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Haying Time.
BY QRORGR K. BOWEN,

The heated sun s shining on the fields of
rich July,

In blazing summer splendour from his
throne of turquolsze sky,

.The perfume of the mesdows fills the
soft, aweet morning alr,

The corp blades wave a proud salute to
the flelds of clover fair.

The farmer {s the charmer In tle ro-
mance of to-day; .

A story of tho glory of the time of mak-
Ing hay.

The mowers in the dewy flelds press
through the ylelding stand,

To music of the keen machine now hum-
ming o'er the land,

The long windrows of clover
surf the rakers leave
bekind

Are quickly tossed by gleam-
ing forks in hay-cocks
soldler lined.

The waggon takes its Jag
on to the yawning big
barn door,

Where tramping btoys with
romping noise tread
down the fragrant
store.

There’'s stubble in the
shaven 1{lelds clean
swept of every spear,

The big red moon comes
safling up the sky so
sparkling clear,

A gentle hush has touched
the scene, the weary
toilers sleep

To dream perhaps of greater
flelds of richer grain
to reap;

The day is done, the hay is -
won, and grateful rest
is meet,

Till morning sounds {ts warn-
ing ne'er disturb the
slumber sweet.

clover-scented, sunny
days of fragrant new-
« mown hay,
Your Iincense breathes ideal
life that fills the soul
for ‘aye. M
Oh, breezes waft the blessed
Joys to toilers in the
town,
gladden hearts that
sigh with care ‘'neath .
smoke-grimed chim-
neys' frown.
The pleasures and the trea-
gsures of the glowing,
mowing days,
fajrer, sweeter, rarer,
than & year of budding
Mays,

Oh,

And

Are

——————

*HONOUR BRIGHT.”

“Yes, mother, I will,
honour bright! Did you
eyver know me to break my
promise ?*

“No, my son, I aever
did.” And Mrs. Dunning
stroked the soft browa curls
lovingly, as she Jooked down
into the bhonest eyes that
never in all Harry Dunning’s fifteen
years had failed to ook straightforward
back into hers,

*'Well, mother, you never will, I'il
be home by ten, sure. Now, I'm oftI"
and Harry sprang down the steps and
was away like an arrow.

Hia chum, Alden Mayhew, had invited
him to a candy-pull and ‘ general good
time,” and Alder's invitations were al-
ways accepted. by bis boy. and girl
friends; for Father and Mother Mayhew
and grown-up sister Nell had to perfec-
tion the “Xknack™ of making a * good
tme* for young folks.

No wonder that Harry could not believe
bis.own eyes when, In the height of the
fun, ke looked up snd maw the hands of
the clock pointing to a quarter of ten!
No ous alse looked as though even thiak-

ing of golng home. But Harry's “honuur
bright * promise rang In his cars. No-
body guessed the struggle that was golug
on in tY - bur's heart as he mechanicaiiy
perrorm‘Jd his part in the merry game.

“ Why can't I stay until the rest go ?
Don't T work hard enough? And 1
haven’t had an evening out fur wachs

It was all true. Very few and far be-

Iis father dled, two years befure, when
little Day was a baby, and left him tu be
the support and comfort of his mnther.
“ It isn't late” he thought irrltably.
“ Mother's only nervous.” ‘Then his
cheeks reddened, and he straightened up

quickly. “ Who has a better right to be

i nervous ™ he thought fiercely, as though

fighting an Invieible fue. His aweet, In
valld mother ' And he knew little Day

was not well.
fretful all day.
Abruptly he excused himself, bade hasty
good-nights, and sped “way across the
flelds, putting on his reefer as he ran.
His mother met him at the dear.

“ Day is worse,” she whisperet huskily.

She had been pale and
And he had promised.

“It's croup. Rum for th doctor-
quick I

And Farry ran—ran as he had never
dreamed he could, even when he belonged
to the * nine,” and its honour depended
on his speed and surefootedness. And
the old doctor, el-~trified by the boy's
breathless energy, harnesssd old Jim,
with Harry's help, in &n incredidbly briet
time, and drove off down the hill at a
.pace that brought night-capped heads
‘from darkened windows and caused many
a conjectare as to who wac si:k down In

tween had beca his " good times: alnce {

tho -~ houlier. Tho keen-cyed old man
louked very serivus as he beut over Day,
but he was a skilled physiclan, and be-
fore long the uttle girli was breathing
easily aguin.

“But let me tell you." he sald, Im-
pressivels,
aut have been of much use tu call me or
any one else.”

Harry listened silentiy, but when they
| Were ofice mote alune he drew his mother
j down by his sule on the shabby littie

sofa, and told her of the resisied tempta-

tion.
* And, oh! wmother,”” ho concluded,

‘I'm g0 glad I kept my promise, © honour
|brlgl|t'! I teel wo thongh °d just es-

caped from being a marderer.”

l * I have perfect confldence tn my bLrave,
true laddie,” said the happy mother,

stroking the bonnle head bowed on her
shoulder.—Zjon's Herald.

CODFX8H AND OCLLEGE.
BY TOUIS ALBEET BANKS.

Methodism is rich in those heroes who
have had to fight their own way from
the start. One of these is a hero from
the codfish region. Away down at the
end of Cape Cod is Provincetown, where
it catches the first chance at the winds
and the codfish that come in from the
see. In a little, low red-and-brown cot-
tage on the outskirts of this fisherman’s
‘town was born Isaac Rich. It was a dig
family, and not much money to Xeep it
going; 80 when Isaac was twelve years
old, and small of his age at that, he weat

ten minutes later it would -

to Boston to mako his fortune. He was
little, but wiry., and he had struggled
with the winds of Cape Cod and battled
dith poverty until his purpose sas hard
anGg rugged, and his grit waa woll tem-
pered.
. Like every senatblo voy should, he
'(urncd to du the thing he knew how to
i do, untll he could get himselt on hia feet.
. He hired himself tu an vy ster dealer, and
. went around from house to house carry-
ing oysters (o tL: pevple.  But, little as
’ he was, he had a big soul in him, and de
t

soon concluded that It was a good doal

better to work for himself than for some-

body else. So before very long he act
up on his own account. As he did not
. have mouney enough to hire a stall in the
, market, or pay rent for a store, he began
 With & wheelbarrow, In winter Uime he
went up and down the streets
crying out, *“ Fresh oystars !
Fresh oysters I undor the
windows of the well-to-do,
aud in good weather he ran
his wheelbarrow out as far
ag Brighton, five mlles away.
He drove a big husiness there
amopg tha cattlemen. He
carrfed with him a vinegar
cruet, a pepper-box, and
saucer, and with his cyster
kuife, and wheclbharrow full
of Cape Cod oysters, ho was
n Httle business world all
to himself, The big, jolly
drovers admirest the plucky
little fellow, and came to
patronize LUim ilargely.

