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When I Was a Boy.
BY BUGQENR ¥IELD.

Up in the attic where I slopt
When I was a boy, a little boy !
In through tho Ilattice the moonlight
crept,
Bringing a tids of dreams that swept
over a low, red trundle-bed,
Bathing the tangled curly head.
While the moonbeams playod at hide-
and-geck
With the dimples on tho sun-browned
cheek—
When 1 was a little boy !

And, oh!' the dreams—the dreams I
dreamed !
When I was a boy, a little boy !
For the gracoe that through the 1lattice
streamed
over my folded eyellds seemed
To have the glfi of prophecy,
And to bring the glimpses of time to be
When manhood's clarion seemed to call—
Oh ! that was the sweetest dream of all,
When I was a llttle boy !

1'd like to sleep whero I used to sleep,
When I was a boy, a little boy !
For ir at the lattice the moon would
peep,
Briuging her tide of dreams to sweep
The crosses and griefs of the years away
From the heart that fs weary and faint
to-day
And those dreams should give me back
again
A Dpeace I have never known since then—
When X was a boy, a little boy !

THE TEMPLE OF JUGGERNAUT.

The hideous idol, Juggernaut, whose
pame means, “ Lord of the World,” is
worshipped by many millions of Hindus.
‘There are a great many temples dedicat-
ed to him, but that at Puri, on the west-
ern shore of the Bay of Bengal, is the
largest, and the one which his worship-
pers esteem the most holy of all. This
splendid temple i{s surrounded by a wall
twenty-one feet in height; and its tallest
pinnacle ig one hundred and eighty-four
feet high. This is richly gilt, and looks
very beautiful! {n the gleaming, golden
sunlight, surrounded by luxuriant tropi-
cal trees and flowering shrubs. But,
while without, ** every prospect pleases,”
telling of the wisdom and goodness of
our loving Father; within are seen only
hideous idols—placed there to be wor-
shipped, instead of the one true God,
who made beaven and earth.

The temple contains images of Siva
and Sathadra, ag well as Juggernaut;
and just in front of the altar is an
jmage of the hawk-god, Farounda. The
fdolg a2re all of carved wood,
bideously ugly, and of crafty, cruel
countenance. Juggernaut is painted
dark-blue, with a great blocd-red
mouth. Siva is white, and Sath-
adra yellow. LEvery day a feast is
spread for the idols; and about four-
teen hundred pounds of provisions,
consisting of rice, flour, butter,
milk, aad other things, are {n some
way aisposed of. It is pretended
that the idols eat the food; but as
there are about twenty thousand
Brahmins, or *“holy men,” lving in
this temple, it i{s easy to imagine
what Dbecomes of all the food
prought in to feast the idols. TkLe
great annual car festival ot Jugger-
paut s held on the eighteenth of
June, at Puri; and is generally at-
tended dy more than five hundred
thousand pligrims. ‘The car con-
sistg of an elevated platform, thirty-
four feet square, supported by six-
teen large Wheels, and upon tais
platform, under a rich csnopy ot
cloth-of-gold, {s scated the {dol.

Six ropes, each three hundred feet
long, are attached to the car; and
thousands of people, taking hold ot
thess, draw the hideous god from
placs to place, that they miy “ob-
ialn merit,” or Zecnre the pardon
of thelr sins In return, Nearly halt
of tke pligrims are women, many of
whom carry lttle children In thelr
&ms, or strapped to thelr shoulders,

GUARDS BEFORE THE TEMFPLE Of AGENAR,

s they toll on, over hundreds ot miles
of burning sand, with but little food or
rest. You, dear children, in your happy
homes, cared for by tender, loving
mothers, cannot at all understand the
sufferings of these poor women, drooping,
fainting, and falling dajly by the way-
glde, from fatigue and hunger, till the
plains are almost white with their bones.
All this they suffer in the hope of find-
ing pardon for their sins; for many of
them never heard, even once, of the full
pardon purchased for them by the suffer-
ings and death of our dear Saviour. Tt

pray for them, and save some of your
pennies to send them the * good uews '
of Jesus and hls great salvation ?

’ PROCURING FIRE.

It {8 an easy matter for us to obtxin a

! fire by the aid of matches that ~re with
us so common and cheap, but with our
ancestors, and with many people in dit-
ferent portlons of the world, it is much
more difficult, and the methods used are
interesting. Friction or concussion are

‘they only knew about Jesus, how glad ' the usual methods.

and happy they would be! Will you

'  The Aleutians and Alaskans cover

THE TEMPLR OF JUGGERNAUT.

two pleces of quartz with native sulphur,
then by strikilng them togother they
{gnite the sulphur, and so firo 28 heap of
dry granss and feathers previously made
rendy. Tho Eskimo kunocks quarts and
iron pyrites together. Broken china and
bamboo, or even two pleces of bamboo,
are used in Burma and Cochin Chinn.

The Oceanian lays a plece of wood on
the ground, and rubs a blunt pointod
stick up and down on it. Much do-
pends upon the quality of the wood and
tho oxpertness of tho manipulator.
Others make a stick rotate rapldly In a
round hole In a stationary ploce of wood,
a method which has boen denominated
that of tho fire-drill.

The Gaucho of the Pampas of Scuth
America takes an elastic stick about
eighteen inches in length presses one
end to his breast, and tho othor into a
hole in a plece of wood, and then rapldly
turns the curved part liko a carponter's
centre-bit.

The Eskimo winds a cord round the
drill and pulls alternately at each ond
of the cord, causiug it to rotate rapidls.
and steadies the drill by letting the
upper end turn In a socket of bone or
fvory held in the mouth.

The North American Indian applies
tho principle of the bow-drill, and In a
short time obtains tho desired fire, and in
Ching the bdurning-glass {a [n common
use,

THE PAITHFUL OHRISTiAN BOY

OF INDIA.

Bunaram was tho second convert from
among the Rabba Cosarls, one of the
tribes inhabiting the hilly country of
Assam. He was only thirteen years old
when he put his trust in Jesus. In be-
coming & Christian he broke his caste
His friends were in great distress at this,
tor they think that to break one's caste
s worse than death.

