near  Pesha-
wur, -1,400-neflés trom Calcutta, and fret-
_ting -because, ke such-young officers as
Captain Wolseley. and Lieutenant Roberts
(the Lord Wolseléy and -Lord-Roberts uf
-to-day), ‘he-had no chance to go to the
.tront-and win-his spurs.

.His: promouon was-slow; the first real
'oppormnlty coming with-the Afgban war
oL‘1879, when -he was with * the ever-

* 92ad Hi and won.the

GEAERAL. WIITE.

a pew in & dim corner, and 3
wonderment. . The  pulpit™
seemed a perfect-bed of. lites,

p]nl!orm

Victoria.Cross, But.he-finally reached
the tnpmosz rung of the ladder in India.

perfume on the air: the font was covered
withva woven -mosale work ‘of violets,
while ln-each panel stood out crosses-of
scarlet and white carnations, and = all-
bouquet of stately lilles Jitted their.heads
out of the basin. The light ‘was- turned-|

-on brightly to aid the workers, and its |'

beams falling on- the thousands. of lly--
bells Mt up the crosses and.the anchors
with a chastened-light, until it seemed to
thé little arab-In the corner as though It
w'ght be beaven

" Oh, see ! sald_ Margarcr.. they have
“hung my star'wrong I-must” dlter it"
And before any one could interfere she
<¢limbed- the light step-ladder which had
been-in usé all the evening

Just how it happened no one knew,
whether the-fastenings hecame loose and
gave way, -or whether some Inadvertent
touch”from -below sent it off its balance,
suddenly there came a'lurch and a'sway,
but before the aftrighted group below
-could move, a little figuro darted out
from the slde-and staved it for-an-io-
stant, yet It ‘was time enough for a
oung man to rush forward and catch-
the sllgh! girl in his arms—and then with
= crash the ladder-fell,'plining the, child.
underneath.

* Ate You hurt, my Margaret ? ” was the|
lcnder queitlon

-to succeed Lord
Roberts as Commnuder-in—Ch!ct there a
few years ago.—'l‘he King’s Own.

The.Joy of Easter.
The- llll)le‘s t:)( Easter "—how fair and how
“In_spite of the cold they’re up through
the-mould,
JAad seex? ]wlth cach day as their glorles
unfol

To be the ncrlecnon of “ sheetness.and

The mualc of Easter :~how joyous-and

““The lllghty to save ™ has conquered the
rave;

.No more can its terrors our .bosoms en-

e,
Or*deau:{‘xng .lls mystery “make sombrg

Ah, now. since be Hives wo also nhall llve.

The stone whleh oppressed “the Con:
queror’s ‘breast, ~

I8 rol)ea away now, and- his wearp: ones

“No, ¥o,” xhe -aald hurrledly. "but.

io tu hope a: the teswhich thé Eastef.




PLEASANT

HOURS,.

Easter-tide.
BY MAY RILRY SMITH.

O bells in the ateaple.
Ring out to all peaple
that Christ has arisen. that Jesus 1s
hereo!
Touech heaven's blue celling,
With your bappy pealing,
" bcllnI in the steeple, ring out full and
clear

O. soft April showers,
Call out the young flowers.
lyuch each little slesper, and bid her
obey !
Sot daffodils blowing,
And freash grasses growing,
To thrill the old world on this new
Easter Day.

O, iilles ro stately,
With pstals so shapely,
Christ loved you and talked of your
beauty of old,
Bend low {n your places
In tenderest graces,
While swingiag before him ycur censers
of gold,

O, violets tender,
Your shy tribute render;
Tie round your wet faces your soft hoods
of blue:
Anqd carry your sweetness,
Your dalnty completeness,
T gome tired hand that i{s longing for
you.

O. velvet bloomed wlillows,
Go comfort sick pillows,
With visions of meadow-lands pearefyl
and brown,
‘The breath of spring lingers
Within your cold fingers. '
And the brook’'s song is caught in your
fringes of down.