But Isaac was constantly
looking out for a step In ad-
vance. Though he began
with a wheelbarrow, he had
no {dea of ending there, and
he had his eyc out all the
time for a chance to ges into

a stall at Fancull Kall
Market. Not many months
had passed away unti] he

had saved money enough to
sclze ap opportunity. Then
bhe set himself to work with
greater devotion than ever,
Three o'clock every morning
saw him rowing his little
boat across the harbour after
his oysters. and he was back
in his place, the first boy in
the market to be ready for
business. He got many cus-
tomers in this way.

He had been steadily ad-
vancing in his business until,
at eighteen, his father died,
leaving hls mother a widow
with eleven children, ten of
them younger than Isaac.
He was not selfish and in-
different toward her -cares,
but he put his young, strong
arms underneath his mother,
and out of his savings sent
her money every week to
help mceet the wants of this
large family. But God tnkes
care of the boys who take
care of themselves and their
mothers, and Isaac Rich
constantly grew {n his busi-
ness. After a littlo he be-
gan to d fish to the
oysters, t first he could
only buy o few fish and put
them on his stall alongside
the oysters. The landlord
of the Tremont House, the famous hotel
uf Boston of that day, had taken a liking
to this bright, plucky young fellow, and
asked him one day why ho did not keep
salmon. He replied that it was because
4a did not bave money enough {0 buy
them. * How much would it take 2’ {n-
quired the hotel man. * Two hondred
dollars,” was Ricl's reply. * The next
boat that come In, buy it up, and I will
lend you the money,” was the big-hearted
hotel-keeper's reply. You may depend
upon it that Isasc was on the fookout for
the next coming of salmon into town.
He didn't walt for it to get Into the
dock, but he met it out in the harbour
in his littls dory. and, getting on board,
bargained for the whele load. Thatl was
the beginning of a very great advance ia
hjs business. From that day he became
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PLEASANT HOURS

2 wholesale fish merchant, and 1t was not
lung before Isane Rich & Co was the
great fish frm of the country

That litlie cottage down at Province-
town poor as it was, was & good eth-
odiat fireside, and lsaac Rich began life
au a staunch Methodist boy He stuck to
tho lord while he was poor, and the
Lord mnde him ‘rich, and he stth clung
faithfully to Christ and tho church
When ho got money to buitd houses he
called the place whera the first one was
bullt * Wesley Place™ and unt) his
death he grew an evCr-strONRer puwer for
Methodlsm in Boston ~ And Doston Unl-
versity, with ita spiendid buildings on
Tiearon Hitl, the pride of all New Eng-
tand Methodism, and a coustant seurce
of llessing to tho world, sending out its
stream of helpfuinesa to ail parts of the
fand, is there Iargely throuxh tho bene-
faction of thnt Cape Cod boy who fought
his way to the frunt with oyster knifo
and codfish dory —Classmate.
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Pleasant Hours:
A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W. 1. Withrow, D.D,, Editor,

! bread, and even & covering for his head !

tong before he had outgrown hix chivd-
hood Hite master only a poor farmer
himself, gave him food and lodging n
retusn for his work, money was a com-
modity George knew very lttle of uo
wonder the people stared and almost
tnughed aloud when the superintendent
read out  Geurge Moor, one guinea’
Geurge aw the looks of incredulity and
the smiles that pagsed over the faces of

those near him. nnd sinking his tead |

still lower, he set his teeth s ho said to
bimself, * And I'll 46 it, too, thére's tme
+nough "

The proverh says, *Where there's n
Wil therea a way”  George rertainly
tad the will, and et to wurk to find the
way with a determination that would
have surprised the goud fulk of Fellburn,
if they had known anything about it, but
itko most determined natures, George
knew how tu keep his uwn cuunsel He
had to bear plenty of good-humoured
chaft after the meellng was over, from
his master, who himself had nobly pro-
mised a sum that he would have hard
work and no litue sacrifice to gather to
gether, and from thosc of his chums who
got to hear about what had happened at
the meeting

But George was not a dull boy, and
could generally give as good as e got,
and the matter was svon dropped, and
even forgotten by all but the person most
concerned.  He did not forget, for from
that time one quesilon was ever before
him. one thing only did he study—how
to make money. He was a boy of de-
termination, as I have said, so it was
not surprising that within a year and a
haif he had a pile of moncy, mostly pen-
nies, it §s true, but when counted up it
made exactly the sum of one gulnea. A
description of the numcrous ways he
earned the money—for it was all honestly
come by—would almost fill n book. The

ways  ho found out were many, and
some of them very ingenious.

He had the guinea; what to do with it
was the question which bothered him
now. He felt the responsibility of hav-
ing so much money under his care, 2and
he was anxious to give it over into safe
hands.

“Mary, the minlster’s to stay here on
Sunday,” called out Mr. Jenkins to his
wife as he came home one market day.
George heard this and a feeling of re-
lief came over him. He would glve thd
minister the guinea the following Sun-
day. No one knew of it yet, he had
kept his secret well.

'rho_ minister came. It was the super-
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HIS GUINEA.
BY ANNIE M. PAGE.

A meeting of any kind always drew a
good company at Fellburn in the dull
time of the year, when there was little
stirring In the small village. so shut off
by the high hills which surrounded it
from the rest ot the world; and on the
night of the first Twentleth Century
meeting & larger compapny than ‘usual
gathered in the little Wesleyan Chapel
for the scheme was new, and many came
out of curlosity The superintemdent
was in tho chair, and the depuation con-
sisted of several gentlemen from the head
of the circuit, who made stirring
specches, explaining fuily what the Fund
was and what It wns golng to do and
rousing many of thelr hearers to enthust-
as

m.

At the back of the “frece scats” sat a
tad of about seventeen, atone. He had
come in, in the first place. because 1t was
a wet night. and ho had nothing better
to do, but as the meeting went on, had
any one taken the trouble to notice him,
he would have seen that the boy was
deeply Interested in all that was sald
and done, He was an ordinary-looking
farm boy, With ‘brown, healthy skin,
brown lair, and the clear, bright eyes
oll one whose days are spent in the open
atr.