The priest can restore caste by an end
less course of ceremonies and cosuy
offerings to himself and io the gods.
His triends loved Bunaram very much,
and would gladly have paid all the ex-
pense if he would give up his new re
hgton; for, of course, thelir efforts would
vo of no avail had he continued a Chris-
tian.

‘‘hey pressed Bunaram to give up
Jesus, and come back to the worship of
nis people; but to their entreaties he
frmly answered, “No! You may cut
me in pleces, or do what you ithe with
me, but I can never deay that I am a
Christian.”

At last hig father, fa bitter anger,
satd : “ You are pnot my son any longer
17 you loved me you would lot me get
back your caste.”

Poor Bunaram was thercafter
treated as an outcast. He had to
eat his maeais In the cow-house, be-
cause ho was a Christian

When he returned to scuocol, and
told his teacher what had hap-
pened, the teacher asked him:
* Well, Bunaram. did it make you
surry that you were Christ's dis-
ciple 7

-~ Not a bit,” was his reply.

Jesus and his religion were more
precious to this noble boy, lateiy a
poor heathen thaa bis de.rest
carthly frienda.

*In running your e¢nugine alony
the busy highway of life do not
keep your hand on the lever that
applies the air-brakes, vour friends
and your cnemies will attend to
that, kcep your hand cen the lever
that applies the power,” gaid 2
speaker. The alr-brokes check tho
wheeis. Checks and hindrances
enough there will be, must be,
without our magnpifying them by
our apprehension and lack of faith
Friends wiil bid us pause for
pleasure. Ernemles will tell us that
our work is uscless, and that wo
may as well stop.  Our own doubts
and fears will often lay thelr handr
on the bdrakes. But tha “lever
that applics the power™ is & rea-
gonablo purpose and trust {n God.



PLEASANT HOURS.

Grandma.

\When grandma puts her glassos on
And looks at me- just so -

It I have dono a naughty thing
Bhe's sure, gomehow, to know,

How {a it she can always tell

8o very, very, very well ?

B8he says to mo: * Yes, little one,
‘Tis written In your eye!”
And it I look the other way,
And turn and geem to try
To hunt for something oun the fluor,
She's sure to know it all the mote,

It T should put tho glasses on,
And look In grandma’s eyes,
Do you suppose that I should bo
8o very, vory wise ?
Now, what If I shouald find it true
That grandma had been naughty, too ?

But, ah ! what am I thinking of ?
I'0 dream that grandma could
Bo anything tn al} her lfe,
But sweot and kind and good !
I'd better try myself to be
So good that when sho looks at me
With eyes 8o loving all the day
1'll never want to turu away.
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Israelites returning from captivity.—
Neh. 2. 9.

4 BRAVE MAN.

‘I'here have been many men who bave
justly earned the title of belonging to
God’s nobility. Thelr names were not
enshrined among those who were es-
teemed as great and noble, but their
deeds will be rehearsed when the names
of so-called heroes have been forgotten,
To this class Nehemiah rightly belonged.
Deeds make men brave. Longfellow
says :

* Lives of great men remind us,
We may make our lives sublime.”

IS PFOSITION,

He was cupbearer to the king. An
honourable position to which ouly some
could attain. He was an exile from his
own land, but though he was exalted
avove many ol his fellows, he still loved
his own country. He was a true patriot,
and hearing of the sufferings of thosa
who abode in their own land, his heart
was troubled, and the anguish which ho
felt was scen in his countenance. The
king saw this, and insisted to know
the cause of bhis sorrow{ul appearance.
Nehemtah, being a servant of more than
ordinary worth, the king estecmed bim
very highly. end was concerned respect-
ing him Those wko bave others in
their employ shouid care for their em-
ployees.

SEHEMIAH A MAN OF PRAYER.

when he heard of his brethren’s sut-
ferings, he ccmmended them to Ged in
prayer. Hc did not act as somoe have
dope, by saying, “ I am all right enough.
It {8 no business of mine to care for
others.” Such i3 the snirit of selfish-
ness which is contrary to the teachings
of Christianity. We are to care for
others. So Nchemiah prajed for divine
direction, Thus he acted in all the per-

| plexitles to which he was subjected, dur-
; Ing his ditficult courso fn conducting the
I peoplo to Jerusalem and rebuilding the
‘ walls of the loly City.

ACTION Was REQUIRED,

He presented his case to the monarch
and all that he requestod was granted.
Men and horses were seut to accompany
him.  Orders were issued for the repre-
sentatives of royalty to ald him all in
thelr power to accomplish his patriotic
purpuses, Nohemiah might have re-
mained in qulet in the palace, but in-
stead of this he exposed himisolf to many
dangers, for he and his friends had to
usp both sword and trowel in the work
they undertook. His position as cup-
bearer to the king enabled him to ac-
quire wealth, but he spent a princely
fortune while engaged at Jorusalem.
Think of ft ! TFor years more than 1560
Jows, bLesides strangers, wero fed at his
table, His patriotism cost him more
than simply praying.

TRUE MANHOOD.

Many will say, * Be ye warned, be yo
filled,” and there they stop. Do not you
be like them. According to your means,
remember the poor. Atd thosoe in dis-
tiess. Remember true religion means
doing good as well as belng good. In
all things be persons of prayer and
strong raith; and then, 1like Nehemiah,
you will say, “ The God of heaven he
will prosper us.”

FREAKS OF THE MISSOURI.

In the May St. Nicholas, Frank H.
Spearman has a paper ontitled, ‘A
Shifting Boundary,” which is particularly
timely just at present, as it tells of the
way the Missour] River has of suddenly
changlng its boundaries. Mr, Spearman
says ¢

Of course you've heard of the curjous
freaks of the Missourt River—the  Big
Muddy ” ; how the sudden, treacherous
mountaln waters roll down in mighty
floods from Montana and WWyoming,
ricochet from side to slde of the broad
valiey they have caten deep into the
soft prairies, and pour headlong into the
Mississippl near St. Louis: how, night
and day, winter and summer, tho twist-
ing torrent shifts its channel, cuts its
banks, undermines railroads, astonishes
the muskrats, keeps the fish studying
guide-posts, worrles the bridge guards,
and sels the farmers crazy. For, just
think of it ; the Nebraska farmer whose
land stretches along the river goes to
bed thinking he will cut his broad acres
of golden wheat in the morning; but, lo!
in the night that madcap river bas en-
tered his waving flelds, and like snow
they have melted away. Graln, feaces,
trees, buildings, land—are gone! And
a great, suilen, yellow flood boils and
eddies where his harvest smiled yester-
day.