0O world bowed and broken
With anguish unspoken, i
Take heart and bLe glad. for the Lord is
not dead.
On gome bright to-morrow,
Your black cloud of sorrow,
W11 bregk in a sweet rain of joy on your
head !

TIN'S FRIEND.

By Annie M. Barton.

CHAPTER VIL
AN UNEXPECTED AEETING.

1 wonder it I'm in heaven !" said Tim.
lic spoke &loud, but his volce was so
feeble and weak, it sounded Just like a
ahisper, and nobody hea:d what he said.

More than a week had passed awnay
snce Tim was carried, helpless and un-
«wnsulous, into the Children’s Hospital,
and put to bed in one of the beautiful
wards set apart for boys.

During that time he had known noth-
ag of what went on around him, con-
s.ious only of a terrible pain in his chest
and side, that made each breath the keen-
vst 4gony, and oppressed with an awful
«weling of one leg being chained down by
«d-hot chains, that tortured him day and
uight.

Now this had all passed away, and,
Jhuugh weak and feeble, and helpless as
«a infant, Tim felt wonderfully happy,
and at rest. .

The long, lofty ward, with its delicately
iainted walls, was bright with the danc-
ing firelight that flickered and shone
apon the rows of little white beds, with
*heir red-and-white coverlets, and re-
vealed fragrant fowers and wonderful
wys scattered in rich profusion about the
001, )

A soft-footed nurse, with a snowy cap
«rowning her dark bair, was bending
usver a small patient. smoothing his pil-
luws, and talking to him in the gentlest
of gentle volces.

No wonder that Tim, awakening from
A long and dreamless sleep to gaze upon
he peaceful scene, should say aloud. I
wonder if I'm in heaven !"

But though his feeble voice did not
.vach any one's ears, he was nct long
left alone,

Presently the nurse came, and stooping
down zaid Softly, * You are feeling bet-
ter, my dear ?”

* Oh, I'm all right,” answered Tim, still
u that strange, weak, hoarse little volce,
‘hat seemed to belong to some one else,
anqQ as he spoke tried to raise himself in-
to a sitting posture.

The moment he did so he was consclous
ol a strange feeling in his right leg; it

| littlo beds ! thought Tim, and then he

“urt, and it was stiff and fast in' some-
tLing very hard the chains perhaps or,
which he bad dreamt.

*“You must not move,” said the ﬂrm,l
3entle voice, * drink this, and then lfe
terfectly still and po to sleep.” I

Whethar it was food or medicine Tim

dld not know, but he touk it obediently,
and then. overronered by weakness and |
drowsiness cumbined, fell into a dream- |

. Tim wistfully.

-1 dom’'t serm ay it l
cwuld get o him somehow. 1f hie Jived |
down bere in Sunderland, and would glve

He xat down ar the teolstle, and they
furget Al aboul Dk Regera and his
father, an Tim ol how he hal tan saway

less slumber, that lasted untii late 1 the , me & sheltor In bis house, Just & plae to | from dranny Brown and come to Sunder

morning of the fullowing day,

; aleep In, warm and snug at nights, I'd | 1at] to seck his (ortune

Tim's volee

When next ho awuke the ward was full ;| work my fingers to tho bone for him, and | faliered waen be had to teli abont ateal

of cheerful bustle and confusion.

In cach little bed was a bog, sume older, |
scme younger than Tim, rome 1ying 8l
and qulet, others  sittiuk up, talking, ,
laughing, and amusing themscolves with
books, games, or toys.

1d nover, never tell ties or steal, or do a |
thing aa he dido't like me to do.” )
The entranco of the doctor gulng his
morning rounds put an end to the con
versation, but «ll day the Rister pon
dered Tim's words, and that night sho,

1R the caks 2, he feit my tereibly ashamed
that his frirnd xhould know how wicked
he aad been, and that only A broken leg
savedd him from helng sent to prison
Since his admissten to the hosplial he
had had many talks with the kind Slster.

