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WYGLIFFE AND LUTTERWORTH CEBURCH.

Wycliffe, *The Morning Star of the
Reformation.”
Died December 81, 1384
BY W. H. WITHROW, D.D.
Bright “ morning star” upon the front

of time,
Glad herald of the dawn of glorions
day ;
Gleaws, after age-long waliting thy
bright ray,
From mirkest gloom of midnight's deep
abime.
0 lamtent light of dawn, still higher
climb ¢
Wrapped in that weft of deepest dark-
ness lay
All the glad hopes and joys for which
men pray,

Who wait the coming of day's golden

prime.
Wyclifle's great gift all other gitts out-
gshone—
The oracles of God in English speech,
The charter of a natlon’s liberty.
A gitt beyond or gem or precious stone,
The book of God, each English child to
teach,
And bless the far-off ages yet to be.

JOHN DE WYOLIFTE.
BY EVALENA 1. FRYER.

The kind, patient woman who rocked a
cradle {in the little village of Wycliffe,
in Yorkshire, England, about the year
1324, could not know that the sleeping
occupant of the swinging cradle would
grow up to become one of the foremost
meon of his times, and so she rocked and
nursed and crooved lullables, and the
baby slept and ate and grew, just like all
other bables.

The next time we see this badby he has
grown to be & man, and is among the
students in the scholastic Oxford. While
there Wycliffe was a faithfu' pupil, for
besides studying the writings of the
famuous Greek philosopher Aristotle and
tbo writings of the Church Fathers, like
Augustine and Basil and Jerome, he
studied civil 1aw and canon law, and he
even went to the Bible for knowledge,
which was a very unfashlonable thing to
do in those days, the biblical teachers be-
ing ctlled “the bullocks ¢f Abraham.”

! Wycliffe weas nicknamed *“ The Gospel
Doctor.”

When our knight was about thirty-
two years old he entered on a long strug-
gle w'*h the various orders of friars.
These friars pretended to be very poor,
and with wallots on their backs went
about begging with piteous air, while at
the same time they lived In palaces and
dressed §n costly gsarments. They used
to kidnap children and shut them up in
monasteries. When the orders wers
first organized thelr idea was to become
a body of self-denying and consecrated
men, who would go about arousing the
people to a better life. At first thefr
influence was very good, but when they
became very popular and very powerful,
they became also very degenerate.

But there was one mean who was not
afraid to tell them what he thought of
tbem, and he did his duty so thoroughly
and so fearlessly that Rome became
alarmed, and at last summoned the Gos-
pel Doctor to appear at St. Paul’s Cathe-
dral, Loundon, on the 19th of Febiuary,
1377, and answer to the charge of heresy.

The cathedral was crowded, and yet a
very little thing scattered the crowd.
Lord Percy, who attended Wycliffe, do-
sired him to be seated. But the Bishop
of London declared that Wyeliffe “should
not sit, and tbat according to law an
accused person should stand during the
time of his answer.” A controversy
soon followed, and in the tumult the
whole assembly was broken up and the
next day was succeeded by a riot. As
for Wyclifte, he was dismissed with the
injunction to be more careful about his
preaching in the future. Bul public
opinion declared in his favour.

“1f he is guilty,” the people sald,
* why is he not punished ? If he is in-
nocent, why is he ordered te be sileat °*

In 1379 Wycliffe was seriously ill. Tte
mendicant friars thought that helr op-
portunity had now come. They went
in much state to see him and solemnly
tricd to make him recant. He ordered
uls servant to raise him on the pitlows,
«nu to the great astonishment of the
friars, the apparently dsing man, fixing
his eyes on his enemies, said. ‘1 shall
not die, but live, and again declare the
cvil deeds of the friars.”