At last the speakers had bad their say.
and now the hearers had to do thelr
share  The slips of paper on which the
promises were to be written wero in
every pew There was stlence in the
chapel except for a raint rustiing, or oc-
casional whispering  George Moor, the
boy on the free scats, drew out an old
stump of pencil. and carefully wrote
something on the paper before him, thea
dropped it into the collecting box that
was handed round. A lfitle more whis-
pering and rustling, then tho names were
read out with the amounts proiaised.

*George Moor, one guinca,” read the
chalrman,

Almost a titter went through the con-
gregatton, sad the boy hung his head
shoepishly as ho feit all eycs turned on
him. Everybody in the place knew him.
He bhad grown up among them, an
orphan, who had begun to carn his dally

who bad taken the chalr at the
memorable meeting.  After dinner, Mr.
Jenkins and his wife conslderately left
their guest to enjoy a rest ih the * par-
lour,” while they did likewisa in the
comfortable kitchen. George, who had
been watching his chance, felt that it was
now or ndver. Fetching his preclous
bag of money from Its hiding-place, he
knocked at the parlour door

“Come in !” said the minister.

“Please, sir, will you take this,” said
George shamefacedly, depositing his bag
on the table; “it's the guinea I pro-
mised,” he added, as Mr. Knall looked
mystified  * Ob, for the Fund, is 1t?
Well, hadn't you better walit till there
is a meeting, and the secretary brings the
Roll for you to sign 7"

“Please, sir, I'd rather you took it

now,” sald George, backing towards the’

door

M: Knall saw this was no ordinary
case, and bit by bit he drew from George
tho whole story. He looked into the
bag, and the sight of the heap of copper
touched him more than ke cared to show

* You have done well, George,” he sald
kindly,  the Lord will be pleased with
the :acrifices you have made to help his
wortk ‘Hes e you given him yourselt as
well as the guinea 2"

Nut yet, sir,” answered Georgo.

“But yau are golng to some day, are
you not ™"

To this George had no answer ready.
He had not bargained for this question,
and was longing to retreat.

Well,” said the minister, as he saw
(bat au answer was to be expected, “I'll
hand this over to tho secretary for you,
and you must sign the Roll when it is
sent out here. But remomber to get
sou name written on the Roll of heaven
The Lord wants you far more than the
gulnea.”

Perhaps some would say tho minister
should have made more of this oppor-
tunity to influcnce the boy in the right
direction, but he was wiser than they; he
saw the stuff the lad was made of, and
knew that a word would be enough to set
him thinking. His few words did set
Georgo thinking, till at last he made up
his mind once more to n something
This time It was salvation he sought
“YWhere there’s a will, there's a way."
and pever Is this truer than {n the case
of & seeker after the way-of salvation.

|

It was a few werks later when the
mintster received a short letter written
in the handwrlting of ono who evidently
had not much acquaintance with a pen

Dear 8ir,

I've given Him myself as well as the

guinea 1 thought you d like to know

* Yours obediently,

" George Moor.”
Thank God* said Mr Knall as he
passed the lelter across 1o his wife, add-
ng after a pause, " That boy will Ennke

g out I--Methodist

THE REPENTANOE OF
DR. JOENSON.

BY BELLE V., CIUSHULM.

The renowned Dr Johnson was in his
south aficted with a serofulous humour
ihat not un' affected his eyes, but left
his face scamed and distorted Ungalaly
as this discase rendered him, it was by
no means so gricvous a defect as the
stubburn disposition he was so unfor-
tunate as to possess.

In his younger days his father had been
a thriving bookseller at Lichficld, but
adverse orcumstances swept away his
little property, thus leaving him in his
decjining years to earn bread for his
tamily by selling books at a stall in the

town of { on mar-

ket days.

One wmorniog he said to his son, then
a grest boy in his teens: “Sam, I am
very fecble and afling to-day. You must
go to Uttoxeter In my stead, and tend
the bookstall In the market-placo there
Sam pouted and grumbled inaudibly for
a few minutes, then looking his poor old
father In the face, he sald deflantly ¢

“Sir, 1 will not go to Uttoxeter
market.”

Too feeblo to content with his re-
belifous son, Br. Johnson took his hat
and staff, saylng as he went slowly out
of the house:

«1f, tor the sake of your foolish pride,.
you can suffer your poor sick father to
stand all day {n the noise and confusion
of the market, when he ought to be in
bed, I have nothing more to say. But
some day, when [ am in my grave, you
wlll be sorry for this, my boy.”

Sam malntajned a sullen e silence
though his heart smote him a8 the old
man’s stooping figuro went along the
street. When he was out of sight, he
admitted to himselt that he had acted
cruelly.

“It it were not for the twitching of
my head, or it I had not to wear such
shabby clothes, I would not mind It so
much,” he said, by way of excuse, to that
“gmall volce” within him. As the day
advanced, he became anxious and rest-
less. Once he asked his mother 1f she
thought his father unusually feeble when
he left home. * Yes, Sam,” was her re«
ply; “he certainly looked very iil, and
he should have sent you in his stead.
You are 2 big boy now, and I am sure
you would be glad to help your poor old
father, who has been tolling for you ever
since you were born.”

The lad turned away without replying.
He knew she had not heard his heart-
less refusal; but her words only made
him more remorseful What if his
tather should never return! ‘The hot
sun beating on his aching head might
prove too much for his falling strength.
Oh, if he had only gone! * God forgive
me! Ged forgive me ¥ he cried, but he
could not numble himself to hasten to
the village, confess his fault and take
tho unpleasant place his poor, sick father
oceupled.

After sunset, the weary old man came
tottering home, bul even then the un-
grateful son rofused to beg his forgive-
ness, nor do I know that a single word
ever passed between them on the pain-
ful subject.

Soon after this, the good old father
went home to glory, leaving Sam to make
his own way In the world. How. faith-
fully he battled Is attested by the emin-
ent success he won. But during all his
iong, oventful ilfe, he nover forgot that
day he refused to attend Uttoxeter
warket,

Full half a century had passed away,
when on a busy market day the people of
Uttoxeter were surprised-to see a vener-
ablo-looking gentleman elbowing his way
through the crowd. He was a large,
portly man, and wore a brown coat,
backled shoes, and a three-cornered hat.