Next week, very likely, the reckless
stream will make his neighbour across
the river a present of a hupndred or more
acres, just because he doesn’t need them.
Of course it was patural for a man who
lost his land that way to look longingly
across the river, and think, after a while,
that the newly made land over there be-
longed to him; and many a wearisome
lawsuit has been begun to recover title
to * made” land which lies, maybe, ex~
actly where the lost farm lay, but on
the other side of the river. Perhaps
there 18 some cquity in such a claim;
but the trouble is, that sort of thing is
going on all the time, and the courts
sald they couldn’t keep track of such
pranks; that lands acquired by accretion
—mark that word—should belung to the
farmer who owned the river-bank whers
they were thrown up; that if the river
took your farm, you would have to fish
it cut of the stream you lost it in; at
least, you needn't ask the courts to give
you another for it.

A LITTLE MORNING GLORY.
BY ELIZABETH P. ALLAN.

In the shadow of a moble old spruce
four merry girls had stretched their
tennis net, and, though the quick chase
of fiying balls sent them far afield into
the sunshine, it did not secm to melt
their enthusiasm in the least. Even
small Eva, not much taller than the net,
ran to pick up stray balls unti] her Jong
hair dropped out of curl, and her face
was like a scarlet poppy.

Many a passer-by turned the head aad
sent pleased smiles through the high
iron railings at the pretty game. But
onw little passenger stopped outright,
and poked her turned-up nose through
the bars, with an evident desire to seo
all there was to be seen,

Nobody pald any attention to the littla
stranger, not even the picker-up of dalls,
though they were almost the same slze,
But smong tho four players was One

!

whose oye was quilck with sympathy.

i Sho presoutly spied tho dirty little face '
! the diver wishes to bo hauled to the sur-

pressed angalnst the railing.

“ Run, Eva,” sho sald, *and ask that
littlo one to como and sit in the shade
with you.”

*“Why, Grace, will yuur mother liko
that 7" questioned ons of the others.

“My mother 7  Woll, 1 think so. My
mother seems to think it is ler fault,
somehow, that all children aro not as
comfortable as hers.”

By this time Eva Lad, with much diffi-
culty, coaxed her visitor in, and Grace
established both children on the shaded

88,
" There, chicks,” she sald, *don’t
budge now. My ! Eva, your face is too

red for anything, you mustn't run an-
other step.”

The game went on, but Graco had lost
her interest in it.

“Let's rest awhile,” she sald. B §
walt to sce about this small girl.”

The stranger was found to be very
ragged and very dirty, and Grace was
much taken up about it.

“If you wlill let me put you In the
bath-tub,” she said to the child, « T will
give you a cloan dress.”” The littlo one
shook her head.

“ Eva,” said the older sister, “ run and
get that pink gingham that mother sald
we could give away; the one that Is too
tight in the reck for you.”

Tho sight of the pink gingham over-
came the child’s dislike to a bath, and
by sundown the little visitor was shin-
fng with her warm bath and with de-
light iz her new garments. True, the
tennis game was not finished, but the
girls found that a little sister of the poor
was ‘ar more Interesting than tennis.

*“Ncw, ‘Morning-Glory,”* said Grace,
giving her a little plece of comb for the
pink gingham pocket, it you will keep
your hair smooth for a week, I'll givo
vou a pink rcibbon for it

*“What made you call her that,
Grace ?" asked one of them.

“For one thing—she looked so fresh
and sweet; and, then, I remember once
mother’s making me notice how morning-
glorlies would not do any good unless
they could climb up, and she said it was
so with God's human creatures; if we
could help them to climb upward they
would be more sure to flnd him. Being
clean is one of the first climbs upward.
Don't you think so ?”

Grace's visitors went home in the twi-
light; three silent girls, busy asking
themselves whether they had ever helped
any little morning-glories to climb up
toward God.

4 DIVER'S YABRNS.

Afr. Herbert Russell relates a numher
of interesting facts which he bad from a
man who had been a diver for thirty
years.

There was not much use, he sald, in
trying to do anything with any sunken
ship or cargo ihat lay more than twenty
fathoms deep, for beyond that the pres-
sure of the water could not be borne
over ten minutes at a time.

The amount of light under water de-
pends very much upon the state of the
atmosphere. On a clear, bright day,
the sunshine will penetrate, in a sort
of greenish twilight, to far greater
depths than the diver is ever likely to
go, reve2'ing the surrounding objects in
greatly magnified proportions. But
when the weather above {s dull and
overcast, it begins to get dusk at a
couple of fathoms beneath the surface;
at slx fathoms it is as gloomy as a foggy
November day; aad beyond that the
shades of darkness fncreaso fathom after
fathom until it is like the blackness of
a starless night. It is but seldom, how-
ever, that a diver working during the
daytime, at any depth short of a hun-
dred feet, is unable to discern the out-
line of the wreck he Is engaged upon.

The costuee of the diver consists of a
tight-fitting waterproof suit, a pair of
shoes with heavy leaden soles to enable
bim to keep a steady footing, and the
headpfece or helmet. This Is a metal
casing fitting over the head, and strapped
down upon the shoulders, into which air
is pumped through a long tube connected
with the boet from which the diver
makes his descent.

When the diver is equipped, and ready
to make the descent, he ties 2 small rope
round his chest, called a life-line. This
is used for hauling him up again, and
for purposes of communicating. On
arriving at the bhottom of the sea one
smart pull at the line is a sign to those
in the boat above that he has alighted
in safety. 'Two pulis signifies that he
has discovered the wreck, and wants
glings or ropes to be lowered that he
may attach them to articles of her cargo.
Three tugs at the rope s 8 sienal for
larger and more powerful slings, and
tfour pulls means a demand for the
*dogs' to be sent down, thess belng

instruments used for the prising out of
weighty objects. Five pulls implies that

face, and six pulls that he {8 foul of a
rock and cannot clear himseif.