His eaemies left him and the great
Reformer did live. He was yet to put
the finishing touches to his greatest

work—the transiating aund scaltering of
the Word of God, that the peoplo mighl
read It in their owm tonguo. For ten
or fiftcen yecars he worked steadily at
this task, and at last, in 1380, it was
comploted. This was a great event in
the religious history of Epgland. To
us to-day i1t sounds like od¢ English.
The firat verse of the thirteenth chapter
of First Corinthians reads like this .

“ It I speke with tungis of mon and of
aungels, and I have no charite, I am
maad a3 brass sownynge or a cymbal
tynklynge."”

The work met with a wondertul recep-
tion. Citizons, soldiers, the rich and the
poor welcomed it with dellght. Even
Apne, the wife of Richard II., began to
rcad the Gospels. John de Wycliffe had
{indsed become The Gospel Doctor. It
cost o large sum to own a Testamont
estimated to equal ope hundred and fifty
dollars of our times,

To carry the Blble into the remotest
hamlets was the sole 1dea of The Gospol
Doctor, xnd for this purpose he sent forth
preachers, bidding them,—

*Go and preach; ft {8 the sublimest
work, but tmitate not the priests whom
wb see after the sermon sitting in ale-
houses or at the gaming table. After
your sermon i3 done, do you visit the
sick, the aged, the poor, the blind, the
{ame.”

These * poor priests,” as they wers
called, went about barefoot, staff in hand,
and dressed i{n coarse robes; thoy lived
on alms and were satisfied with the
plainest food. Thelr theme was Christ,
and they preached with wonderful elo-
quence,

Wiyeclifte continued fn bia glorious work
for many Yyears, until one day, as he
gtood in the midst of hi. littlc flock in
the Lutterworth church, administering
the commueion, he was stricken with
paraiysis and was carried home to die
in two day at the ripe age of sixty years.
He was buried beneath the chancel of

Luttorworth church, but thirty yoars
after Rome dirccted that bis dody be
disinterred and thrown far away from
church walls, They took up the bdody,
burned it, and cast tho sshes into an
adjacent brook.

“The brook,” says Fuller, " d1d carry
his astos into Avon; Avon into Severn :
Severn into tho narrow seas, and thoy
into thes maln ocean. And thus tho
ashes of Wycliffo are the omhlems of his
doctrine, which now is dispersod atl tho
world over.” It Luthor and Calvin are
the fathers of the Reformation, Wycliffo
is its grandfather.

*The Avon to the S8avern runsa,
The Severn to tho so0a ;
So Wyeliffe's ashes shall be borno,
wherg'er theso watcrs be.*

Or, as the samo has becn amplified by
Wordsworth :

* Wyeliffe 18 disinhumed,
Yea, his dry bones to aches are con-
sumed,
And flung into the brook that travels

near ;

Forthwith that anclent volce which
streams can hear,

Thus speaks (that voice which walks np-
on the wind,

Though seldom heard by busy humsi-
kind} :

* As thou those ashes, little brook, wilt
bea

r

Into the Avon—Avon to tho tide

0Of Severn- -Severn to tho narrow seas—

Into main ocvas they this deed accuvat

An emblem yields to friends and onemfes

How the bold teacher’'s doctrino, sanc-
tifled

By truth, shall spread, throughout the
world dispersed.””

Playing the light guitar in moonlit
gardens st night {s protiy apt to bring
on the hcavy catarrh in the mornlog.

¥IGURR OPF WYCLIFFE OX LUTHER MONUMENT AT WORMS
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PLEABANT HOURS.

Wyeliffe.

Wyoliffe! Now half a thousand years
are sped
Sipce, to tho music of our Engllsh
tonguo,
Those thin white fingers cunningly did
wed

What holy wmen of old had said or
sung !
First Protestant ! [Irst echolar for the

poor !
First to tel} out in home-born, flresido
speech,
To simple folk within thelr cottage door,
What words of jife thoso sacred lips
did teach.

