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Vor. XX

B No. 14.

Palm Sunday.

vohen, his salvation bringing,
To Zlon Jesus came,

The children nll stood singing
Hosanna to his natne;

Nor did their zeal offend him,
But as he rode along,

e let them still attend him,
And gmiled to lhear their song

And since the Lord retaineth
H's love to children still,
Though now as king he reigneth
on Zion’s heavenly hill,
We'll flock around his standard.
we'll bow before his throne,
And cry aloud “Hosanna
To David’s royal Son!*

For should we fall proclaiming
Our great Redeemer’s praise,
The stones, our silence shaming,
would thelr hosannas raise.

Bu¢ shall we only render
The tribute of our words?
No; while our hearts are-tender,
They, too, ghall be the Lord's.

...  HEROIO.DBEDS.
BY RUBY MACFARLANE.

Among the many heroic deeds recorded
on the historic roll, very few were per-
formed 50 bravely and with such pres-
ence of mind as thosze executed by de-
voted, God-fearing and God-trusting men;
and the following scene, which took
place in Manitobs, Is included in the
latter class,

A tew months before this tncident hap-
pened, a settler, with a large family, had
taken up his abode near Dauphin Sta-
tion; and, on this particular occasion,
his son, accompanied by his four-year-
old sister, Myrtle, had been out working
Ir the fleld, burning the old stumps
which here and there made their appear-
apce, Myrtle watched the fires with
childish curfosity and delight, both of
which were very aggravating to her
brother, especially when he discavered
that his work would take him a few rods
across the flield. His sister not being
able to accompany him, he placed her
on the ground, charging her on no ac-
count to leave the spot until he re-
turned,

As she readily promised to obey bis
injunctions, he felt no further anxiety
until gbout filve minutes after when,
hapbening to look up from his work, he
sa%w that ghe had, by some means,

‘LAID IN TRE SEPULCHRR.
« Greater lore than this no man Aath, that a man lay down Ais lifs for Aiz frunds."—Jokn 15, 1S,

climbed over the logs to gather some
dowers, the former having now taken
fire, At a glance ie took in the situa-
tion. Myrue was almost surrounded by
the flames, but on one side stood a tree
which had not yet caught fire.

The boy's first impulse was to rush in
to her. regardless of the fre, but, upon
second thought, he evidently considered
discretion to be the better part of valour,
for he had common sense enough to
know that in that case It would be

utterly Impussible to return with hi«

tmirden Sy, he et one Wope, and
that wus the tﬁ‘n. w3, snlting the actlon

to the word, he dashed over and climbed
1t with a quicknesx tqual to that of a
saflor. but, even as he g so he reatized
that he woas rmpning a great risk, as (it
war ltable to take fite at any monmenl
Howsrver, he kept on. never for an In-
staut faltering.  In hix hand he held a
rope, in the form of a lagwo which he
threw slown arommd his aister's walst
and drew her wp

He was ahout to descerdl when the fire
began 'o encirele the trunk of the tres
The first thing he did was to lower hix
g:ster to the ground, Lut how to manage
himself was dificult to understand.  He
ronlil gee 1o chance uf c&CARE, RN every
moment the fames were mounting highier
and higher He was already almoat
suffocated, and had Jjust given up In
despair, when he heard a volee shouting.
and, looking up. he saw n number of
men hastening toward the spot.

He was snon rescued, and when they
reached home, Myrtle exclaimed, * Oh
such a dweadful, Jdweadful

mamna.
thing happened I went and burnted my
dwess.” And  her mother, smiling

throngh her tears. kissed her fondly, and
thanked God that her darling had been
rafely restored to her

- Greater luve hath no man than this
that a man lay down his life for his
triend.”

Mount Forest,Unt.

Oxlvary.

Under un Eastern «ky,

Amid & rabble’s cry,

A Man went forth to die
Far me.

Thorn-crowned his blessed head.
Blood-stained hin every tread,
Cross-laden, on hr eped.

For me.

Plerced glow his hamls and feet,

Three hours o'er him beat

Ficree rays of noontide heat
For me,

Thus wert thou made all mine;

Lord, make me wholly thine:

Grant grace and strength divine
To me.

In thought and word and deed

Thy will to dn. Obh, lead

My soul, c'en though it bleed.
To Thee!

AT TBE FOOT

OF THE CROSS.
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A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
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and dusaity to Methodism wil be ke thc
wirotbing heart of our beloved church
o thin great centary offering of thanks-
Flupg to God

THE TEXT ON THE SUN-DIAL.

Stadows we are and ke shadoar de
part.”  read  Bouby, " Well, thats
honm

The vew run-dinl had just heen put in

i« place on the Asylum wall, and all the
. s buul children were standing in a row,

lcoking up at it It was puch an odd

thine tu have Instead of a clock, they
thought, they were sure they never could
tel! thme by 1t
| Fee, there's a lamb,* sald Mittle Patty
C e
* What s that to make you think of **
athed a grown-up volce behind them,
and ail the children turned to see Miss
Emity standing there, with the school-
heure key In her hand

© Of Jesus”” answered Bertha Hyles
Quivkiy Bertha was the oldest girl In
£4hiwol, and was not afrafd to speak when
,\llm Emily agked questions.