The usual modo of descont is by go-
Ing down a short flight of steps over tho
vessel’s side, and thonco sinking slowly
to the bottom. The buoyancy of the
water renders a man as light as a foather
as soon a8 he gots bencath the surface
My diver friend told me that frequently,
while groping about the decks of a sub-
merged wreck, ho has stumbled and
fallen through some yawning hatch to
the bottom of her hold, and come down
as softly as a plece of fluff alighting up-
on a Turkey carpet.

BRAVE MARGARET OARGILL.

Margaret Cargill was a lovely and cul-
tured Scottish girl, who, early in life,
kad the faith and the courage to leave
homo and friends, and, with the noble
young man to whom she had plighted
her troth, set forth to face all the
horrors and daungers of cannibalism in
the South Pacific Islands.

pr. and Mrs. Cargill sailed from Eng-
land in October, 1832. Their first fleld
of labour was Tonga, where they had
many thrilling experlences. But it was
when Mr. Cargill was appoiuted to Fift
that the true test of thefr devotfon came.
At that tlme the Fijlans were among
the most savage and debased of men.
Not many weeks before, news had come
of a fearful feast on one ot these islands
during which two hundred men and one
hundred women had been slaughtered,
cooked, and eaten.

Yet this noble, kerolc young woman
sald, when ghe heard of the call, “ Well,
David, I did not expect it to be so; but
the Lord knows what is good forus. 1f
it be his will for us to go to Fiji, I am
content.”

After a perilous trip their little
schooner came in sight of their destina-
tion, the island of Lakemba. So great
was the peril they ran from the hostile
natives that the captain dared not take
the vessel near to the shore. Seeing
the captain's hesitation, Mr. Cargill said,
“ Send us ashore in your boat. We will
go an . see the island chief.”

As the little boat neared the beach
two iundred natives, mostly men, armed
witn spears, clubs, and arrows, stood on
the shore. They were necarly nude, and
their gleaming bodles were smeared with
peint. They gazed with astonishment
on the missionaries, but gave no sign
of assailing them. ‘Then one of the
savages spoke through an interpreter.
*“The king is waiting in a house near
by,” he said. * He wants to know who
you are «nd what you want.”

‘The missionaries went at once to the
king's fortified house. God gave them
the very words to speak that went
stiaight to the king's heart. Learning
that their errand was one of lovo and
peace, he at once bade them welcome.
He staked off a piece of land and made
proparation to build them a house.
That night they slept in the king’s own
canoe, sheltered by the royal boathouse
on the beach.

To follow this brave and nohle young
woman in her labours among the de-
graded savages of Fijl would take a vol-
ume. Her work lay especlally among
the women aad children of Lakemba.
They soon said of her, “ She is a lady of
a loving spirit, theretore we love her.”
Ah, what will not love do!

Within a month after landing she and
her husband bad won theic first con-
verts. Other missionaries then came to
their help, and soon there were over five
hundred corverts on the islands.

But the faithful and devotced Margaret
Cargill was called from labour to reward
ere she had seen much more than the
first-fruits of the wou2bsequent glorfous
harvest. On June 2, 1840, when only
thirty-one years of age, her sweet spirit
took its flight.

When~-he saw the end was near, her
husband, choked with sobs, bent over
ber and asked,  Are you really golng
to leave me, Margaret ?”

Her reply was, “ Yes, David, because
Jesus bids me come.”

Ono of the Fiji chlefs, viewing her
dead body, sald, * There lles a lady who
was never angry with us. acd who al-
ways smiled when we entered her house.”

A promise made should be kept, mo
matter how hard it may be to keop it
«Y ontirely forgot my promise,”’ one
says, as if forgetting it were much less
a sin than deliberately breaking it. We
have no tight to forget any promise wo
make to another. If we cannot &rust
our memory Wwe should make note of
our promises and engagements on Daper,
and then keep them scrupulously en ‘the
very minute—Dr, Miller,

St
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The Maple Leaf Forover.
BY ALBXANDXR MUIR.

In days of yore, from Britain’s shoro,
Wolfe the dauntlcss hero came ;

And planted firm Britatnia’s fiag,
On Canada’'s fair domain.

Here may it wave, our boast, our pride,
And joined in love together,

The Thistle, Shamrock, Roso entwine,
‘Tho Maple Leaf forever.

At Queenston Helghts and Lundy’'s Lane,
Our brave fathers, side by slde,
For freedom, homes and loved ones dear, .
Firmly stood, and nobly dfed, i
And thoso dear rights which they main-
tained,
We swear to yield thom never,
Our watchword overmore shall bo,
Tho Maple Leat forever.

Cruonus, .

‘The Maple Leaf, our emblem dear,
The Maple Leaf forever ;

QGod save our Queen, and heaven bless,
Tho Maple Leaf forover.

Our fair Dominion now extends,
From Cape Race to Nootka Sound ;
May peace forever be our lot,
And plenteous store abound,
And may those ties of love be ours,
Which discord cannot sever,
And flourish green o'er freedom’s home,
The Maple Leat forever.

On merry England’s far-famed land,
May kind heaven swestly smile,

God bless Old Scotland evermore,
And Iroland’s Emorald Isle,

Then swell the song, both loud and long,
Till rocks and forest quiver,

God save our Queen, and heaven bless,
Tke Maple Leat forever.

Caonvus,

The Maple Leaf, our emblem dear,
The Maple Leaf forever ;
And flourish green, o'er freedom's
home,
The Maple Leaf forever.

““ Probable Sons.”

CHAPTER VIIL
OR0SS-EXAMINATION.

** Nurse, whero ‘s Miss Millicent ? I
haven’t seen her for days. Fetch her in
here this afternoon, and you go atd
got a little fresh air; I am well enough
to be left alone aow.”