As comos the star upon the dim, sad sky,
To tell of dawn upon its rosy way,
So from our Orient, soreno and high,
Thy beams presage our bright and
golden day.
Hard was thy task, strong heart! Stil
struggling on
Against the scowl of bitter monk and
priest,
Palsied and sick, and yet thy work was
dono,
And follows thee, now entered into res’,

Bend from thy rest, it it be given, O
Saint,
Now worn and baflled in thy tell no
more !
Hark ' How thy language, tuneful, dear
and quaint,
‘Iells the glad tidings upon overy
shore !

\What though thy foes, in fecbleness of
wrath,
Thy ashes on the wandering waters
tlung ?
I he revorent waters sinvothed for thee a
path
UVer smihing tides all lauds und 1sles
among.

And when thy work's millennlum shall
be,
Can that millennium yet linger long,
\When o'er all natlons Truth has viclory,
And Peace lifts up her sweet and end-
less song ?
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rc'o W. . Willlrow. Dono’ E‘iwr.

TORONTO, JULY 31, 1897,

BIBLE STUDY.

One of the wmost encouraging features
of the day is the increased study that is
belog given to the Word of God. The
time was when students in schools and
colleges must know all about the pagan
poets, Ovid and Horace, and yet might
Rnow very littie of lsaiah and St. Paul;
but pow even secular institutions, and
the scores of summer assembdlies through-
out the continent, give ampler oppor-
tunities for the study of the Bible,
Professor Harper, of Yale, by h's or-
ganization of the Amerlcsn Inst'iute of
Blble Study, which has i{ts branches in
many citios and sutamer assemblles, is
doing much to promote this important
work,

There is a charm and attraction in the
study of this venerable brok whose In.
terest i{ncreases from ycar to year Im
addition to the stuly of the Bible ft=elf,

—— ——

a study of the part that it has played
in human bhistory will! also receive
speclal prominence.

The Blble {s the Magna Charta of all
our freedom, body, mind and spirit, and
it over there bas Leen a time when it
was important to know what it cost to
glve us the Bible open and free for all to
atudy, it {s to-day.

The era of John Wyecliffe, briefly
treated {n this anumber of Pleasant
Hours, and his oponing of the English
Bible to the people, I8 one full of vital
intorest to all lovers o! clvil, intellectual
and rellgious liberty.

A WOMAN'S STOEY.

“I tell you I heard a testimony tho
other night, that 1 won't forget in &
hurry,” sald a friend to me a short time
since. *“ You see I had gone on busi-
ness for the firm out to " naming!
a small town some sixty miles distant.
*1 found things fn a bad jumble, and I
had to stay all night. 1 was invited to
stop at the house of the man whose
books I was overlooking, and I accepted,
for 1 knew that the hotel was a poor
one. After supper, my hostess asked.
me {f I cared to attend a temperance
meoting, a series of which were belngr
held at that time in the church. Well,
wo went. It was s good meocting. The
music was lively, and the speceches
pointed. An opportunity was glven dur-
ing the meeoting for any one to speak
who had been reclaimed from intemper-
ance, After a pause a woman near the
front of the church arose and moved out
in the afsle. She was very pale and
thin, but she had a pair of the blackest,
'.m.l, at the same time, most mournful

looking eyes, I ever beheld in any human
veing When she first started to speak
you could hardly hear her; but the
hurch soon became almost deathly still
'and she rafsed her voice a little. I
| will give you her words as near as I

can.  She sald:

“*‘1 want to tell you my story. May
be some one here will be induced by it
to sign the pledge to-night. I was bern
and brought up in old England. I was
the only child of fond parents, who
gratified my slightest wish. I bhad many
friends as I grew up to girlhood. Be-
fore I was twenty years old I was be-
trothed to John Hardy, a noble looking
; and good dispositioned young man, 8
) Imason by trade. My parents gave a glad

conseut to our speedy unfon, for they

thought John was just about perfect. I

don’t thiuk there was & happler home in
| all England than ours. John Lad steady

)

work, and mnever spent his evenings in
the ale-liouse, as so many men did.