~ He wag led as 2 lamb to the slaugh-
ter,” repeated Miss Emily.  “Do you
rememter that®  And St John says,

Lehold the Lamb of God, which taketh
away the sin of the world.” "

Babby wished Miss Emily would say
sumething about the strange words be.
neath the dial, but he did not like to ask,
j amil ghe went away directly, with a plea-
nmt R the

|

|

TORCNITU 1100

TIIE TWENTIETH CENTURY T'UND.
We borrow fiuw The Guardlan the ac-
wompanying wik ol the Honew Roli cer-
tiilcate,
The tolfowing Is abridged

APRIL 7

Shailows we are, and Hke shadows
. depart © Bobby used to read the words
eversy time he passed the Asylum, and
tath tme he read them he wondered
} more and more.
t In the morning, when he went to
school, the shadows stretched in fong
Iines across the street toward the west.

i

Like shadows we depart,’ repeated
Bobby ‘Thats what It says, youy
hnuw, ap there on the Asylum. They
; Jurt kind of go away all of a sudden,
when the sun sets,  They are all long
and black, and then they go.  They are
ats thin, and there's nothing to ‘em—we
ain‘t a bit Hike that.”

Miss Emily aat thinking for n few
minutes, and then she mld. * Robby,
what makes the shadows ?

* The trees,” answered Bobby, prompt-
* and horses and houses and men™
“Then 1 suppose §f they make the

thadows, when the shadows go away 1t

Ix beeause there are no trees or houses

or men to make them 2" sald Miss Emily,

«miling.

Oh, yes, thero are; the trees and
houses are always there,” sald Bobby.

*Then there must be something else
to make the shadows,” sald Miss Emlly,

' something that gocs away and then all
(ho shadows go too.”

“Oh, the sun,” eried Bobby.

Yes,” sald Miss Emily, “ it 1s the sun,
Now, Bobby, God Is the great and glori-
ous Sun whose shining makes us, It
God were not, we could not be. If God
went away, we should fade away In a
moment ke the shadows. But, some-
uimes, you know, the shadows grow
faint before the sun sets, and that 18 be-
cause clouds come between the earth and
the sun.  Now, the clouds that come be-
twcen us and our glorlous Sun are our
sins.  You have seen a great many little

Jouds gather In the sky, and roll all
tegether, and make 2 great thunder-cloud
that hides the sun and makes the world
dark, It our sins all gathered together
« he that, and were not rolled anay, they
would quite hide the face of God from
us and we should dle, But a ray of
GLods light plerces through the cloud,
just as you havo scen the sun steal

"

v

the carriage skimming by him  Unlfhe
the children, he made no attempt t»
overtake it by a direct chase, but dashing
across three or four lawns, he came out
at a curve of the road akead of the lttle
vehlele, and, planting himselt firmly in
ftx track, stopped it, and held it safely
untll some of the neighbours, who had
been roused by the cries, burrled to the
8pot,

‘Then he walked up the hill ngain, ap-
parentiy unmoved by the praise and pet-
ting which wero surely his due, and re-
sumed his nap with the alr of a dog that
had done his duty as best he knew how
and  wag content —The Sunday Com-
panlon,

THE 8KY TELEGRAM.

A gentleman while buylng a pnper from
2 newsboy one day sald to him

* Well, my boy, do you ever ﬂml 1t hard
work to be good 2"

" Yes, glr” responded the little fellow.

* Well, so do 1. But I have found aut
;xm 0 get help: do you want to know
Hy

* Yes, sir.”

“Then just send a telegram.”

‘The boy looked up in amazement. The
gentleman touched the boy's forehead
with his finger and said :

*What do you do in there ?*

“Think,” sald the boy
* Well, can God see what you think *
I suppose he can.”

“Yes, ho can see and does, Now,
when you want help to sell papers or to
be a good boy, just send a sky telegran:
this way * just think this thought qulick-
v, “Jesus, help me,” and God will see 1t
and send the help.”

A few wecks later he met the same Iit-
tle newsboy on the street, who rushed
up to him and sald ;

** Say, mister, I've been trylng the sky
the last few weeks, and I've

from the stirring appeal of
the Rov. Dr. Potts, General
Secretary of the Fund ¢

While we kave abundant
reagon to thank God and
take courage. we haie
sadhed o puint shere we
st realize that the hard-
cat work 18 still to be
done.  Unless there oc¢
ilorough organization and
apgressinge  work,  which
Ahah mean twudunf every
memher adherent Leaguer
and Sunday-schoo! s¢holar,
the milliun thauh offering
will not be rcalized, and
fallure to reach it would
b a great humiliation to
our chureh,

It is refreshing to sce
how our Sunday-schools
are taking It up, but this
must be made universal.
fhe Leagues an | Sur dav
schoels are, or should be,
must kil an e
.movenment. Many schools
aro resolving to have every
oflicer, teacher and scholar

M the

MISTORIC ROLL.

Indeed, the aim should
b~ to have cvery person
cvbbaled  wah Calidian
Methodism, elther directly
wi dndirectly, on the Histuiie Roil. The
Roil will be in Conferenco solumes, and
winy pusun nhose name 13 on B will
ruceve a beauuful Souvenir Card, bear-
Ing the same number as is connected
with his name on the Roll.