Sir Edward’'s tone was impatient; he
was getting to the convalescent stage,
and nurse found him a most trying
patient. Nothing would please him, and
he wearied both Limself and her with
bis perpetual complaints,

**1 think she would caly worry you, f
sir; she has been asking me every day
to come in and see you. I will fetch
her at once.”

Milly shortly appeared ip a clean pina-
tore, her little face radiant with smiles.
As she climbed up into the chzir by the
beds!de and gently stroked the hand that ,
was given her, she sa2id with sparkling .
eyes,—

 Nurse says I may stay here all alone
with you, uncle; won't that be lovely ?
May I give you your medicines, and be
your nurse ?”

I can't promise that, but you may sit
there and talk to me.”

** \What shall I talk about ?”

‘ Anything you like. You never seem ,
to be at a loss for conversation.”

Milly considered for a moment. |

*I've had so few people to talk to,
lately, you see; I generally talk most to .
ritz, He understands, I'm sure, but he
doesn’t talk back. When will you be
quite well again, uncle ?” i

*“Not this side of Christmas, I'm i
atraid.” .

*Qh, dear, what a long time! But'
I'm very glad God las made you better.
Nurse said it was a mercy you hadn't ;
broken your neck. Do you know, uncle, .
I saw such a sad sight yesterday morn-
fng. I was down in the fir plantation ;
with Fritz, and we came upon a dear .
Ilttle rabbit caught in a steel trap. |
Maxwell sald a poacher had put it there, ;
and he was very angry. The rabbit:
was quite dead, and his two hind legs .
were broken, Wasn't it dreadful ? |
What is a peacher, uncle ?” ;

“ A thief—a man who steals game that |
{sn't his.”

*“Maxwell says there are lots of
poachers about. I'm 6o afrald he will .
think Tommy Is one when he comes .
back. 1 do hope he will be careful,

pect Tommy will look vory llke a
poacher. He 13 suro to have ragged,
dirty clothes, If I was—" Here Milly

paused, and gazed drenmily in front of
her fur some minutes in sllence.

* Well ? inquired Sir Edward, looking
at his little nleco with Iinterest as she

- 8at In ber big chair, her elbows sup-

ported by her knees, and her chin rest-
ing in her hands, **are you going into a
brown study 1"

“1 was just thinking If I was a pro-
digal son—] mean a real one, not just
ptaying at it as 1 do—~] would rather bo
one of God's prodigal sons, than belong-
ing to any one elso.”

* Why 7

" Because 1 would know for certain
he would mecet mo and take me back.
Nurse told me she had & cousin who ran
awuy and made hlmself a soldler, and
when he was sorry and wanted to come
home, his father shut the door in his
face, and wouldn’'t let him in, And
then thero's Tommy, I can’t help 8'pos-
ing that hig father mightn't know him.
DBut God can’'t makoe mistakes. It must
be lovely fust to run right fnto God's
arms, and hear him saying, ‘ Bring forth
the best robe, and put it on him." I
should love to have him say that to me.”

Milly’s little faco glowed with pleasure
at the thought, and she turned her ox-
pressive eyes towards her uncle, who
lay with knitted brows listening to her.

* And supposing i God would not re-
ceive you; supposing you had stayed
away so long, and had refused to listen
to his volco when he called, and then
wher you did want to come back, you
felt it would be too late, what would
you do then 7"

Milly smiled.

* Why, uncle, it would never be too
late for God, would it ? Maxwell sald
he would be glad to see Tommy if he
came back in the middle of the night,
and God would never turn one of his
prodigal sons away. He loves tbem so
that he sent Jesus to dfe for them. He
would never say he couldn't bave them
back again.”

Sir Edward said no more, and after
another pause the child went on.

“1 was asking Mrs. Maxwell the other
day 1f sho had some best clothes for
Tommy when he came home, and she
took me upstairs into his liitle room, and
opened a long drawer, and told me to
look fnside. And there were his best
Sunday coat and walstcoat and trousers,
and a silk handkerchiet with lavender
in it, and a necktie with yellow and red
stripes, and she told me they had been
there for nine years, and she shakes
them out and brushes them every Satur-
day. He didn’t run away in his best
clothes, you know; he left them behind.
So they're quitc ready for him. The
only thing Mrs. Maxwell hasn’t got is
the ring."”

“The what ?” inquired Sir Edward
amused.

“The ring ! Milly repeated earnestly.
* Maxwell will have to say, ‘ Put a ring
on his hanéd, and shoes on his feet.’
Mrs. Maxwell has got a palr of zarpet
slippers. I couldn't bear her not hav-
ing any shoes ready for him, so we looked
about and found a pair that are just
too smali for Maxwell, and I put them
in the drawer my own self.  Ars. Max-
well says he woun't want & ring, and
that she thinks the Bible people dressed

| differently, and she said Tommy was a

poor man's son ; it wasn’t as if he was
rich. But I don't know; I don't like to
thinlk we have no ring for him. I sup-
pose you haven't one, uncle, that you
would lke to glve him 7"

Sir Edward put his bead back on kis
cushions and laughed aloud. Then,
noting Milly’s troubled face, he sald,—

* Wait till Tommy comes back, little
woman, and then it will be time enough
to see about his ring, though I quite
agiee with his mother that it would he
most unfitting.”

* You have had the plcture I gave you
taken away, uucle,” said Milly presently,
her quick oyes roving round the room.
*“Ah! youve hed it hung up on the
wall. Tkat's nice thero. You can see
it from your bed. Don't you like look-
ing at it? Doesn't it make you feel
happy ?”

“1 can't say it does,” replied Sir Ed-
ward, glancing st the picture in ques-
tion. * Why ought it to make me feel
happy ?”

“Oh, it's so nice to think he is just
getting home after being away so long.
I wonder if he was a great time walking
back. How long do you think f{t takey
one of God’s prodigal sons to get dback to
hfm, uncle ?”

1 should say a very long time in-
deed,” said Sir Edward slowly.

“Pw how long? Two days, or six
hours, or a week 2"

“ It would depend parhaps on how long

because if it's dark he might make a ¢ they had been away from him.”

mistake. Wouldn't it ba dreadful it he
hurt e own prodigal son !