**Our happiness was complete when,
{ five years after our wedding day, John
| held in his arms our first-born child, a |
| lovely little boy with flaxen halr all in
ringlets around his head. Six months
after I was takean down with {yphold
fever, which was very prevalent that
spring. I was very bad, and when the
turning point cnme, my life hung in the
balance for many days. John spent a
great deal of that time on his‘knees be-
side m) bed praying for me. I firmly
believe I was restored to healta in an-
swer to his prayers. How often since
have 1 wished that I had died then.
How much disgrace and misery would
have been spared. As I rallied a little
the doctor ordernd me brandy and wine
to give strength. John opposed this,
but he was over-ruled.

**It is needlezs to say I formed 2
strong Yking for it, and kept on taking
it without my husband’s knowledge, after
I was fully recovered. Before long my
doses grew larger; and one night John
came home from his work and found me
Iying on the sofa drunk. I shall never
forget the look of despair that settled on
his face, as he fully realized the state I
was in. The next morning when I was
30ber he pleaded with me to give it up
entire',. I was very pen'‘tent and pro-
mised faithfully never to touch it again.
But alas for good resolutions! Made
only to be broken. I trusted {n my own
strength, and when the thirst and long-
ing for it came over me again I weakly
yielded. A week passed before I drew
a sober breath. My hucband tried all
means to keep 1t from me; but it seemed
I was possessed with a!most Satani~ cun-
uning, and got it in spite ot him.

“'One day I woke out of a drunken
sleep and found our babe lying on the
bed beside me. His face and hands'
wers burning with fever. He wanted a
drink, and I rose with unsteady feet and .
aching bead to get him one. On go- ,
{ng to the kitchen I found two of the |
neighbour women there. Their pitying

, looks stung me deeply; and I went out

of the house, and staggered to where I

" knew I could get more whiskey; leaving
, strangers to wait on my sick baby.

“*‘The next morning when I awoke |
the first thing that meot my gaze was a

i

| way by using gunpowder

a few seconds I looked on it in borror.
Then I got up and looked in it. There
Jay my darling baby with a white ruse
betweon his waxen fingers, whils over
nis face hovered an angollic smile. He
was an angol now, whilo I, his mother,
had just wakened out of a drunken sleep.
Those were terrible moments.

“'For a long while after that I kept
perfectly sober, and my husband began
to look more hopeful. The ale-house
keeper had asked me soveral times to
come and taste a now brand of ale, but
1 told her I had reformed, and wuas not
going to drink any more. sho only
laughed at me; and one day sent me
over a quart pail full of the deadly stuff.
The smell of it fairly drove mo wild, and
1 drank the whole of ft. My husband
at that time was working on a bullding
a little way from our home. He saw me
staggering around tho yard. Turning to
a companion, he sald, in & despalring
voico: “God help me, She is drunk
again.’ He turned to go down the
ladder: his foot slipped, he lost his hold,
and feil heavily to the ground, striking
on his back., He was brought to the
house, and a doctor was summoned
After a careful examination, he sald his
back was broken. The nelghbours came
in to walt on him, for I sat on a chalr
stupld with drink; but when the doctor
came and told me that John was dying,
I was sober in an Instant. He lived
three days and I never left his side. On
my knees, beslde his bed, X gought and
obtained the pardon of God. John was
so glad. He told me over and over, that
ho did not regret his life, if by that
means 1 should be saved from a drunk-
ard’s ve,

o ‘Agtigr he was buried 1 came to this
country, and I have heen here ten years
next month, By the; .ace of God I bave
been kept from to.ching the poison
drink. The doctor tells me I am liable

to drop dead any momeunt from heart !

disease; and 1 am living in the hope of
soon scelng my husband and child in the
gardens of Paradigse. Oh, will not some
poor tempted soul sign the pledge to-
night 2 Then the grief, and the heart-
ache that it has cost me to tell you my
story, will not have been in valn’

“ She stopped and sto>d looking at the
audlence, many of whom were In tears,
in a silenco that could almost be felt,
Pretty soon there was a movement in the
body of the church, and twenty-three
persons, all of whom had been agalinst
the temperance work before, came for-
ward and signed the total abstinence
pledge. Her fervent ‘ Thank God,’ when
the last onc had signed his name was
something to be remembered for a life

time."
“Did you sign ft ?” I asked; for I

i
knew :hat he was not a temperance man.