*“What a queer fcllow ho is,” the peo-
ple would mutter; but after a look into

his scarred but intelligent face, they.

stood aside to let hlm pass.

Making his way across the market
place, ko paused ncar the corner of the
Hittle church, just as tho clock struck
twelve.

“ Yes; here is the very spot,” ho mut-
tered. taking the old@ three-cornered hat

from his head; and there ho stnod hour
after hour in the biazing sun hecdless
allke of the confusion in the market-
place or the curlous glances of the peo-
ple. Sometimes he would turn e
wrinkled fnco to heaven, as it Iu
prayer; and again bis white bead was
bowed ns if n heavy welght of sorrow
were pressing him to the earth, A flerce
thunder gust darkened the alv, and rain.
drops fell quickly on tho uncovered
head, but the stranger heeded not the
shower. Tho people looked on in won-
der, but the afternoon was fur spent be-
fore one, a cattle drover, who had fre-
quently attended tho Smitbfictd market
in London, recognized in the eccentric
stranger the famous Dovtor Samuel
Johnson, whom even the king delighted
to_honour.

It was, Indeed, this great and learned
man, and he had come thither to do
peeance for that unforgiven crime, com-
mitted agalnst his good father fifty years
beforc. AN his fame could not blot out
the bitter remembrance of that onc cruel
act, The {llustrious man had done what
the obstinate boy was too proud to do.
By this publlc expresslon of his sorrow
and, humillation, he hrped fn o measure
to atone for the wrong he had com-
milted. But the scar still remained, and
to his dying day he could not refer to the
palnful incldent without deep emotion.

MARY’S DAILY BREAD.

Little Mary llved alone with her mother
in one room at the top of a house. You
would not have cared to llve there, for
there were no playthings, no comfortable
chalrs, and no plctures In the room. The
room was very bare. The little girl's
mother was sick, and she could not work
to earn money. It was morning, and
Ilittle Mary dressed herself. Then she
knelt down beslde the bed and sald
slowly, “Give us this day our dally
bread.” Sho knew what that meant, for

1 the night before she had gone to bed

"without any Supper.

After she had prayed, she went into
the street and wondered where God kept
bis bread  Sho looked up to the sky
and wondered whether he would drop it
down to her  She looked at the trees
in the park and wished the bread grew
upon them,

Finally, she turned around the corner
and saw a large, well-filled baker’s shop
Mary looked into the window and, see-
ing the lpaves of bread, she thought to
herself, “This Is the place.”

So she entered confidently, and said
to the big baker, ** I have come for it.”

“Come for it ? What do you mean ?”

“Come for my daily bread. I'll ta*e
two, one for mother and one for v .
And ske pointed to tho large loave: of
fresh bread.

“All right,” said the baker, putting
them in a bag and handing them to hef.

Mary started at once for the street,
when he called, * Come back here; where
Is your money 2"

“1 haven't any,” she sald.

“Haven't any monoy ! he repeated,
“then why do you come for the bread 7"

The little girl was frightened and burst
into tears, and sald ; * My mother i3 sick
and I am hungry In my prayer I said,
‘ Give us this day our daily bread.” And
then ¥ thought God meant e to get ft,
and so I came here.”

Tho rough but kind-hearted baker was
toucked by the child’s simple tate, and,
Instead of chiding her, he asked her about
her mother, and how loug she had been
sick  Then, filling a large basket with
bread and other food he sad “You
dear child, take this to your mother, and
v‘n;hexl; d‘you need more tome {0 nme."—C E.

or]

“NO SWBARING ALLOWED.”

The above notice was put on the wall
of the barrack room by the corporal la
charge.

There was to be an officlal inspection.
There was washing, scrubbing, scouring,

1 n; {nti) and

y P

papers were taken off the walls, as likely
to meet with disapproval.

“No Swearing Allowed.” * Corporal,
you'd better stow that thing away.”

*“No, it is there to stay, and I'll take
the consequences.”

It caught the general’s eye.

“YWho {s the corporal In charge here 7

“1 am, sir,” stepplug forward and
saluting.

“Dld you

“ Yes, sir.

“Do you enforce it

“1 do, sir."”

_The general atretched forth his hand—
to tear It down? No, but to shake
hande with the corporall “I' wish-all

put that placard there 2"

our corporsls Were iike you, and that the
sama rule was enforced everywhere™

v
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Mother's Apron Strings.
BY RUFUS O. LANDON,

- Come, smaoke a clgarette, old boy ™
“ No, thaok you, Tom,"” sald Fradl,

* For just before I left the house
Dear mother spoke and sald—*

* No matter what she said,” sneered Tom
“ Why mind such trifling things ?
Now be a man, and just untle
Your mother’s apron strings !"

* No, no, I'll not untie them, Tom;
Indeed I hope they're strong,

And tied secure, that I may be
Held back from doing wrong.”

Tom hung his head and walked away
‘** Fred's right, I know,” sald he;

* It I had cared for mother more,
1 might to-day be free.

*Alas, I sut the cords of love
That held me to the right,

Aund now the chains of habit bind
Mo in thelr colls so tight.”

Dear boys, ‘twere better to be tied
To mother’s apron strings

Than feel the bondage and the shanie
‘That sinful llcense brings.

Slaying the Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

CHAPTER III.
THROWING BTONES,

Erastus Dow is dead, and.yonder is the
ditle funeral procession led by the Rev.
Phineas Felton, carrying the body of the
drunkerd to its last resting-place. A
small compeny of fishermen and their
wives walk to the grave, partly because
they mourn the loss of one who when
sober was a kind and genial neighbour,
and partly because they sympathize with
the widow in her double afliction.

After Mr. Feiton's visit to the Cove,
Erastus Dow had grown sullen and
morose. All his good resclutions seemed
to have left him, and return:ng strength
found him once more seceking his cups.
A second attack of delirium tremens cut
short his earthly career. He was called
before the judgment bar of God, to an-
swer for the decds done in the body.

That night the company at the Maypole
was less hilarlous than usual. The
solemn events of the day had made some-
what o2 an impression upon these rough
men, and unconsciously the impulse to
adopt a new and better life was awak-
ened in more than one heart. The con-
versation very naturally turned upon
their deceased comrade.