Tim lay on bis back, dreamily listening , prayed long and earnestly that God would | »ho was lerseit a true and carnest fol-

to the merry -batter, and wonderiag who ,
it was had brought him to that wonderful
Dlace.

Then all at once he remembered the,
cold, dark street, the bag of cakes he,
snatched from the little girl, tho police-,
man's hand upon his collar, his wild, mad ,
efforts to get free, and the awfu! fecling ,
of belug beneath a horses feet, trampled ,
b, stroug lron shues. After that mem-
ory was a blank; but Tim guessed pretty
arcurately he had been hurt, and brought |
to this place, which was, after all, not .
beaven, but an hospital, '

What a beautitul room . what Jjolly

happened to glance at bis hands, and
saw, to his astonishment, they were per- |
fectly clean and white.

"My ! it this ain't a rum sort of a2,
go " he murinured softly, holding them.
up before his eyes to make sure they were |
his own once dirty litte paws. Satls-
fled ou this point, he nest discovered he
was clad In a warm red flannel jacket,
fustead of the old rags he used to wear,
and he smiled to himselt with the utmost
satisfaction.

Then one thin hittle hand stole feebly
Lehind the new apparel in search of the
lung-treasured shilling, and groped up
and down, at flrst carelessly, then with
eager, nervous excitement, alas: all in
vain,

The preclons shilling he had guarded
su carefully, and for which he had suf-
fered so much, was gone!

A loud cry of pain aud distress rang,,

through the ward; the boys hushed their
merry chatter in surprice and alarm, a,

nurse came hurrying forward, and a tall, ~J say, Tim, such good news, fetlfer’s, he said,

lady, who at that moment entered the

provide A home for this poor little dest! |
tute child.

Tim aocon felt quito at hobie, and was
very happy in the hospital, in spite of,
the severe pain he often suffered lrom
his broken leg.

His merry, cheerful disposition made
him a favourite with nurscs and patieonts |
allke, and his odd, quaint saylogs fre-,
quentdy raised & laugh at his own ex
pense.

Tim's bed was at tho extreme end of
the long ward, therefore on one side he
had no companion. But with his nearest |
neighbour pn the other hand he svun be
came very {r ly.

Dick Rogers was a -ound-faced, chubby ,
boy of nine, who looked as if nothing
very serfous cnuld possibly bo the matter ,
with him, though in reality he had suffered |
greatly from very severe burns upon his
chest and legs, {

His father was a sallor, away at sea,,
and his mother, a decent, respectable wo
man, came every yisiting dsy to talk and
to sit beside her little boy.

Tim used to iie und watch with envious
eyes how Dick's rosy face grew brlglnl
aud smiling when his mother appeared, ,
and how.he never once let go her hand,
while sh% sat beside his bed.

These visiting days were a terrible triai ,
to Tim, for they made him feel how
utterly alone and friendless he really was,

Every other little patient had some kind |
friend or relation who came to sece them,
but nobedy cver inquired for Tim Blake. I

One afterncon Dick was in a high state
of excitement upon bhis mother's de-
parture, and called across to his friend . ,

ship is due this week, and mother says

lower of the Lord Jesus, and Tim had
firmly resolved that in all bis future iife
hoe too would sorve the great Master,

It was this resolve that wmade him
asbamed oven to retnember past wrong

| dving, but he was determined Joln Wil-

sun should know the whole truth. And
su at last the pathetic lttleo story was
tcld, and the listener had to brush his
hand across his eycs and clear hia throat
several titmes before ho could make any
comment.

When your leg is better, and you are
discharged from the bospital, what do
you mean to do, my lad I was his first
question.

Inatantly Tim's face wore a grave and
troubled look.

Discbarged from the hospital I'"" That
mcant cold, dark strests, hungry days.
weary nights, and misery unspeakable
How could he bear it after all this com-
fort and happiness and rest t  The very
thought was terrible, but tho reality
would be far, far worsc.