The terma of earolinent arc simple and
casy.  Pureuns of sixteen jcars and
nnder, one dollar and-upwards, persons
over sisteen, five dollars and upwards.
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AL nuon, as he went home, they had
slown very short and lay close at the
160t of the trees. In the Iate afternoun
whey feil agaun, long and dark, acruss the
street, pointing .now toward the east,
while, as the sun sei, they faded quite
anay Botiby watched them with great
interest. and wondered about them as
he wondered abont the strange words on
the new sun-dial,

The Roll will by very there
will be no rerords of money, but simply
the name and address and number. Due

dit W be glven to cach subseribor
in the books of the office, but un the Rell
a flve dolai subserilier i w0 hr
sub«nbot may be beforc vi oneat lu ay

25,000 8absor her

\\'hen the Twentleth € atury Thanks-
ehing ¥ ud s comple and i mil
Hon thank offering lald un Gud - altar, 1
hope and pray that all who refer to it
will be compelled to add that wah it the
chaieh enjuyed the most glorous revival |
in ali the history of our beloved Zion

Brahiren of the pulpit, and of the pen
of the Leagues and Sunday-schouls are
we doing our sharc to make the Twen- |
tieth Centary Thanksgiving Fuad a f
Rrand success ' This is sumething that 1
will not be repeated by us  Our church,
a hundred vears from now, will be z
similarly epgaged, but on a much hr,er‘
seale  There will not be a better spirit
porvading the chureh 8t that day than
that which is surging through-our ianks
to-day  The thank ~ffering then may be

|

ten miiltons, but the heart of love to God 1 What do_you moan,

- we are. We make sha-
dowe,” Bobby used to thinl, looking at
his own shadow, long and thin, early and
late in the day, and at noon, short and
wide.  *We make shadows, but how
an we be them ~ It nas a great puzzle
1» Bobby, and he wished very much that
he dared ash Miss Emily what it could
mean,

But day after dny went by without his
speaking of the words, until, at last, an
old lady camne into the school-room one
morning to speak .o Miss Emily.

Just as Bobby finished writing the last
word, he heard the old lady_say, “ And
did you hnow, my dear, that Mr, Jenkins
had departed this dife

Al poor man,” said Miss.| Emll}’. “he
has bteen a great sufferer.” And then
the old Indy, who had done her errand,
“enl AWAY.

‘ Miss lel;. said Bobby,
departed **

Mrs. Belknap meant that Mr Jenkins
has-dled,” sald Miss Emily.

“ DI he 1ike a shadow 1 asked Bobby.

Like a shadow *” said Miss Emlly
dear

“what is

witvugh a inttie-opening in the thunder-
«loud, and it touches our hearts and
ukes us sorry, and we repent of our
sins, and- God forgives us for Christ's
.ake, and all our sky Is clear again. Do
jou understand, dear 2"

Miss Emily had” spoken very slowly,
and Bobby had listencd so attentively
that h very

sold more papers since I've been dolin’
that than I ever did before.”—Evanselist,

Easter.
BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.
That dny. when Christ, our Lord, was

1 v.onder It the chlldren hid, and wept in
grief and pain;

Dear little ones, on whose falr brows his
tender touch had been,

Whose Infant forms had nestled close hes
loving arms within

1 think that very soberly went mournfu
little feet,

‘When Christ, our Lord, was lald away In
Joseph's garden sweet,

And wistful eyes grew very sad, and
dimpled cheeks grew white,

When he who suffered babes to come was
prisoned from the light.

But haply, ere the slecping world on
Easter dawn had stirred,

Ere 1n the leafy-curtained nest had waked
the earliest bird,

,Some little child whom Jesus loved in

slumber may "kave smiled,
By fanning of an angel's wing to happy
dreams beguiled,

For, hasting down from heaven .above
while still the east was gray,

The joytul Easter angels came to pause
where Jesus lay:

So shining, strong, and beautiful the)
swept along the skies,

But velled thelr faces In the bour that
saw our Lord arise.

Oh, stll, when we are sorrowful, and
scarce for tears can see,

The angels of the Easter-time are sent
our help to be;

he er
well, and he told her so.

HE SAVED THE BABY.

An old residentof a Nova Scotla town
is_the proud.owner of a Newloundiand
dog for which he has heen offereit large
sums,  The dog's. intelligence has al-
ways been rated high, but two years ago
he added to -his reputation by an act
which.seemed to indicate a power of;|
rapld reasoning equal to that possessed
by many human belngs.

Hig master lives on the side of a hill.
the street sloptug rather abruptly down
to-the water’s edge. One day a little
girl, left In charge of her baby sister
sleeplng in its small carriage, turned
away to tatk to a schoolmate, and-forgot
tho baby for-a moment.

In that moment a sudden gust of wind
took the littlo  carrlage, and bore It
rapldly along down the hill towards the
water.  The two children ran shricking
n;lcr 1t, but the wind was too.fleet-for
thetn,

‘The big Nowfoundland, lying. at the
cnd of-his master's walk, as usual, ratsed
hls head when ho heard the crics nnd 81w

btless he whose task it Is to voll
the-stone away,
Is felt In homes where shadows brood, a
prescncc sweet: to-day.

With beaming looks and eager words the
glad surprise he.gave

To those who.sought their buried Lord,
and found an empty grave;

For truly Christ had conquered- death,
himselt the Prince of Life,

And none of all bis followers aha]l fail-
in any strife,

Oh, little ones, around the cross your
Easter garlands twine,

_And bring your preclous-Easter gifts to
many a sacred shrine,

Aud chant with voices fresh and clear—
the seraphs singing too—

In- homage to the Mighty:One-who died

and rose for you.