“It's rather hard to understand, ’ said

And I ex- - Aifily, wrinkling her little brow perplex-

i
odly, * bocause God Is everywhero, {sn't |
he? And I should have thought he

. would have been close to them all the

timeo. I was asking nurso about ft, and
she sald that God was necar thom, only
thoy wouldn‘t have anything to say to
him, and did bad things and shuat the
Lord Josua out of their heart, and let
Satan i, and then God had to leavo
them till they said they wero sorry.
suppose directly they say : ' Father, I
have sinned against heaven, and in thy
gight, and am wo more worthy to be
called thy son,” then God just folds thom
in his arms and forgives thom and takos
thom back again; isn't that it 1"

“Look here, I think we have had
onough of this subject. Talk about
somothing else.”

Sir Ikdward’s tone was irritable; Miliy's
ready tonguo obeoyed.

* Nurse says it's so colu to-day that
sho thinks §t will snow. Do you think -
ft will 7 It 1s quite smoky by tho river;
nurse says It I8 a fog. I wondered
where it all came from. Do you think
{t might be God's breath, uncle 7 :

As she was chatting on, suddenly
there camo a sharp knock at the door, '
and a visitor appeared. !

*“Thought 1'd look you up, fer I heard
you were on the sick lst. Good
graclous! you have been pretty bad,
haven't you ? \Vill you put mo up for
a aight or two? I expect you want a .
iittle cheerful company.”

‘Talking volubly, Major Lovell—for it
was he—cameo forward and looked with
real concern on Sir Edward's altered '
{ace.

“I'm very glad to see you,” said the
latter heartily, holding out his hand.
**Come and stay for as long as you liko.
I'm sick to death of my own sgoclety !

“And {is this tho smsall party that
arrived so unexpectedly when [ was
here before ?” inquired Major lLovell,
looking down at Milly, who still sat In "’
the big cbhair regarding the now-comer
with her largo brown eyes.

* Yes,” sald Sir Edward, a faint smile
hovering about his lips as he remem-
bered his horror of her advent ; “she I8
taking charge of me this afternoon.™

Alilly held out her little hand with all
the grace of a duchess.

“1 remember you,” she sald; ‘ you
were cne of the gentlemen that laughed
at we.”

1 don’t think I could have been gulity
of such rudeness, surely.”

* Now 1 think you may run away,” Sir
Edward said; “ and teil nurse 1 will ring
when 1 want her.” i

Milly obeyed, and confided to nurse
that she hoped the *new gentleman''
would not keep her away from her
uncle, * For do you know, nurse, [ like
Uncle Edward so much better when he

i3 in bed. He looks so sad, and speaks
so softliy. I wish I could sit with him !
every day.”

sajor Lovell was a distant cousin of
Sir Edward, and there existed a warm
friendship between them. The very
brightness of his tono seemed to do the
invalld good, and Milly was qQuite de-
fighted to find that her uncle’'s visitor
not only listened with interest to the
account of her favourite games and pas-
times, but insisted upon joining her in
them, and the walls of the gqulet old
house rang sgaln with merry mirth and /
laughter such as they had not known !
for years

Upstairs in the sick room Major Lovell
proved a wonderfully patient and skilful
surse; but there were times when all his
brigbt cheeriness could not emooth the
furrows In the invalid’s brow, o> take
away the fretfulness of tone.

One morning Major Lovell came down
from an interview with bhim with a
puzzled expression of face. Catching
sight of Milly in the hall, cquipped In
hat and jacket, he asked,—

* Are you going out with r rse ?”’

* No, nurse {s busy—just by my own
seif, in the avenue, with Fritz. Do
come with me."”

The major consented, but witk a
graver face than usual, and then sud-
denly, very full of his cwa thoughts,
said to the child,—

“I belleve your uncle has something
on his mind. It strikes me from dit-
ferent things heo has let drop that he is
turning plous.”

“ What is plous 7’ Inquired Milly in-
stantly.

“yYhat is it ? A plous person thinks
overy one wicked but themselves, and
condemns everybody and everything all
round them. They are most objection-
able people, little woman, so mind you
gever take up that iine, and the worst of
1t is that they.e so satisfled with thelr
own goodness, that you can't crusk them, "
try as much as you may.” |

* And s Uncle Edward going to be
1ike them ?” a3ked the child, with a per-
plexed face.

* 1 devoutly hope not.
in my power to prevent 1t.” _ h

————_— o ————

. plous if you don’t tako care.

I shall do all |

m———

“ What do plous prople do ™ Qques-
tioned Milly.

“Do? Thoy givo tracts away and
sing hymns, and pull long faces over
very well-bound Bibles.”

“1 llko singing hymns,” aseerted
Billy omphatically ; *“overybody singa
hymns to God, don't they * 1 listen to
the bdinds, sometimes, and wish I could
sing litke them, and tho trees sing. and
the bees and fites, KErverything esgoms
to sing out of doors in tho summes time,
but thoy'vo ncarly all droppad asioop
now till next year. What hymns do
you sing, Major Lovoll ¥

* Blesa tho child! what do you takeo
mo for I’ and the major laughod hoartily
as ho spoko, then, with a twinkle {n his
eyo, he wont on gravely,—

‘1 shall begin to think that you aro
What olse
do you do bealdes sing hymas

*“1 huve a Bible,” said 3illy solomnly,
*and I just love 1t.”

* And what makes you Jovo such a dry
book as tho Biblo? Tou can’t under-
stand a word of {t."

**Oh, I can, Major Lovoll, it's beautl-
ful. 1 lovo nurse to read and read it to
me. It tell about Jesus, you know, and
I love Jesus, and he loves mo. And it
has such nico stories in it.”

Major Lovell gave a long, low whistle.

**Ah ™ ho sald, shaking his heanA
comically at tho little fgure walking by
his side, “I'm very much afraid you
msy bo at tho bottom of it all. Do you
read the Biblo to your unclo? Do you
tell him that he has boon wasting his

N~

 1ife and not fulflling the end for which

he was created, in fact, that ho i{s a
wicked sfnnor ? For that has beon the
substance of his talk with mo this
morning.”