Then all at once Tim’s face clearcd, amt
bis old sunny smtle shone out.

*“1 don’t know,” he sald softly, as ff
apcaking mure to himseif than hia i
teuer, but I have s wonderful Friend.

{ up above the bright blue sky, who kaows

all about 1t, and { m not afraid.”

Abh ! ittle Tim, the guod sced sown first
in your heart in the mission school, and
streng*hened now by the Sistor’s love and
prayer, has indeed taken rout, and sum:
day w11 spring up abundantly.

Jobn Wilson louked av the child in
great surprise,

You didn t use to talk in that way.
and yet ! like to hear i1t, ciauae
1t minds me of my oid mother, shos vne

room, her face framed in a white cap | next visiting ‘ay he himself will come , of tho real religious sori—bless her:

with strings ticd beneath the chin, went
quickly to Tim’s bedside,

“ What is the matten, my dear ?* she
asked in a volce of authority. ‘' Hush!
you must ndt make such a noise, you dis-
turb the other children. “ All right,
nurse; I will attend to him,” shé addedl
pleaszantly, and the nurse obedlently went
bzzcl(ci to her dutles at the other end of the !
ward.

“ My shillin® i3 gone ! moaned Tim,
tears running down his pale face.
* Somebody’s stole it, and I'll never see {t i
ro more. It had a hole in it. and a,
string, and it were round my neck, and I
promised the little ¢hap as I'd keep IL'
for ever and ever.”

The lady, whom Tim afterwards found
was always addressed as *‘ Sister,” took
something from her pochet, and holding
it before his eyes, sald, *“Is this the shil-
ling 2"

He sejzed it with a cry of rapture and
delight.

“Yes ! yes ! where did you get it? Oh !
I'm so glad ! I'm so glad !”

And then, from weakness and excite-
ment, he began to cry again.

*“You must not cry,” said the Sister,
in her firm, quiet volce, * but listen to
me, and you shall hear how I got your
shilling.”

Tim obedlently choked back his tears,
while the lady told him how the police-
man had found a broken red string with
n coin attached, beneath Tim’s ragged
jacket, when they were about to carry
him to the hospital, and judging it to be
some great treasure, had brought it and
handed it over to her, in trust for the
boy.

*It were awliul good of him,” mur-
mured Tim; I shan't ever again call a
‘ pollis* nhmes.”

And then, with the recovered treasure
clasped tightly in his bands, Tim told
the Slister, in answer to her gentle ques-
tioning, all his gad story; from the ter-
rible days passed with Granny Brown, to
the evening not very long ago, when,
tempted by hunger, he had stolen the
cakes, and In trying to escape bhad been
s badly hurt.

She listened in silence, only now aad
then touching his cheek with gentle,
caressing hand; and when be had finished,
she talked to him of that same wonderful
Friend of whom he had heard in thn mis-
ston school.

“ Poor little Tim ! yo thonght you bad
not a friend in the wor.u who cared any-
thirg about you, and yet all the time
Jesus was near you, watching over and
caring for you; and now he has sent you
here that you may grow strong and well,
and serve htm faithfully all the rest of
your life.”

“But he i3 such & grest way o2, gaid

to see me. aren't you glad 2 Isn’t it
jolly 2

‘ Yes, for you,” answered Tim gruffly,,
* but 1 don’t see as it'll make much odas
to me; he ain't my father.”

*“ No, of course he isn't,” sald Dick,
rether taken aback; ** but—but—oh, I say,
Tim, you needn't be so cross about ft.”

Tim felt ashamed, and to make amends
encouraged Dick to talk of his fatker,

| and tell of ali the wonderfu} voyages he

had been, and the strange, curious things |
he had brought home.
Dick, highlty flattered, told ail that he

{ knew, and invented a good deal more,

and, in spite of himself, Tim grew inter- }

| ested, and felt quite anxious to sce this

wonderful sailor.

When visiting day arrived, Dick
watched the door with eager, anxious |
eyes, and presenty Tim heard a loud,
cnergetic whisper: * He’'s here at last!}
Father has come !”