To churches grand, to chambers dim, to
mounds of green-and low,

Your hands o'erbrimmed With snowy
flowers; in- blithe processions go;

And, better still, let offerings of pure
young hearts be given

On Easter-Day .to.Him who -relgns the
king.of carth l.nd h eAven. .

And
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TIM'S FRIEND.

By dnnie M, Barton.

CHAPTER VI
HoMELESS, PRIENDLESS, AND IN TROUBLE.

+ Echo,’ 8lr, buy a paper, sir, second
odition, full perticerlers of the hexoen-
”on l“

Tim’s rangged little figure balanced itself
on the step of a tramcar crowded with
gentlemen going home from business one
eveping late in February, and while he

dodged ' the guard, trled eagerly to
‘ispose of his stock-in-trade.

But the gentlemen scemed elither al-
ready supplied, or not inclined to buy,
and the bundl~ of papers under the boy'a
am was very little lighter when the
tfram moved away,

Nothing dnunted, he tried another and
another, and in the Intervals ran after
feot-passengers, urging them to ““ Buy a
paper, sir !  Speecfal ‘dition, sir ' Alas?
without avafl

The crowd of business mer grew less
and less; the tramears. an hour ago fitled
to overflowing. were now almost empty;
the principal shupsy were closed, and Tim
stood in the deserted street, looking rue-
ally at his stock-in-trade.

For the last three weeks things bhad
been going very badly with poor Tim.
e had earned next to nothing, and must
have starved only for the food he got by
begzing,

Sunderland had become qQuite a tamiliar
place to the boy. Alded partly by gossip,
heard in the lodging-houses, and partly
by his own experienco, he had discovered
the most profitable districts for begging,
and baunted them as persistently as he
dared,

His one great feur was being caught by
the police. He knew that if taken before
a magistrate, and convicted of the ter-
rible crime of begging for bread, he would
most probably be sent to a reformatory
or to a training ship for a number of
vears, and, to this wild little street arab,
such a prospect seemed worse than death.

Tim had not forgotten the wondertul
Friend of whom he had heard at the mis-
<fon school that wet Sunday afternoon.
Indeed, anxious to galn some more prac-
tical and definite knowledge as to where
he might find this Friend, he had pre-
sented himself at the door of the build-
ing the following week, much to the sur-
prise of the small girl who had first in-
troduced him.

* Wherever did you get to last Sun-
day ?" she asked reproachfully. “ Teacher
was real vexed when she found you'd
crunned away; she wanted to talk to you.”

‘ All right, young 'un. She can jaw
as much as she likes to-day, I'm in no
perticerler hurry.”

But when Tim took his place in the
class, he found that the‘pleasant-faced
lady who had taught them the previous
wecek was not there.

In her stead was a middle-aged man,
with a pucker of care on his forehead,
and a restless, worrled expression in his
eyes, as he surveyed the turbulent group
he was expected to teach and control.

* Your teacher, Miss Meredith, is very
I, and 1 am afrald it will be many weeks
tefore she will be able to come here
again,” he said nervously; * in the mean-
time, I will do my best to fill her place.
Pray try and be gs attentive as possible,”

There was a murmur of dissatisfaction;
but perhaps of all the class Tim waggthe
most disappointed. The questions he
had imeant to put must now go unan-
swered, for the boy felt instinctively that
the worried, nervous gentleman in charge
would hardly understand what he meaat.

That afternoon Tim did not even try
to be good or quiet. He Kept the class
in a constant state of uproar and laugh-
ter by sly grimaces and cleverly executed
tricks, and though he refused to share
the hymu-book of his small neighbour,
hie made her very augry.by mimicking, in
a subdued tone, her rather peculiar way
oi singing. -

How diferent was the lesson to-day
from that of last Sunday ! Miss Meredith
understood the art of talking to children
in simple, earnest language, every word
of which was within their comprehension;
this teacher did not.

He tried his very best, but used long
words that made the lesson sound almost
like a puzzle, and I am afraid not one of
the boys or girls even tried to listen.

When school was dismissed, Tim shook
the dust off his feet metaphorically.

*1 shan’t come here no more until she
gets better,” he observed to his small girl
friend ere taking his departure. ¢ The
old bloke this afternoon knows no more
about teachin' than a cat.”

Aud so poor Tim returned, with all his
doubts and difficulties unsolved, to his
hard daily task of earning food sufficlent
to keep him from actual starvation.

A8 the daya and weeks passed on
tbings grew worse and worse.  Several
nights e had been unable to pay for n’
bed, and had »lept under an archway lead-

; Ing to a bake-shop, which shelter, thnugh
! bitterly cold, had the merit of being pro-
tected from rain or snow. i

Under conditions such as these 1t s !
little wonder that Tim often felt il and |
miscrable  He was troubled by 1\ hoarse, |
barking cough, and sometimes a sharp. .
kecn pain in his side, that hurt when he
drew a long breath. His pale, freckled
tuce grew thinner and paler than ever,
framed In its mop of thick, red hair, and
his eyes did not now so often twinklo
with fun and mischief,

Strange as it may seemw, Tim, though
sorely pressed by hunger and cold, had
never spent the precious shilling given by
hittle Johnnie It still hung round his,
ucck, bidden away from sight beneath his |
ragged jacket, and he had grown to re-
gard It as a sort of charm, and not as an
ordfnary plece of money.