“ Uncle Edward i3 a very good man,”
Milly replled warmly. ‘1 don't kpow
what you mean, Major Lovell ; don't you
read the Biblo 7”

* What will you think of mo it I tell
you I don't 7"

* perhaps you know f{t all by heart?
1 expect that {5 why."”

“1 rather think I don't. You must
not begin to catechise me too severely.
\Who has brought you up in this plous
faghion ?*’

“I'm not pious, you said thoy wero
horrid people, but I thought all the
grown-up pcople read the Bible, excopt
people llke Jack.”

** Who {8 Jack ?”

“He was a prodigal son, one of God's
prodigal sons.”

* And what are they, may I ask 1”

Milly did not answer for a minute,
then she stopped short, and sald very
solemnly, raising her large, dark eyes to
the major’s face,—

1 wonder if you're a prodigal son.
Uncle Edward said there were somo rich
ones. Have you run away from God,
Major Lovell "

*“On, come now,” said tho major,
piaching her cheek good-naturedly; *1
didn‘t bargain for thls when I came out
with you. You must keep your sernions
for some one else. Come along to tho
stables with me, and 1 will give you a
ride.”

in an instant Milly’s gravity disap-
peared, and a little time afterwards she
wasg laughing gleefully as she was be-
ing trotted roungd the stable-yard on s
Jarge bay mare; but she said to hor
nurse when she came in,—

“ Major Lovell s very nice, but very
funny, and I can't always understand his
talk, he says such dificult thiogs.”

(To be continued.)

SHE HAD A GRANDMOTHER.

Down {n Salem the other day a bright
Jittle girl was sent to get some eggs, and
on her way back stumbled and fell, mak-
fng sad havoc with the contents of her
basket.

“Woa't you catch it when you get
home, though ! exclaimed her com-
panjon,

*“ No, indeed, I won't,” she answered ;
“1I've got a grandmother.”

Bless her heart ! she knew what it was
to have a grandmother; a genuine, lovely,
precious, dariing old grandmother—a
grandmother to sympathize with ono
when one i3 in trouble, to heal aches
and pains, and even to take scoldings.

1t bas been a long, long time sinco the
writer of this bad a grandmother. In-
deed, she was a tiny girl when the dear
grandmother weat home to beaven, and
there is only =3 faint recollection now of
how very dear and precious &8 geaulae
grandmother can boe. The first Bible
verse her baby lips ever uttered and the
first hymn wore taught by that dear old
grandmother. The vorso was, * Suffer
little children 7’ and the hymn, the one
that begins, * Loving Josus, gentle
Lamb.” BlesseG is the child who has e
genulne grandmother |
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The Powor of Josus' Namo,
BY BETHIA HARTNOLL.

An earnest worker, who had long
Oheyed his lLord’'s cominandds,
Felt I1n his henrt the call to toll

IFor bim in distant lands.

And go ho left his native shoro,
By love divine made brave,
To toll to men fn nature’s night,

How Jesus came to save.

As tn his chosen tleld he toflod,
Ho chanced to see ono day,

A group of men, uncouth and strange,
Pugsing along the way.

And though to savages he told
‘The Gosperl story o'er,

Such wHd and barbarous-looking wmen,
He nc'er had seon bofore.

Ho asked his follow-workers there,
From whence the men had come,

And {f the Gospel light had reached,
‘lhe darkness of their home.

They answered that they dwelt beyond
‘The far-off mountain range,

And to the vlllage came ench yoar,
To barter and exchange,

Aund that so flerce and wild were thoy,
That none would
venture nigh
Their mountain
homes, for well
they knew
To do 8o was to
dle.

Then, as he heard,
the wish grew

strong,

1o tell this bar-
barous race,
the story of the
Saviour's love,
His mercy, and

his grace.

In simple faith ho
asked the Lord
His guiding voice

to send,

and felt the an-
swer, " Go,
and I

Am with you to
the end.”

His friends, with
sore misglv-
ings, sald,

He threw his life
away,

going to those
savage men,
And begged of

in

him to stay.
And, sadiy, when
they tound him
iirm,
Their last good-
byes were
given,

it hinking they
ne’'er should see
him more,
Unti) they met i
heaven.

50, all alono, he
started forth,
God’s calling to
obey,
BBut took his well-
loved violin,
lo cheer bim on
his way.

i wo days towards tho distant hills,
He bravely journeyed on,

And scarcely saw a fellowman,
His lonely way upon.

But, as he neared the mountain-range,
Where dwelt the tribe he sought,

He met a group of warlike men,
Thetr looks with anger fraught.

With dangerous spears uplifted high,
‘I'hey gathered round him there,

He paused, and raised lls heart above
To God, in trusting prayer ;

Dropped quickly his vallse, and took
His violin, and sang,

And, clearly, through their savage shouts,
Old ** Coronation ” rang.

* All hafl the power of Jesus’' name!
Let angels prostrate fall;

Bring forth the royal diadem,
Angd crown him Lord ot all.’

Nobly the grand old tunc -.ng out,
From voico and violin,

It rora above their angry yells,
it quletod the din.

* Lot every nation, every tribe,
On this terrestrisl ball,

—— e ——————

. Ho stupped, and in their native tongue,

To him all majesty ascribe,
And crown him Lord of all.”

With eyes cloged, that thelr angry looks,
And frowns, he might not see,

He played and sang the verses through,
Clearly and fearlesoly,

Knowling if he, plerced by thelr spears,
Wounded to death should fall,

He would but join the throng above,
Who crown him lord of all.

The missionary looked, and thoy
Had dropped their cruel spears,
A strange, new power had touched thelr
hearts,
Thelr eyes were fiilled with tears.

He told them why he came,
Risking his life that they might know
The power of Josus' name.

‘They listened earnestly, and saiq,
* Come with us where wo dwell,

And to (ho others of our race,
This wondrous story tell.”

For many years he dwelt withk them,
And taught the Gospel word,

And many a soul he won from sin,
To follow Christ the Lord.