Tim glanced up curiously, then his eyes
dilated, and he caught his breath with a |
curious gesp. He hardly noticed Mr.
Rogers bending over his little boy, for’
there, standing beslde the sallor, looking
awkward and embarrassed, stood John
Wilson, the steward, who on board the
Argus, more than three months ago, had
proved such a kind friend.

Tim was propped up by pillows, his
injured leg stretched straight and stift
along the narrow bed, while quite a regi-
ment of leaden soldlers were encamped
upon the red-and-white quilt,

Tho boy's sudden start upset these toy
warriors, and they pattered down like
hafl upon the floor.

John Wilson saw them fall and came to
the rescue, picking them up in two or
three great handfuls, and placing them
once again beside Tim.

* Thank ye, sic,” sald the boy, looking
into hils face with an cager, anxious gaze;
then, seeing no recognition there, added §
in faltering tones, " Please, sir, I think
you've forgot me 2 |

The man stared at bim in surprise. 1
certainly can't call to mind having seen'
you befure,” he answered, after a pro-
longed imspection.

“0 sir!  There were tears of re-
proach in Tim's voico as well ay his eyes. §
‘ Have you forgot the little chap as went
with a message aboard che Argus last
December ? The caap you give such &
good breakfast of ham and eggs and—""' '

* Why, blegs my ‘art and soul, it cannot
be possible you are Timothy Blake !” in-,
terrupted the steward, falling back a step
or two in bis surprise. ~ Well, I'm,
blowed {f this ain't the queercst thing.
Poor Iittle chap! I've often thought
2bout you, dbut I never guessed when
Rogers pressed me to come with him to-
day as I sdonld find you hera?

‘ Hke~"

Sha s take to you like a duck to the water
Now, listen to me, young ‘un. !'ve¢ got
a plan that I thipk ‘1l sult you down to
the ground. [I've left the Argus, and 1
don't mean to go to sea any more. You
know my old mother lives {n Sunderland,
but p'raps you didn't know she keeps a
small eating house or dining rooms down
near the docks. Well, I'm going to help
her ino the busineag. I think both of us
tugether can maX e« »ut of it a pretty 1id)
thing. And my plau .3 this, as soon aa
syour leg is meaded atd you are able tu
walk you shall come and live with us
You can be & surt of crrand boy and gon
eral bolper, and I can teach you heaps of
things, so that when you're old enough
you can take up my old calling and g+ to
sea as stewerd.”

* Do you mean ft 2" cried Tim. Do
you really, truly mean it > It seems too
good to be true. But you shan't ever ro
pent your kindness, I'll work for ycu

* A black slave,” Interrupted John \Vi!
son, with a laugh, for he saw Tim wa-
very much excited, and feared it wonld
do bim harm.

* Yes,” :ald Tim slowly, and with a
smile as hLe lay back upon his plllows.
*like a black slave.”

(To be continued )

Song for Easter.
BY MRS. LUTHER KKENE.

The tiny buds legin to wake,
Down 1n their dark, cold bed,

As swift the kisses of the sun
Fall on each restling head

** We must arise,” they say,

*To greet the Spring’s birthday *°

The sleeping bruvh.sis suitly aur,
Beneath the brightening light,

Aad smile inte the sky's sweet face,
Out of their long, lone night.

*Let us awake and rup

To meet the shining Sun ¥

The bopny birds in distant climo
The secret message hear:

We cateb the snswer floatipg back
In carols glad and clear-

* Homeward we fly, and sing,

Sing for the beauteouc Spring "

And sbail our hearws alone be suil,—
Yhen sky and stream, bright bird
And flowers,—and Gud's sweet graco are

ours ?
Nay, let g12d thanks b8 heard,—
“We wake—we live—ws sing,
To grest our risex Xing I*
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A Bong of Easter.
BY CRLIA TUHAXIBR.

King, chiidren, sing ~ and the ity ceuxers
swing.