“pour Rast,” sald Tyler Matthews.
“ He want old enough ter be picked off.
He oughter lved thirty years longer.
I tell ye, boys, there's more'n one ter
blame fur his death;” and Matthews
dropped his head on hls hands and ap-
peared lost in the attempt to solve this
problem,

*“Who d’yer expect’'s ter blame ?”
snapped Landlord Merton, eyeing his cus-
tomer with suspicion. “You'd better
make your meanin' a leetle plainer, Ty.
it don't reflect well on some on us.”

“The coat fits, don’t it, Merton ?”
laughed Tom Barton. *Wall, I guess
vou are e€s much ter blame es any one.
Rast didn't know when ter stop drinkin’,
and you kept him at it tiil his money
was gone. No offence ter you, boss.
We're talkin’ fac's ter-night.”

“ You'd better g1t out o' here ef you're
goln® ter talk thet way,” blustered Mer-
ton,

* Come, now, don’t git huffy,” said
Matthews. ‘“We don’t mean nothin'.
Rast was a good cove, kind and obligin®,
an’ it’s nat'ral thet we should want ter
talk of him an’ excuse his faults, I
say agin thet thare’s more'n one ter
vlame fur Rast Dow’s funeral.”

“1 guess Parson Felton hed es much
share in the business es I d4id,” safd Mer-
on. *They say thet Dow offered ter
sign the pledge ef the parson would put
his name down, too, but Felton wouldn't,
an* Rast flung the whole business up.
Now, boys, you meedn't lock at me es
‘ho' 1 was Rast Dow's murderevr, I tell
.ou the parson is more ter blame then I
ve. He might hev helped Dow on to his
‘oct again, an’' he wouldn’t do it because
+e didn't want ter give up his glass of

wine., He don’t care anythin’ about
poor folks. Thelr souls -ain't worth
ravin’. Ef Dow hed asked me ter belp

tim by signing the: pledge, I don't krpw,
boys—-"twould hav put me Inter & pu
tight place—but.X don't know, I say, but

what I should hev dons 1t {

“ Velly goot, velly gcot, mine frend,”
safd Carl Schmidt, dryly VIl you
nlgp voh pledge vit me, to-night 7
. The tavern echoed with Iaughter at the
ierman’s droll remark, and Landlord
Merton turned to wait on a new cus-
‘omer, with a discomfited alr.

“Let's change the subject,” growled
Petor MacDuft.  “\Who wants ter hear
about dead folks all the time? The
parson’s ter blame, of course. tur the
poor covo’s death. Thet's plain ter be
seen.  We all know he ain't no better'n
the rest of us, unly ho wears finer clothes.
an' don’t hev ter work with his hands.
Parsons are all alike. Leaky erafts,
most on ‘em.”

“Thet'll do, boys.” broke forth Tom
Kinmon, who had remained sllent during
this brief conversation. * Those es llves
'n glass houses, shouldn't throw stones.
Parson Felton made a mistake when he
refused to sign the pledge with Rast. It
was a dreadful mistake, an’ helped ter
harden Dow’s heart. an’ hasten his cad.
But, then, boyg, you all kunow thet at
heart Mr. Felton I8 a good man, an’
meansg ter do what i3 right. He don't
se¢ the temperance question right, an’
*hinks he 1s doln' God service when he
stands up fur mod'rate drinkin’. He'll
live Irng enuff ter seo his mistake, you
see et he don’t. Thare's unly one plank
fur a minister ter stan' on, an’ thet is the
total abstinence plank. If ho launches
forth on eny other yaft, he'll go under.
Thare’s no help fur it. Landlord, 1
don’t blame ye fur thinkin’ the parson
was consid'rable out the wuy, but hadn't
you better look round your own back
loor, an’ sce if It's clear? You've got
somethin® ter answer fur es well es the
parson. You've made lots o' money out
of Rast Dow. Can’t you look over your
gold an' pick out pieces thet's stained
with the blood of our comrade ? 'Tis
the price of his soul ¢

The landlord shuddered at these words,
and no one dared to speak. There was
something, to-night, in the manner of the
usually silent fisherman, which awed his
:isteners. )

“Yes,' continued Tom, *the parson's
ter blame, the landlord’s ter blame, and,
boys, we are ter blame, too. We hev
helped Rast by our words, and sti!l more
by our example, ter go ter the dogs. He
hes follered where we led. He was
weaker then we, and his appetite fur
drink was stronger. DIid eny of us try
ter help him? No, we let him go ter
destruction. Now, boys, d'yer think
we've got eny business ter be a-throwing
stones ? Let's own up thet we're ter
blame cs much es others, an’ stop a-look-
in’ round ter find some person on whose
back to pile the burden. What we orter
do i3 ter profit by Rast's sad end. I
fur one mean ter sign the pledge right
away, an’ I hev drinked my last glass of
liquor. I mean ter look after my family
now, an’ visit the Maypole less.”

Profound astonishment was depicted
on every face when the fisherman ceased

speaking. Peter MacDuff was the first
to rally. -

“‘fom Kinmon'’s a teetotaler! Ha,
ha! That sounds well, don’t it ?”* The

sneering words falled to produce any im-
pression upon the crowd. ‘The landlord
began to taunt Kinmon with the change
in his principles, when suddenly the
Jaugh froze upon his 1ips, and his eyes
started from thelr sockets. He put both
tands out as if to ward off some unseen
-bject.

* What's the matter 2’ cried the men,
springing to their feet and approaching
the frightened Merton.

‘“ There’s the ghost of Rast Dow!"
whispered the man, pointing to the wall,
on which the flames from the open fire
cast grotesque shadows, and with a yell
and a bound he sprang to the door and
ran out into the darkness.

Whether the landlord had drunk too
much liquor and the vision wasg the re-
sult of a disordered imagination, or
whether, like Macbeth, an awakened. con-
science clothed the unreal with all the
horrours of the real, we Xnow not. Tom
Kinmon affirmed the latter view to be the
true one, while Tyler Matthews, who also
had imbibed to some extent, swore that
he saw a shadowy hand, which pointed
directly to the landlord, and he knew it
to be Rast Dow’'s hand because it lacked
a little finger. Be this as it may,
Erastus Dow’s death was productive of
good. Tom Kinmon reformed, the re-
mainder of the fishermen were, for the
time, sobcred, and a rumseller's heart
was pierced by the arrow of remorse,

(To be’cont'uued.)

—

The provinces of Ontarlo, Quebec, New
Brunswick, and Nova Scotfa were con-
federated July 1st, 1867. In 1870 Mani-
toba was made a province, and its re-
presentatives took their seats in the Do-
minion Parilament at the sessfon of 1872,
British Columb!a entered the union in
1871, and Prince Bdward Island in 1873,

DO ANTS8 TALK?