D =

3

. & N >
—C i |
a,@pw«..«,.f-.'é\\ ~

THE MISSIONARY FIDDLER PLAYING ‘¢ ALL HAIL THE POWER OF JESUS' NAME.”

And soon thelr lives the fruitage showed
Of Christ's redceming grace,
Changed were the hearts, and changed
the ways,
Of that once barbarous race.

At length the missionary yearned
To see his home once more,

And all his friends he'd left so long,
For that far distant shore.

And when he called his people near,
And told them of his plar,

They said, * Come back to us again,
As quickly as you can.

“ Around us still are many tribes,
Who do not know the Lord,

Come back, and teach us how to take
To them thie Gospel word.”

So back to them again he went,
And lived and toiled in love,

Until the Master called him home,
To hiz reward zbove.

’

All honour be to men like this,
Their hearts with Jove aflame,

\Who nothing fear, {f they may show
The power uf Jesus’' name,

And glory, power, and honour bo
To Jesus, Lord of all;

Oh. that with yonder sacred throng,
We at his fest may fall.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE ACTY AND EPISTLES.

SECOND QUARTERLY REVIEW.
. JUNE 27.
GOLDEN TEXT.

This Gospoe)l of the kingdom shall be
preached in all tho world for a witness
unto all nattons.- Mark 24. 14,

HOME READINGS.

M. Petor working mlracles.—Acts 9.
32-43.

Tu. Conversion of Cornellus.—Acts 10,
30-44.

W. Peter dellvered from prison.—Acts
12. 6-17.

‘I'h. Paul's first mlssionary Jjourney.—
Acts 13, 1-13,

F. Paul preaching to the Jews.—Acts 13,

26-39, :
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S. Paul preaching to the Gentjles.—
Acts 14, 11-22. .

Su. Christian faith and good works.—
James 2, 14-24,

I. Recall the Titles, Golden Texts, and
Outlines of the lessons for the quart‘er.
Thesea constitute the framework of the
temple of truth in which we have tarried
and worshippec.

11. Test the memory by answerlng the
following questions as to the Lesson
facts :

1. In what cities did Peter
miracles 2 ‘What miracle was wrought
at Lydda? By what means was this
miracle wrought ? What work of power
was done at Joppa? How was this
miracle accomplished ?

2. Of what prayer and answer did
Cornelfus tell ?  For what purpose had
he sent for Peter? Whom did Peter
preach to the company ? Who of old
bore witness to Jesus as & Saviour ?
\What result followed Peter's sermon ?

3. What persecution scattered the
church from Jerusalem ? Where was
the Gospel first preached to the Grecians?
Who was sent from: Jerusalem to inspect
this work? What was Barnabas'
character ? Whom did he seek for a

work

helper ! What name was first used in
i Antloch ?
4, Why was Petor In prison? What
did the church do for his deliverance ?
: Who did deliver him ? Where did Peter
first 0?7 What did the disciples think
of his appearance ? What truth de-
clared in the Golden Text is here illus-
trated ?
! 6. \Who were solected as the first for-
i olgn missionaries 7 Where did thoy be-
; gin their labours? What opposer did
- they there meet ? How was the ialse
| prophet overcome ? Where then did the
" missionaries go? What cominission
wero thoy then carrying out?  Golden
Text.
6. In what city was this preaching to

thé~Jews 2 What had theo rulers done
to Jesus? What had God dono for
him? Who were witnesses to this

fact 7 What great blessing was offered

in his name ?

7. What miracle did Paul work at
Lystra 7 What did the pcople say whon
they saw the miracle? What honour
dld thoy seck to offer ?  Whom did Paul
tell them to worship? What -enomles
beset Paul, and with what result”
What afterward happened ?

8. What was tho caues of the confer-
once at Jerusalem ?  Who went to re-
present the church at Antioch 2 Who
returned with the answer of the council ?

i What commands did the council give?

9. What kind of faith does James say

fs dead ? What faith proves itself

. genuine 2  What patriarch showed his
! faith by works, and how ?  What hon-
ourable name did he win ?

10. Who i the perfect man ? What
can men tame ? What cannot be tamed?
Of what contradictions is the tongue
guiity 2 What good counsel should all
follow 7 Golden Text.

11. What was Paul's greeting to Tim-

othy 2 What grace dwelt in three
generations 2 What spirit had God
given to the saints 2 From what source
had Timothy learned the truth ? What
says Paul of all Scripture ?
., 12. To whom are all men responsible ?
_What duty do we owe our brother”
. What graces mark the kingdom of God ?
What self-denial for another's sake s
demanded 7 Golden Text.

11I. Name the cCuty which appears to
you most prominent in each lesson.

The distinguished judge, Sir Matthew
Hale, said,
A Sabbath well spent, brings a week of
content,
And has no regrets for the morrow,
But a Sabbath profaned, whatever may
be gained,
1s sure to be followed by sorrow.

No better proof that Mr. Gladstone is
growing younger every year is neede!l
than the fact that he has begun to ride
a bicycle.
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Mrs. Keith Hamilton, M.B.

More Experiences of Elizabeth Glen.

By ANNIE S. SWAN,

With full-page illustrations by
D. Murray Saarh.

Price, cloth, postpaid - - - - - $10)

Recent Books by the same
Author.
| A Stormy VOFagOr.ceevrccoan e 81.25
'A Vietery Wen...... ..o .o.. . 1,25
i Elizoboth Glon, M. B............. 1.00
Margarot Grainger............. . 1.00
CABittor Dobtee o iienneitiinan .25
 The Gatoes of Eden........... oo 1,00
Briar and Paulm. .. .....oveveee. 1.00
The Guinca Stamp....cceevvee ooe 1.00
ALoatIdoal........coceiiiiinnnn 1,00
Shelll.veeecreecsnenconsaosas enee 1,00

If you have not had the above books your
library is not completo, as they are among
the brightest and most popular books
written, and highly appreciated by the
scholars.  They are books suitable
for overy home, and should bo
thore as well as in the library.

Theso books can be procured
from booksellers or from

WILLIAM. BRIGGS,
Methodist Book and Pablishing House,
Toronto.
C, W. COATES, MoNTREAL
8. F. HUESTIS, Havtraz,
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