Niug that Mle und Jov are waking, and i

thar dvath uo morn I8 King

dipg the happs. happy tumalt of
slowly brikitening spring;
Ring, Jitto children, sing

e

Bing, chitdren, ging*  Winfer wild has
taken wing,
Fil) the alr with the sweet tdings till
the froaty echoes ring,
Along the caves the Ideles no longer
glittering «ltng,
Ang the crurus In the garden Nfts s
bright fare to the sun,
Andg tn the meadows softly the btrooks
begin to run;
And th. golden catkina swing In the
warm tlrs of spring;
8ing, little chlldren, sing.
*ing. children, sing! Tho llifes white
yoy bring
in tho joyous Easter morning for hope
are blossoming;
And us the carth her shroud of snow
from oft her breast doth 1ling,
So may we cast our fetters off in God's
eternc i spring;
So may we find relcase at last from sor-
row and from pain.
So ma; wo find our chiliihood’s calm de-
Jicfous dawn again
Sweet are your aycs, O little unes. that
look with smiilng grace,
Without a shade of doubt or fear, into
the future's fuce !
Sing. sing in happy cherus, with joyful
voices tell
Ihat death 18 1ife, and Gud 18 goud, and
all things shall be well
That bitter day shail cease
In warmth and hght and peace
That winter ylelds to spring,
Sing, little children, sing!

HOLY WEEK AND EASTER.

Here {8 a plcture of Christ looking at
& funeral, The Lord of life Is face to
face with death. Three times he ralsed
1eople that were dead to life ngain; once
a little girl (the daughter of Jairus), once
a young man (the son of the widow of
Naig), and ohbee o man who was his own
true friend —lLazarus, of Bethany. tWhat
4 wonderful thing it was to bring these
dead people back to life again! And
how happy {t made those that loved
hiom ! The little girl—once mbre she

vuld run about the house, and her tather
and all the rest were, oh! so glad and
mnppy ! The young man—* the only son
i his mother, and she was a widow *—
how great the joy at home! Perhaps
thero were only himself and his mother
In the house. How lonely it was when
ho was carried out dead! How great
the joy wkon the Saviour calle? him
back to Mfe and sent him home again'
Lazarus—how sad his sisters were when
he ¢gled =how grieved was the ILord
hlmself, for it was then that “ Jesus
wept “’ —and how gled they ali were
when Lazarus, whou had been four dayas
dead, and was burled beneath a great
stone that lay over his grave, was re-
stored to his home!

This {8 what Jesus did, then, some-
timeg, with tho dead. He brought them
back to life again. And the time came
when he hlmselt was face to face with
deatb. He had to dle. He had to die
becpuse there was sin in the world. The
week In which he died §s called ** Holy
Weelk,” and the day of his death we call

Good Friday.”

It I8 terrible to think of the power of
death, when the Saviour himself, who
sad ratsed dead people to life again, bad
v die.  And it was men who killed him.
They plerced his hands and his feet, and
"alled him to a cross.

But he soon showed that, as he had
atgsed others tp life again, so he could
caige himsclf. On the first Sunday morn-
ug after his death the grave where they
ud him was found cmpty, and Jesus
himeelt was standing by ft ' It was the
first Baster—the glad Easter day. And
ww lovely s Easter day ' The winter
v past and gone. the trees and planis

ug flowers are coming to life again
the birds have come back.  Little
«mbs and colts, and calves, and chickens
and all young thipgs tell of new lif.
-bringing up everywhere. It is Easter
time—the tI'no of new life. It was then
that Jesus rogs from the dead.

And when we dic we sLall rise agnin
~~Jesuis has told us so—and it we pray
to him, aud believe ip bim, and love

him, we shall rise at the last great Easter |
It 1s this

day to be with him forover.
thought that makes Easter & happy time.