A close otserver of tho iittle creatures
of God’'s world tells us vhat he onco raw
a drove of small Nlack ants moving, per-
haps to more commodious quarters.  The
distance was over soven hundred feet,
and uearly every ant was laden with
portion of houschuld goods. Some car-
ried thelr * eggs,” the cocoon stago of
the ant, some had food, * some had one
thing and some anuther I sat and
watched them for over an hour,” ho con-
tinues, *“and I notleed that every time
two met in the way they would hoid thelr
heads close together as It grecting one
another, and no matter how often the
meeting took place this same thing oc-
curred, as though a short chat was neces-
sary. ‘To prove moro about it I killed
one that was ou his way. Others which
were cye-witnesses to the murder went
with speed, nnd with every ant they met
this talking took place us before. But
fastead of a pleasant greeting, it was sad
news they had to communlcate. 1 know
it was sad ncewr, for every ant that these
messengers hastily turned back and
fled on anoui o course. So tho news
spread, and it was true. How was 1t
communicated if not by speech ?*

Many naturc students have observed
ltke facts. Yet we are almost as far
from g solution of the problem of ant
iatercommunication to-day as ever. The
Rev. Henry C. McCook, D.D., of Phila-
delphia, has done more than any other
living student {in America in thisg field of
ant study., Young naturalists cannot
take up a more fascinating study than
that of ant habits; but murder, even of
an ant, i{s not necessary in such studies,
save to vreserve a few specimens to as-
sure-ones of the speciés under study. An
ingenious and true lover of nature de-
lights to devise ways for such study that
do not require needless crueity.

DURING THE BLIZZARD.
BY HELEN S8OMERVILLE.
A True Incident,

It was during the bl'zzard of '99, and
things were looking very dark for the
Hennessys. The father had been out
of work for weeks, and the mother had
hed to stay at home to take care of the
two-months-old baby, and could not gu
out washing, as she used to do when “ the
cupboard was bare.”

Slixteen-year-old Mina earned a little
at the factory, and Jack made ap oc-
casional dime at shovelling snow, but the
combined efforts of these two could zot
pay the rent and get food enough to
satisfy the hunger ot this family ot nine.

Mrs. Hennessy was cross, and as the
days went by and things grew from bad
to worse, the frown on ber brow came
to stay, scoldings and reproaches became
more frequent, and the children prudently
kept at a distance, for fear of cuffs and
slaps.

Poor woman! Often she sighed, as
she recalled the thoughtless days of her
girlhood, when never a care rested on
her young shoulders.

* It was o sorry day for me, Matt, when
1 left my home for yours,” she said to
her husband, who sat gloomily in the
corner, chewing a straw. Times were
indeed hard for Matt Hennessy when he
could not afford tobacco. * Why don't
you go out and seek work llke a man
instead of sittin’ round here, seein’ the
children starvin’ before your eyes 7"

“I'm a-goin’, Mary,” he replied; “i
was only thinkin®’ what is best to Jo.
You know I'd be a-shovellin' snow it
'twasn’t for the paln fn my back.” Then,
without waiting for the angry repreaches
which he anticipated, he waiked to the
door, and, turning back, sald, hesitat-
ingly, ** Mary, for the snke of old times—
those old days, you know—offer a prayer
for your good-for-nothin’® Matt, will
you 7"

Not pausing for her reply, he went out
into the bitter blast, while his wife wept
angry tears over the puny baby on her
knee. Harry and little Jeaunnette crept
into the room, and, emboldened by the
sight of their mother’s tears, came closer.

* Don't cry, ma,” sald Harry, earnestly.
* Nettie and I havo been upstairs prayin’,
and we asked God to send pa work. God
will do it, so don’t cry any more.”

“Work ! she echoed, drearily. *“1If
ne don't work soon, I'll go crazy.’

*“ Mammas,'” sald little Nettie, & pretty
child of five, with deep blue eyes,
“ naven't you told us that hea.en is a
beautiful home for good people that dic?”’

* Yes, child,” and the mother put the
1ast lump of coal in the cracked stove, ,
¢ * And we'll not be hungry there 2

“Hungry ! No, {ndced.”

“ Nor thirsty.”

**No, I suppose not.”

* And you say we'll never be cold 7"
continued the child, rubblng ber bl ¢
fingers.

“No, Nettie, you'll never suffer from

— —

hunger or cold there,” sald Mrs Hen-
nessy, rocking the babdy back and forth
as a rellef to hor feelings.

Nettle drow & long breath, then sald,
mustingly : * Well, then, heaven must be
Just the swecetest placs! 1 want to go
thero right*away, ma! Why doesn't
oveiybody get ready to go to heaven ¥

Toars—net augry ones this time—ran
dowa the mother's face. It bhelp
doesn’t comop so0n, I expect you will go
there shortly,” she sald, but not bitterly.

“ 0 God,” she walled, " send help to
s soon ! And make ma & Letter mother
to these {nnocent children !

An hour later AMatt Hennessy came in
with a basket of provisions. * lI'vo got
work, Mary !" ho shouted. * IU's In Hol-
fand’s grocery, and he advanced me somo
of my wages when I told him we'ro starv-
in.  Checr uyp "

" Ma, didn't I tel’ you s0 1" exclaimed
Harry.  *God sent tho work, just as 1
arked him to.”

And as they satisfled their hungor Mrs.
Henneasy bowed heor head In gratitude,
and iuto her mind came the littlo verse,
“A lttle child shall lcad them.”

BRIEF HINTS FOR BRIGHT GIRLS,

Some ong has suggested fifteen things
that overy girl can learn before she Iz
fifteen. Not every one can learn to
play or sing or paint well enough to giva
pleasure to her friends, but tho following
* accomplighments " are within cvery-
body’'s reach, and go far towards makiog
the true lady—one who casts brightness
all around her:

Shut the door, and ghut it softly.

Kcep your own room in tasteful order.

Have an hour for rising, and rise,

learn to make bread as well as cnke.

Never let a button stay off twenty-four
hours.

Always know where your things are.

Never let a day pass without dofug
something to make somebody comfort-
able.

Never como to breakfast without n
collar,

Never go about with your shoes un
buttoned.

Speak clearly enough for everybody to
understand.