Upon this February cevening, as Tim
stood sorrowfully contemplating his un-
sold stock of newspapers, his heart was
fuli of sorrow and despalr.

‘ What was he to do? Whero was he
i t»go ? He had no money and no friends;

he was terribly hungry, there secmed to
be a raging wolit inside him craving for
food, and he had no meaus of sat{stying
ltl, unless o obtained something by beg-
ring.

Where was that wonderful Friend, the
Lord Jesus, who loved children, and above
the bright blue sky had made a home for
them in which they would always be
happy and never hungry or cold ? \Why
did that Friend not come to hig help now,
in Sunderland, poor Tim wondered; and
then heo said to himself: “It was all a
lie, there couldn't be any such Friend
ag the one of whom Miss Meredith told:
him, or he would never let a poor boy
be s0 cold and wretched and miserable.”

Since that memorable Sunday afterncon
Tim had carofully avolded taking what
was not his own, and, remembering his
teacher’s words, * You must not tell lles
or steal,” had tried to speak the truth.

But now faith and hope alike had fled,
. and Tim was desperate.
| Homeless and friendless, poor desolate
| child !

And yet, even in that dark hour, the
Friend who never changes, whose love
can never die, was watching over hina
with the most tender pity and compas-
sion; and by this strange, mysterious way
was leading him to a place of safety and
rest.

Carrying the unsold papers beneath his
arm, Tim prowled about the streets for
some time, begging from the passers-by,
while every moment his hunger grew
keener and more intense.

No one responded to his appeal for
charity, and at last he gave up asking,
and stood looking wistfully at the cakee
and ples displayed in the window of a
confectioner’s shop.

He had sold only flve papers, 80 two-
pence halfpenny represented all hls,capi-
tal. If he spent this in food he would
have to slecep out of doors, a terrible
prospect when he felt so cold and ill,
anu when his hard, troublesome cough
hurt him as it did to-pight. No, at any
cost he muidt be under shelter,

While thus meditating he saw a lady
and a Mttle girl enter the shop, and, with
his face pressed close to the glass,
watched quite a pile of dainty cakes and
confections being put into paper bags.
Then, the lady having pald for her pur-
chases, gave the little girl one parcel to
carry, she herself taking the rest

As they entered the street the child
lingered a moment looking into tho win-
dow close beside Tim.,

Overpowered by a sudden temptation,
he snatched the Lag of cakes from the
little one’s loose hold, and ran swiftly
away, unheeding her scream of anger and
fright.

But Tim had not noticed a policeman
standing near. He had been a silent
spectator of the scene, and now, before
the boy wus aware of the danger, his fiy-
ing footsteps were overtaken, and a
strong hand grasped the collar of his
ragged jacket.

Tim looked up in wild affright, his
worst fears realized. Vislons of prison,
of a reformatory, of tho training-ship
+ flaghed through his mind with lightning
rapidity, and the terror of it lent him
almost superhuman strength, .

He managed to wrench hhinself free,
and darted into the middle of the road,
vshere & number of vehicles were pascing.
There was a hoarse siout of warning
from the driver of a cab; but it came too
late, or perha; in poor Tim's fright and
terror was not even heard.

The next moment the boy was dragged
from beneath the horse’s feet, and carrfed
to the sidewalk, where he lay moaning
with pain. The policeman bent over

him, and Tim’s terror aud distress re-

|
vived  Ho tried {0 raise himselt to run ’
AWAY, but a terrible paln i his right
Icr made WMm feel sick and faint.  The
street seemed to be turniug rvound. the
aliops tumbling down, there was a rush-
ing sound in hia ears, anid the peaple's |
volces sounded far away. Oh, what was
the matter '  \Was he dylng ° .
Then Tim knew no more, did 01t eec |
the crowd of eager. curfous, and cow-
passionate faces aronnd him. and would
huve been guite surprised at the tender- |
ness with which the stern policeman, well
versed in ambulanco work, examined the -
injured limb. )
* Poor little chap ! =a'd the man. " his |
leg Is broken., I'm atrajd it'il prove a
bad case, for he looks half-starved  Weoe
must got Lim to the Infirmary as quick
ns posathle.” i
The bundlo of newspapers was scattered
far and wide, the cakes hast vantahed na
one knew wbere, the preclous siiver shiti-
hng had dbroken loose from its string and !
wasg lost, but Tim feeded aone of these!
things. '
He tay white and still and uwa -mseious
upon the ambulance satretcher rd was
carr's ¥ through the cold, duk .tre te ty
the Iren’s Hospital, where gentle and |
skilful hands ministered to his needs, and
cared for him as perhaps in all his Ife
lie had never been cared for before

{To be continued.)

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.
STUDIES IX TIHE LIFE OF JESUS,

LESSON I1IL.—APRIL 16.

THE DAUGHTER OF JAIRUS RAISED,
Mark 5. 22-24, 35-43. Mem. verses, 39-42.

GOLDEN TEXT.
Be not afraid, only believe.—-Mark b.

OUTLINE.

1. Human Sorrow and Doubt, v.
24, 35.
2. Divine Comfort and Cheer, v. 36, 37.
3. Artificlal Fears and Spontaneous
faughter, v. 38-40. .

4. Diviue Power, v. 41-43.

29,

-

Time.—Very late in the summer of
A.D. 28,
Place.—Capernaun.