“Yes, I did. And I mean to stick to
it. That woman's story was not in vain,
1 am temperance from this time for-
ward,” was the prompt reply.

THE COLOURS OF FLAMES.
WITH EXPERIMENTS.

It was long since discovered that
alcohol would buarn even when miagled
with water. Before they had junstru-
ments for measuring the proportions of
alcohol in liguids *» find out how strong
they were, they proved them in 2 rough
You observe
that when the alcohol is burned off, the
water is left in the dish. (Burn two or
three spoonfuls ot gin to show this, turn~
ing the water out afterwards so that
they can see §t). When the water left
behind was not sufficient to prevent the
explosion of gunpowder, it was called
“proof.” We will show how it worked.
(Put half a teaspoonful of gunpowder on
a plate, standing on a tray or bare board.
Add a spoounful of alcohol. Set fire to it,
and when tiae alcohol is burned off the
gunpowder will go off in a series of little
explosious).

Gunpowder is known to be a dangerous
thing to handle, Alcohol is more so.
They have both done a vast amount ot
mischief in the world. In war gun-
powder has killed its myriads of men.
Even {n tmes of peace when careless
boys use it in pistols, or on Domlalon
Day, to make an empty noise, they very
often hurt themsclves and others. Maany
lives are lost in that way.

But alcohol is burning up those that
drink {t, even ‘a tir :8 of peace. In the
twenty-five years «'ance our last war, it
has killed more : :ople in this country
than a1l the soldics that were killed by
gunpowder durl, le four years of war,
It is belleved th..° cvery day as many as
one hundred and sixty-five persons die
from the use of alcoholic drinks. So
you see tbat alcohol is far mors to be
feared than gunpowder.

It 1s a curious fac , too, *hat drunkards
are very careless alout fire. It is to be

they would not know how to de careful
abeut anything.

They handle lamps carelussly, but
they are speclally careless about tkair
plpes a&and clgars. Many a drunken
tramp has, in this way, sot flre to tho
barn where he has taken shelter for the
night. A servant-girl when left alone
in a farm-houso drank freely of clder,
and then golng to tho barn with a
Mghted candle, swhen she should have
carried a lantern, cet the hay on firo,
and all the buildings on the premiscs
were burned.

It 15 8ald in Maine, where they havo a
law forbidding the salo of llquors, they
do not have half so many fires as thoy
did beforo tho passago of that law.

You are often warned against playing
with fire. Children playing with fQre
have been serlously burned through their
fooullsh  carelessness. But alcoholic
drinks are far more dangerous. Thoy
do not jook liwe fire, and so people do
not beliove that they will burn. But
they not only dburn the life out of the
body; they destroy property and roputa-
tion and character and usefulness {n this
world, and all hope of happincss in the
world to come. The sufferfugs of a
burned body are but trifies compared
with the agony of a man who has de-
stroyed soul and body by the wuse of
alcoholic drinks. ’

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.

AUGUST 8, 1897.
Messiah’s reign.—Psalm 72. 8-11.

UNIVERBAL.

Verse 8. This Psalm 8 a beautiful
portion of the Holy Secriptures. The
| raptd progress of the kingdom of Christ
ts vividly portrayed, and hers we have
itz unlversality. Other kingdoms are
1imited in their extent, but this kingdom
covers the whole world. Read this
verse again. While the kingdom s to
extend from sea to sea, no particular sea
is named ; we may- understand the de-
scription to signify that no sea nor river
can be a barrier in its way. * From sea
to sea” is a proverbial expression, which
is intended t- set forth the universal
monarchy of -he King of kings.