Never fidget or hum, so as to disturd
others.

Never fuss, or fret, or fllget.

Eight million dotlarq w~rth of coal Is
ained every year in Canada.

The Devil of Names,

AND OTHER
Lectures and Sermons
BY THE LATE

REV. J. E. LANCELEY.
With Introduction by
Rev, Joseph Pasker, D.D.
Pastor of City Temple, London, England.
Alo Biographleal Momoir by
Rev. N. Burwash, D.D,, S.T.D.
Chancellnr of Victoria University, Toronto.

rag—Tho Dovil of Names—Tho

b | A AR e L
Why ot Education—Klirjath-Sephis—
Poltroons.

Sermonsg—Nonebut Thee—Tho NewSong
Clath, with portrait, $1 , postpaid.

Tho many frienda cf Mr. Lanceloy, whowo
d .th in the prime of bis vigorous snanhood
camoas & shock and & gront sorvow wher
ovor he wan known, wil} 1+ glasg to know

that agme of his moat populnr loc!.urul and
two of his bost scrmona npm to bs publiaied
{n book form at a popular price. Xgh origin-
ality, wit, and the striking way ho of
presenting his thooght, gavo 3(r. Lanceley
wida popularity as proacher and jecturer.

A MANLY BOY.

A Series of Talks
and Tales for Boys

By Rev. Louis Albert Banks, D.D.

Author of ““Christ and His Fifends,”
“Twentieth Century K:xlghtbood," ole,

Price, 50 cents, postpaid.

Every boy in onr Sunday-achools should
vo a8 to read thoso b, t,
nensiblo

<
4

chance

1ks. Such topicn aa VFm. Push,
Plurk. Polltencwt, Pollal;, Invention, Don't
Loaf, Don't Bmg, Dot I!ull{. Stickdo-1t-
tvcnoms, otc., otc., are handlod in Dr. Banke
best xtyle,

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Meothodist Book aid Publishing Housa,
Torouto.
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PLRABANT HOURS.

o s

by the allusions to tks sceno

in 2 Pet. 1. 18, 19."—Cam-
bridge Bible. * Fashion ot
his countenance”—Even with
ordlnary men tumultvous
passions, like gullt, shame,
hape, and love modity the
countenance and alter tho
altitude and goit of a man.
Jesus was now experlencing
the closest Intimacy with
the Qodhead of which the
human soul is capable, and
his body was glorified "y
tho exceas of spiritun) powor.
© Was altered *—~" The heo-
venly glory of his nsature,
which was stlll concealed
under hig earthly appearance,
now broke forth."—Lange
*“A change not of sub-
wtance, hut of equality and
appearance. The fashion of
his countenance was altered
by being lighted by radiance
Loth from without and from
within." — Alford, “ Was
whito “"—NMatthew compares
the whiteness of his raiment
to the light (17. 2); Mark, to
the snow (9. 3), * Glister-
ing"~—His very garments
wero ablaze with heavenly
light.

. “Two men "—Human,
not angelic, * Which were

THE WALNUT TREB,

This is a very useful tree, and some of
ita uses are well [llustrated in our cnt.
First you will notice the two little girls
who are taking advantage of the shade
afforded by its Iarge, leafy branches.
Next we sce an arm-chalr aad three guns,
These are made of the wood of the wal-
nut-treo, which s hard, fine-grained and
durable, and takes a beautiful finish,
Then we glance to the right of the cut
and sce the large press. Into a press like
this Iarge Quantities of the nuts are put
and thetr oil s extra.ted  TH'S ol 1a !
uged for food Just as olive ofl Is usid
There 1s ajso a kind of paint: r's ofl mad.
from tho walnuts by pressing them n

Moses and Ellas"~Two
leaders of the old dispensation, repre-
senting the law and prophecy. Both had
fasted, llke Christ, forty days and nights
One had been burled by God (Deut. 34.
6), the other had been traaslated (2 Kings
2. 1-11). One had been gone nlne, the
other nearly fifteen, centurles. *“'Thelr
presence now was an attestation that
thelr work was over and that the Christ
had come.”—Ellcott.

31. “ Who appeared "—*"It was not a

Second time.  On the ground besido the
press are some fars. These contain
Dickled walnuts, which are very deliclous
The nuts are taken when they are fresh
and soft and used for pickling and for
making catsup. The basket is filled with
walonts, swhich those two little girls
under the tree would enjoy eating.

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE LIPE OF JESUS.

—

LLESSON V.—JULY 29.
THE TRANSFIGURATION.
Luke 9. 28-36. Memory verses, 33-33
GOLDEN TEXT.

This {3 my beloved Son : hear him --
Luke 9, 35.

OUTLINE. |

1. Three Disciples, v. 28, 29.
2, Two Safuts, v. 30-33
J. Ono Saviour, v. 31-36.
Time.—Probably A.D. 28 or 29.
Place.~- Probably some one of the peaks
of Mount Hermon.

LESSON HELPS.

28. " About an eight days after *— In.
cluding the first and last; days ful.
doubtless, of sad and grave as well as
joyous thoughts.”- -Getkie. * These say-
ings “~HIs teachings to the disciples
(verses 18-27). *“ Peter and John and
James “—* The three dcarest and mast
enlightened of his disciples "—Sarrar
« Formerly partners in secular business.
His first acquaintances, and the first
called.”—Van Doren. *“ A mountain "~
A tradition of the early centurles says It
was Mount Tabor. Its distance, how-
ever, from Caesarea Phillppl, and the fact
that {t was iohabRled, are arguments
agalnst the clalm.  Modern scholarship
generally believes that Mount Hermon {s
meant. (1) It s near Caesarea Philippi,
wbere Jesuz had been.  (Matt, 16. 13;
Mark 8. 27}  (2) It was evldently unin-
habited, () It Is the lofty mountain of
Paledtine. Matt. 17. 1) It rises ten
thousand feet abovo the Mediterranean,
and Us top Is snow-covered. 1Its very
meaning {3 ¢ the mountaln. ** To pray”
(1) What a lesson as to the necessity and
value of prayer!

29. ** As he prayed “—~—" The character-
istic addition of Luke.” That this awful
scens took place at night, and therefore
that he ascended the mountain n the
evenlng, is clear from verses 82, 33.
(Compare Luke ¢, 12.) It is also Mmplied

veraation. “[ifs dccense”—Hls ‘'exodus”
or * departuro.’ A compreheaslve word,
* involving his pasalon, cross, resurrec-
tion, and ascension.’—Cambridge Bible.