22, “ Jalrus "—An carly Israelite war-
rtor, Jalir, had conquered aud occupled
the region which in ancient time was
called Bashan (Num. 32. 41; Josh. 13. 30).
After him this ruler of the synagogue ,

had been named. Such rulers * rormedi

the local Sanhedrin, or tribunal; they
convened the assembly and managed
the schools connected with the syna-
gogue.”  Jairus must have been one of
the prominent Jews of the clty. * Fcll!
at his feet”—In reference, but divine ,
worship is not necessarily meant. Sor-
row and need make short work of pre-
Judice,

23. ** At the point of death "—* Mark
and Luke speak of her as dying when
the father came; Matthew, as already
dead; but such differences are not hard
to adjust. He left her at th. last gasp;
he knew that she could scarcely be liv-
ing now, and yet, having no certain no- |
tice of her death, he at one moment
expresged himself in one way, at the
next in another.”—Trench.

24. ** Thronged him "—* Pressed upon
him.” *Crowded upon him almost to
suffocation, so that he could not walk
without difficulty.”—Clarke. Every sia-
ner has a mortal disease on his soul. !
Jesus loves to answer prayer. ’

35. “ While he yet spake"—To the'!
infirm woman (verses 25-31). ' Why |
troublest thou the Master any further?™ {
—* These people seem to bave no other ;
notion of our Lord than that of an emi-
nent physiclan, who might he useful:
while there was life, but afterward could
do nothing.”—Clarke. The greater our
trouble, the greater Is cur need of Jesus.

36. “Be not afrald”—*How com-
plete 1s our Lord’s secif-consciousness |
that he holds in bis hands the key of
icfinite power! Relatively to that |
power it was of no moment whether the ;
child was dead or alive.”—Morison.
Death need not destroy your hope hor
shake your bellef *Only belteve "~
Unbelief too often prevents the divine
blessing. |

37. < Peter, and Jame., aud Jobhn'—
“It {s hardly to be questioned that this
selection was determined by the personal |
peculiarities of these three, which made,
them more ready than the others to un-
derstand the real meaning 6! Christ's

j vrica and watlings,

and James, who shouid frst attest that
death could as little ax lifo separats
{rap his lnve -~ Trench

38 " Wept and walled grearly - After
the Eastern custom. “ Matk Klves
graphic pletare of the tnmult and loed

[ore

Sven the poareat
were oxpected to provide for & funeral
two thnte plavers and ane walllng woman
e Bxod 120 5, Jer. 0017, Amos 6 16,
2 *hron. 3% 23, These publle monrners
were cal o] sappedans’ " --Farrar

3% The damsel 18 not dead -~ Spoken
figuratively “But  sleepeth*~80 to

- sprak of death 18 common to all nations

and languages. * The phrase * when he
slept * occurs hundreds of times in the
Taimudists, expressive of the tlme of
death.”—Lightfoot. ' Cemetery ** mcans
a sleeplng place.

40. © They laughed.” ete. The crowd
without. It is but a step from unbellel
to scorn. * The father and the mother”
—* Prudence reguired that they should
b» present and be witnesses of the
miracle."—Clarke.

41. * Took the damsel by the hand *--
As scem: to hasve been our lard's hablt
“Talitha cumi”—Mark gives the Syro-
Chaldalc words. Christ's call and touch
bring dead souls to iife  We, too, must
get close to those we would spiritually
help.

43 Something shouid be given her to
eat "—Neccessary after her dfscaso nod
fasting. *“ From miracle he hands her
over to the usua! means of life, honour-
Ing thereby the laws and courss of na.
ture.”—Whedon. Whare spiritual Iile
has been bestowed it must be nourished
by appropriate means.

HOME READINGS.

The daughter of Jairus raised.—Mark

5. 22-24, 35-43.

Ta. Timid faith.—Mark 5. 25-34.

V. The widow's son.—Luke 7. 11-17.

Tu. Hindraoce o! unbellef.- Mark 6. 1-8

F. The resurrection and the life —John
11, 19-27,

S The hfe-g'ving word.—John 11. 32-45.

Su. Salvation by faith.—1 John &. 9-15.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY
1. Human Sorrow and Doubt, v 22-24, 35
Who came to Jesus after his voygge
across the sea ?
How did this man act toward Jesus ?
How did Jesus receive his request
For what should we seek Christ, and
how ?
What news about the sick child came
to the father ?
2. Divine Comfort and Cheer, v. 36, 37.
How did Jesus encourage him °
wWho went with Jesus {nto the house ?
Why were they with him ?
3. Artificial IFears and Spontancous
Laughter, v. 38-40.
What did Jesus find, and what did he

M

say ?
What did he do {n tho houso ?
4. Divine Power, v. 41-43
What diJd he say to the dead child ?
What did the words mean ?
wWhat result foilowed his words ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where in this lesson do we learn—

1. To come humbly to Christ in prayer®
2. To scek Christ with determination ®
3. To believe in Christ's power to save?

Failled to Remember—" What's tho mat-
ter with Rashleigh ?*

* Absent-mindedness, that's all ™

- Nonsense ! the man’s cut and brufsed
frightfuily.”

«Yes” He tried to stop a runaway
automobile by running in front of it and
waving his coat at it

The Rev. Dr Norman Macleod. Moder-
ator of the Chureh of Scotland, has a
magnificent volce.  An Englishman sald
te him one day  ** Doctor. how do yon
pronounce your name ?"