Bright Easter skics ! fair Easter skies *
Our Lord is risen, we, too, shall rise,

Nor walls of stone, hewn firm anil cold,
Nor Roman soldiers, brave anid bold;
Nor Satan’s marshalled hosts could keep
! The pierced hiunds in deathly sleep,

Just uw the Eadter day-heams dawn,
Our burted Lord s rigen and gone.

Green Baster flelds® tuir Easter fle)ds *
Heav n’s first ripe fruit, Death, conquered,
yhhin
In chiurchyard wide the Beeld we sow,
Beneath the crosa the wheat shall grow;
One Easter day deatli's relgn shall end,
And golden sheaves shall heav'nward
send.
Hall the blest morn, by whose glad light
Angels shall reap the harvest white.
firlght Easter rkles ' fair Easter skies !
Ounr lord iy ris n, we, too, shall rise.

LESSON NOTE
SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN TUE LIPE OF JFSUS.
LESSON 1V—APRIL 22

CENTURION'S SERVANT
HBALED.

THE

Memory verses, 9, 10.

Luke 7. 1-10.

N, T el
o Pl -‘o(

GOLDEN TEXT.

Like as a father pitieth his children,
so the Lord pitieth them that fear him.—

Psa. 103 13.
OUTLINE.

1. The Elders Say the Centurion is
Worthy, v. 1-5.

2. The Centurion Says He is Not
Worthy, v. 6-8.

3. Jesus Says He Is Worthiest of All,
v 3, 10.

Time.—The summer of A.D. 28, imme-
dlately after the Sermon on the Mount.

Place.—Capernaum.

LESSON HBLPS.

1. “ ANl his sayings”—The Sermon on
the Mount.

2. '* A certain centurfon’s servant "—A
centurion was the commander of 2 hup-
dred men in the Roman army, as a cap-
taln is in ours. His “servant™ was a
slave " Dear unte him "—We gather
from Matthew that the servant lived in
the centurion’s house. *“Sick "—In
. Matthew the disease fg called paralysis;

« was probably a dangerous form of
. rheumatic fever.
3 “When he heard of Jesus"—* His
fame as a geod pbysiclan such as had
never refore arisen. had now travelled
jfar and wide. '—Pulpit Commentary.
l " He sent unto him the elders "—*What-
g ever is wanted in the East is sought

ikrough medlators, There are middle-

men always ready to offer thelr services
{ “aether you want to buy, to ¢ll, to get
v pusition, to make love, t- bhribe g
magistrate, or to do anything which in
y the Western world one would do for him-
} self.”—Rice.

i. “ Instantly —Earnestly, pressingly.
“He was worthy "—*" A plous worship-

i

| loved both the people and thefr God.

; 1t wos in this bullding probably that our

e -
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{
per of the true God, a lover of the He-
brewa, whom most men hated; liberal,
zealous,"—\Watson "

». * He hath bullt us a synagogue "—

lord »poke the discourse of John 6. To
have buflt §. was proof positive that llm
n
Tell Hum are the ruins of a white marble
gynagogue of the time of Herod.

6. Sent friends to him"—To send a
second deputation was {n  accordance
with what we know to be tho custom in
the East, 1 am not worthy "—Not of
ecnough lmportance. Tho word used In
verses 4 and 7 refers to character; the
word here refers to rank.

7. “ Say in a word "—He d{d uot need,
like Gideon, any outward sign; he did
not need, like the sick woman, to touch
the hem of the Master's garment; one
word would be enough.

8. ** A man set under authority, hav-
ing under me soldlers "—"1 amr under
superiors and over inferiors, and military
training helps me to understand obedi-
ence; well, just as my soldiers obey me,
and just as I obey my general, go the
forces of disense and health all obey
thee.”

9. * Marvelled
with admiration,

at him"—Was filled
*I have nut found 8o

T ar—

great falth *—This centurion's faith was
of the sort that begets fajthfulness,

10. “Found the servant whole "—
Found him recovering. This healing
was effected by & word spoken at a dis-
tance from the place where ihe sick
servant was.

HOME READINGS.