32. " Poter and they that were with
him *~—Peter, etc. Such a phrase i3 one
of many evilences of ,Peter's strong In-
dividuality of character. Wherever he
gnes he almost monopolizes attention.
“ Heavy with sleep "—Intense feeling
sometimes acts Iike an Intoxicant, a
sopurifle. " When they were awako "'—
This was no dream.

33 " As they departed "—Or, were de-
parting. (4) Spreial revelations are too
often short. * Peter sald "—Pater was
always “saying” something. He was
the natural spokesman for his less em-
phatic assoclates. *‘* Qood for us to be
bere "—Good to romain. Such com-
pany ! Such conversatfon! Such hea-
venly splendour! * Three tabernacles”
—Like the little wattled booths which
the Israclites made for themselves at the
frast of tabernacles. He thinks only of
the holy trio who blaze before him.
Such mean and ynworthy mortals as him-
self and John and James might well
spend thelir lives shelterless on that bleak
mountalin top 1f only the threo immortals
would remain. * Not knowing"—* e
knew what he was saying, but ho wasr
talking without knowledge."”

34. '* While he thus spake "~The splen-
dour ot the heavenly visfon was too
great for mortals to long endure. The
cloud of God’s mercy now overshadows
them, and the magnificent vision {s gone
*A cloud "—The Shekinah., *Over-
shadowed them ""—~The three, or some say
all the company.

35. “A volce“—Heard also on two
other occaslong during Christ’s ministry.
(Luke 3. 22; John 12. 28.) -

HOME READINGS.

M The transfiguration.—Luke 9. 28-36.
Tu. Sleeplng disciples.—Luke 22. 39-46.

CR 8SING THE MIDDLE BEONR QLACIER.

vision."—Scha®®. “ Both were associated
fn men's mings with the glory of the
kingdom of the Christ. The Jerusalem
Targum of Exod. 12 conuixcts the coming
of Moses with that of the Messish, An-
other Jewish tradition predicts his ap-
pearance with that ot Elfjah.”—Ellicot?.
That Elijah would again reappear was
also the general opinfon (' the day.
(Mal. 4, 5; Matt. 1. 14) *In glory "—
In resurrection splendour. (&) Ig this a*
hint at the nature of the glorified body ?
Notico also that the disciples knew the
lawgiver anad tho prophet. (3) Do we not
learn here of the future recogmition of
friends? “And spake”™—Luke only
gives the sublime subject of thelr com-

W. A volce trom heaven.—John 12, 23-33.

Th. Glory of Christ—Rev. 1. 9-18, 3

F. The shining face~Exod, 34. 27-35.
The beloved Son.—Mark 1. 1-11.

Su. Peter's remembrance. —2 Pet, 1, 16-21

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Three Disciples, v. 28‘, 29,

Where did Jesus go ?

For what purpose ?

In all Christ's work how do we find
him seeking help ?

What should this teach his tollowers ?

Whom did he take with him 2

What were the disciples dolng while
he prayed ?

Ly

What change took place in Christ while
he prayed ?

Did his ralment also change ?
. Two Saints, v. 3G-33.

Who were seen talking with him ?

Of what dld they converse ?

When the disciples awoke what did
they behold ?

What did Peter say to Jesus ?
3. One Saviour, v. 34-36.

What bappened as he spoke ?

How did this affect the disciples ?

What was heard from out the cloud ?
Golden Text.

Who gave this testimony ?

What did the disciples do ?

How dld Chrlst reassura them ?

What 18 always Christ's attitude to-
ward the world ? .

Is there any danger of our sleeping
and losing some glory ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where in this lesson do we learn—

1. That the law and the prophets testity
of Jesus ?

2. That his own disciples may com-
muns with Jesus ?

3. 'That God the Father approves of
Jesus ?

THE RHONE GLAOIER,

A glacler is a river of ice. It obeys
all the laws of a flowing body. It flows
more tapidly toward the centre than at
the edges, at the top than at the bottom.
It accommodates.itself to its channel and
is tossed up, as it were, into huge bii-
lows, waves, and spray of ice. It is
wonderfully impressive. Coleridge’s sub-
lime hymn well describes the scene :

““Ye ice-falls ! ye that from the moun-

tains’ brow,

Adown enormous ravines slope amain—

Torrents, methinks, that heard a mighty
Voice,

And stopped at once, amid the maddest
plunge, :

Motfonless torrents ! silent-cataracts!

‘Who made you glorious ag the gates of

heaven ?

And who commanded (and the silence
came)

Here let the blilows stiffen and have
rest ?”

1 crossed one’of these rugged flelds of
jce, the Mer de Glace, without a gulde.
Leaving the beaten track, I strolled up
the glacler, which rolled in huge ridges
and hollows for miles up the valley.
Many of the crevasses were filled with
water—clear as crystal, blue as sapphire.
I hurled my alpenstock into one, and
after an interval it was hurled back as iIf
by the invisible hand of some indignant
ice gnome from the fairy.grottoes of his
under-world.  Others were ‘empty, but
we could not see the bottom. The large:
stones we rolled In went crashing down
to unknown depths. 1Into ona of these
crevasges a gulde fell in 1820, and forty-
one years later his remains were re-
covered at the end of the glacier, brought
to viéw by the slow motion and melting
of the mass. His body was identified
by some old men who had been the com-
panjons of his youth over forty years be-
fore, Along the margin of the glacler
fa 8 moraine of huge boulders, ground
and worn by this tremendous milistone.

The tremendc 3 , as they are
called, or blucks of ice, and splintered
pinnacles, glistening ltke diamonds in
the sunlight and yltramarine blce in the
shade, were wonderfully impressive.

In the picture-a tourist party .is seen
‘banded together with ropes, lcoking-like
pigmies ag they cross the rugged surface -
ot l:he glacler, and very arduous woek
it 1s. .

There are Others—*'Well,” gald the
camel in-the circus parade, ‘‘there’s some
comfort for me, after all.”” “What do
you mean ?” gaid the elephant. “ 3y
hump 1is pretty Dbad, but it might be
worse; I don't ride s blcycle”

~'‘Surs, Ter-

ence, If ye go to the front, kape at the

back, or yell be klit. Ol koow ut I*
Terence—'Falth, an' {en't that the

;Ly'ol got my lvip® ™ .

A Question of Livelihood.
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