The Ductor was somewhat taken abarck,
but answered with dignlty and sore
fotce. “Think of a cloud, sir; a dark

words and works, and to s;mpathize j storm cloud.”

with him in his trials and griefs."—An-
drews. “‘Peter, who loved him 8o
much; John, whom he loved so much;

.

“ Thaak you, Doctor, but you need not
use the volce of thunder to carry out the
tilustration.”
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PLEASANT HOURS

The Ralsing of Jalrus' Daughter
tMark § 22-43)

[he Lonat that born the Mastep
Had crossesd the «lver gen,

Al a)) along the monutain paths
Of pugred tixdtlen

Wern gomudx of vojees cager-pitehe,
Wax throyy of imrerytug fect

Por then, i pow. were weary hearta, ;
And Jexus words were wweet

With passion frelghite) earpestpexs
Intepue and clear as flume.

P hreugh tumult eleasing swift fta aas
One prayer of phading came
My Jittle dauxhter lleth sick,
She Heth near to death .

tih on her tay thy gentle handg
ftestare her fatnting breath '™

e stately raler bowed his head
Before the Nnzarene,
\nd meekly 1edd the aay for him ,
The aurging ranks hetween )
Hut cre they reached the stricken honse
\Wnx message brought of woe'
‘I'hy daughter even now is dead,
\'ex not the Master go '™

With tears his fyes were dim.
Who did not know this darling child
Wus all the world to him ?
Hoaw could they call her dead ?
The heautiful, the bright;
for him the summer lost its bloom,

Tho noonday lost its light.

{
i
Dark grow the futher's face with grief |

the Jonr.

‘Then tonderly unto bis thought,
A8 it to saotha It8 ache,
le not afraid: stlll keep thy faith,”
with power the Master spake,

Though long and keen the mourners’ wail
Was horne upon the alr,

‘The bitter cry of agony,
The protest of despalr,

The Master hushed the clamaour
By the peace upon hig face

As up the stair he softly passed,
And stood within the place

Where, wan and pale, the maiden lay.
A lly frozen there,

And round her whiteness, ke a cloud,
‘The darkness of her hair.

Su stlll, the littlo feet that late
Had danced to meot her sire?

So still, the slender hands that swept
But now the golden lyre'!

In this deep slumber can she hear
The thrilling word, ' Arise!”

Oh, will she nt that kingly look
Unclose thogse sealed eyes ?

She hears, she stirs, sto llves once more,
What joys for some there be,

When to their hour of gloom the Lord
Has crossed the siiver sea!

Aud though to us he give not back
Our dead, yet, better far,

Wo know that where he ¢wells to-day,
In Hfo our dear ones are.

BASTERN MOURNERS.

The lesson for April 15 speaks of
‘them that wept and wailed greatly.”
This refers to a common
usage in oriental coun-
trles which js thus de-
seribed : “ Arab women
scream, teav their halr,
hauds and face, and
throw ecarth or sand on
thelr heads. Both AMo-
hammedang and Chris-
tians in Egypt hire wail-
ing-women and wail at
stated  times. Lane,
speaking of the modern
Egyptinns, says: ' After
death, the women of the
family raise cries of
lamentation. uttering the
most - plercing  shrieks,
and calitng upon the
name of the deceascd,
Oh. nv master* oh,
my  resoinie* oh,  my
misfortune * oh my
glory " (See Jer 22
18.) The females of the
neighbourbuud come to
join with them in  this
conclamation - Geunerally,
also, the family send for
two or more neddabehs
or publie wailing-women
13ach briugs a tambo vine
and beating thewy, they
¢sclaim, * Alas, for him ¥

THE RAISING OF JAIRUS' DAUGHTER.

ARISE.

Jesus {8 on his way to the house of
Jairus, vne of the rulers of the synagogue,
whose daughter has just dled. As he
passes along the crowded street, a poor
woman who has been for twelve long
years a sufferer sees him. Her heart
beats fast. She has been leuging tor
Jays for a chance to get necar to Jesus,
for she believes that it she but touches
the hem ot his robe she will be healed.
This 18 her opportunity, and she must
not let him pass withont doing her
utmost to reachk him, for he may never
be so near her again. So she hurries
through the crowd, and at last her heart
{3 full of joy. 6he is beside the loving
and powerful Jesus, She falls on her
knees without saying & word—she would
not dare do that, and to touch his gar-
ment is enough. But as the trembling
fingers touch his robe—Christ, feeling fit,
turns round and sees the woman who has
such faith in his power. He asks her
no questions; he knows just what she
wants and just how great her faith ig,
and gently says, ‘“ Daughter, be of good
comfort, thy faith hath made thee whole.”
How the words thrill her heart! And
she arises and goes on her way full of
happiness.

Jesus Christ has the same power to-
day. If we wili, by faith, only touch the
hem of his garment, we ghall be whole
from that very hour. Shall we be less

wise than this poor woman and allow our
opportunity to pass away, and will we
reject his loving ofter to heal our hearts
and fill them with joy ?

glven him on account of his daring and
dauntlesg courage. But the story I am
going to tell you i3 not about Gunpowder
Jack bimself, but about his cabin boy,
who became a much more famous char-
acter éven than the old admiral,

Story! I wonder if you have ever
thought that “ story " is only the word
“ history " with its head cut off ? And
this story fs really a bit of history, all
about an interesting event and an inter-
esting character, too.