The Centurion's servant healed.—
Luke 7. 1-10,

Tu. The willing helper.—Luke 4. 83-44.
w. 4I;.;ost)}eman's son healed.—John 4.
Th. Possibilities of falth.—Mark 9, 17-27,
F. According to faith.—Matt. 9. 27-31.
S. 12‘-}131 through believing.—John  20.
Su. Mattﬁew's nnrrat!ve.—‘\{at& 8. 5-13.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. The Eiders Say the Centurion is
Worthy, v. 1-5,
Why was the centurion’s servapt dear
unio him ? *
‘What was his disease ?
What had Jesus become famous for ?

M.

Whom did the centurion send to Jesus ?
Why did he send them ?
Why did they think he was worthy ?
Were they correct tn thelr conclusion ?
2 TheGCenwrion Says He is Not Worthy,
v.
How are favours sought in the East ?
How did the centurion show bhis great
faith ?
Did he tbink that Christ had power
over disease ?
Why did he think he was not worthy
for Christ to visit his home 7
‘Was he correct in his concluslon 2
3 Jesu: ﬁ)m He is Worthiest of All,
v. 9,

What astonished Jesus ?

How did he show his divine power?

What did be say about the centurlon

How doces this agree with the oplalon
of the olders and of the centurion him-
selt 7

PRACTICAL TBACHINGS,

Where in this lesson are we taught-—'

1. That pcople ordinarily recogrize the
goodness of t-alv fellows ?

2. That every true soul
unworthy of God’s grace ?

3. That when a man has faith in Christ
he becomeg through Christ's merits
worthy.

Xnows it Is

“The oppression of French-Canadians
1n Canada,” says the Washington (D, C.)
Pust, *‘is happily Hlustrated by the fact
that one of thelr number is now at the
head of the Dominion Government. The
extent to which they are oppressed in the
United States may be inferred from the
largs and increasing numbers of them
coming over the border to improve their
condition, It thelr religlous teachers
would occasionally travel a little among
thelr brethren in the States, they might
outgrow that benighted narrowness which
keeps them jnst where the first French
gettlers in Canada lived and died.”

—e

VAAANANAASN

My Escape
from the Boers.

The Exciting Experiences of a2 Canadian
Medical Missionary,

ceesBY,...
E. ). Livingston, B.A., [1.D.

Paper, 20 cents, postpatd.

Dr. Livingston is a member of the
Toronto Conference who wont to South
Africa in 1894 as a medical missionary. He
was captured by the Boers last Octaber, but
succeeded in oflecting his cscape. He tells
thoe story of hi- exciting adventure and adds
to it interesting, details of his observations
of the Boers and a briof history of South
Africa.  Tho description of Ladysmith and
the hilly country throu%h which General
Buller struggled against foarful odds for its
rolief, arc most interesting. Dr. Livipgaton
knows the Boer well and describes him in
his truo colours.

Canadian——=y-
Drills and Exercises. 3

BY EDITH LeLEAN,

No. . Fancy Flag Drill.
Price, 13 cents, postpald.

No. 2. How the Friries Chose their Queen.
Price, 10 cents, posipald.

No. 3. Canada, Qur Hormeland.
Price, 10 cents, postpaid.

Theso beautiful “rills, designed by Mias
LeLean, should be very popular. They are
esposially commended to Sunday-schools for
anniversary aod other ehtertainmonts.

Toronto Saturday Night: ** The feature of
tho fifth military concert &t the Massey Hal:
was tho fancy flag drill by 1Pupila trained by
Miss Edith Lufmm hoy introduced
Major ¥. E. Dixon’s new song. < We'll
fight for tho Grund Old Flag,’ wiich made
quito & hit. Tho drill was oxecuted with
caso and grace, and the pupils ware voeif.
crovsly applauded and encored.”

i

. WILLIAM BRIGGS.
Methodist Book and Publishing House,
Toronto.

0. W, Coates, Nontreal. 8. P. Huestis, Halifax.
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