The event was a great naval battle be-
tween English and Dutch fleets, fought
on tho North Sea one gray autumn day,
more than two centuries and a quarter
ago. Plucky little Holland dared con-
tend with England for the mastery of the
seas, and with a well-ordered navy and
several maval commanders of more than
usual abllity, she put England to some
trouble to hold her own. On this par-
ticular occasfon the battle raged long and
furjously; all day long the thunder of the
great gung boomed over the troubled sea,
and a3 the gloomy October night came
down, it looked &s it victory might perch
on the banner of the plucky Dutch Re-
public.

But Gunpowder Jack had not yet given
up the battle. Though several of his
guns were disabled, and his main and
mizzen masts shot away, and whole
windrows of wounded and dymg men lay
upon kis decks, he saw that the Dutch
fire was really lessening. If he could
hold his own an hour longer, or until
help should come, victory might yet be
wrested from his brave, but exhausted,

EASTERN MOURNERS,

with smcke and powder. and his clothes
bespattered with the blood of his first
battle,

The admiral had called for volunteers
to carry a message to the captain of a
distant ship, promising fifty gulneas to
the one who should successfully perform
the undertaking.

“1 wiil go, your honour,” satd the lad,
touching his forelock,

“ You I exclaimed Narborough; * why,
do you know it I8 all that your lifo Is
worth to venture through such a sea,
with the shot flylog round you 7"

“1 am smnll, your honour, and can
dodge the shot, and 1 have swum Iin
worse seas than this. 1 will carry your
dispatcher, safely it you will glve them to
me.”

The old warrlor gnzed at the flashing
cyes and the Iithe little body. and his
own eyes glistened with admiration as he
grasped the boyish hand.

“ Go, my brave lad, and God keep you !
You are worth your weight In gold.”

Placing the dispatches in his mouth,
the 1ad plunged into the boiling waves,
amld the cheers of those who stood on
deck.

Would he perform his cirand 7 Valnly
they watched for a glimpse of the boyish
figure through the smoke and seething
waters; but after a time they saw an
English ship bearing down to the right,
and shortly after another bore down at
the leoft, while their cannonade of guns
swept all before it. England had won
the day, thanks to the hcroism of a littla
cabin boy.

Who was he ? In Westminster Abbey
there is a noble monument to Admiral
Sir Cloudesley Shovel, one of England’s
proudest naval heroes, who began his
career as * Gunpowder Jack’s cabin boy."”
—Sabbath-school Visitor.

Seattle contains a woll-known citizen
named Melody Chofr.

My Escape
“Trom the Boers.

The Exciting Expetiences of a Canadian
Medical Missionary.

laa aV Y V V. V.V V.V V.V VWY

T S A9
BE. J. Livingston, B.A., [1.D,

Paper. 30 coats, pestpatd.

Ir. Livingston is a ‘member of the
Toronto Conlerence who went to South
Africa in 1894 as & medical missicnary., He
was captured '%y‘the Boers last October, but
su od in eflecting his escape. He tells
the story of his exciting adventure and adds ¢
‘0 it intereeting details of his oleervations
ui the Boers and a bried history of South
Africa. The deocrigtion of Zadyamith and
the hilly country through which General
Buller struggled against fearful odds for its
relief, are most in ing. Dr, Livingston
knows the Boer well and describes him in
his true colours. .

Canadian———p-

Drills and Exercises.
BY EDITH LeLEAN.

No. 1. Fancy Flag Drill. .
Price, 15 ceats, postpatd.

No. 2. How the Fairies Chose their Queen.
Price, 10 cents, postpaid,

No. 3. Canada, Our Homeland.
Price, 10 cengs, postpatd.

These beautiful drills, designed by Miss
Lele ), should ko very popunlar. They are
especially commended to Sunday.schools for
anuniversary and other entertzinmenta.

Toronto Saturday Night : ¢ The feature of
the fifth wilitary concert at the Massey Hall
was the fancy ﬁaﬁcirill by lKupila trained b,
Miss Edith Lelean. ey introdu
Major F. E. Dixon’s new song. “We'll
fight for the Grand Old Flag,’ which made
quite adhit. The élnhl Was olfecutpd with
©a56 21 on, and the ils were vocif-
erously .Sﬁnéed and onpneored.P » )

WRAAAANAAAANA

The female relau:ies, dlol-l het a
mestics and frleads, with thelr hafr dis- | GUNPOWDER JAOK'S OABIN ROY. But how conld help be suramoned ° .

hovelled, and sometlmes with rent| . ) No signal could be seeﬁ amidst the uﬁick WILLIAM BRIGGS.
clothes, heating their faces, cry In ljke unpowder Jack- what a name! Yet | . jouds of smoke, and Do boat could find |3 Methodist-Book and Pablishing. H
manner, ° Alas, for him*  These make | it belonged to Sir John Narborough, one its way safely through that fire of shot © a ng. House, .
no alteration in dress, but women injof the bravest of Epglish seamen. He, ahd shell. ‘There was but one way, and Toronto.

some cases dyo their shirts, head vells  lived in the time of the " Merry Mon-, now tho hero of the day comes forward—

arch,” and won more than one naval
victory for England; and tho name was

a little cabin-dboy not more than twelve

and handkerchiefs of a dark-blue colour.
or thirteex Fears of age, his face &li grimy

They visit the tombs at siated periods”
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