¢ BSCCRE PLACES.

Verse 8. Cities and centres of popu-
lation are sure to be visited, and feel the
righteous reign of the Son of God. But
Christ comes not to shed his benign in-
fluence merely in the high places of the
world, but those who 1live in the wilder-
ness—or obscure places—shall be made
the participants of the graclous irn-
fluences of the Sur of righteousness, the
ra,s of which shall penetrate the most
retired abodes of mankind, who wili
pladly recelve him as their sovereign
lord, “His enemies’” will lick the
dust, which wmcans that they will be
completely vaunquished,

OTHER KINGS.
Verse 10, Tarshish monarchs will
become his subjects, and even the dwell-
ers in the isles will put themselves under
his authority. No class of the com-
munity will be too high for him to gain
the ascendancy over them, and none will
be so low as to be beneath his notice.
In the days of Solomon, the kings of
these places alded Solomon in the erec-
tion of the temple, but a greater than
Solomon is here. Those monarchs who
have swayed the sceptre of authority over
their people, sometimes to their disad-
vantage and injury, wilt readily and
gladly bring their gifts to King Jesus
and own him the Lord of all. .

NO EXCEPTION.

t Verse 11. Al kings will acknowledge
{ his authority and put themselves under
bis control. They will not regard them-
selves as belng degraded by thus acting.
| They will willipgly acknowledge him as
) their sovereign Lord aund count them-
selves as honoured by being adopted in-
to tbe society of those who crown him
{ Lord of all.

Not only will the Jows receive him, but
all nations will serve him, The Gentiles
will put themselves under his yoxe, and
will rejoice to becoma his subjects.

** Arabia’s desert ranger

To him shall bow the kneo,

And Ethiopia’s stranger
His glory comeo and sce,

With anthems of devotion,
Ships from the isles shall meet,

And pour the wealth of nations
In tribute at bis feet,

For he shall have dominion
Over river, sea and shore,

Far as the eagle’s pinion,
Or dove's light wing shall soar.”

{ Wby, my man, thare used to be two
. mills there.”
1 “Yes, sir; they found there was only

, Uny coffin resting on two chairs, For | expeoted that when they lcse thelr senses { wind enough for one.”
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The Bummer Shewar.

A tinkling as of tiny bolls,
A txp wpon the pane ;
And hark, the pleasant news it tells,—
To parching hills and thirsty dells
Has come the blessed rain,—
The blesscd summer rain !

Mcadows, renew your robes once more ;
Drink deep, ye flelds of grain ;

Hold up your cups, each tiny flower,

Recelve the gratetul, cooling shower,
The blessed, blessed rain,—
The blessed suminer rain !

Y~ brooks, that gurgle faint and hoarso,
Ring out a merrler strain ;

And scatter freshness in your course,

In grateful memory of your source,
The blessed, blessed rain,—
The blessed summer rain !

NEMO

The Wonderful Door.

BY TR AUTHOR OF * CHRISTIE'S OLD
ORGAN

CHAPTER IIL
THE POWER OF A BMILE.

There was dcad silence in the house
when Abel Grey re-entered it. Was the
baby dead, and had the milk come too
iate to save its lte ?

Anxfously, and with trembling handsg,

he lifted the little bundle from tho bed
angd took {t in his arms The child still
breathed. * Thank God for that ! sald
Abel to himself.

But the poor little man had never fed
a baby i{n his Hfe, and though he had
now Lought the milk, and had fetched a
cup and & spoon from his old home, his
difficulties were not yet over. The baby
was very hungry, but it had not been ac-
customed to a spoon, and it choked and
crled and spilt far more milk than it
swallowed, and Abel was almost in de-
spair as he looked ruefully at its pretty
white nightgown, which was now
drenched with the milk it had spilt.

“I'm not cut out for a nurse, that's
clear,” sald Abel, with a sigh; “buty
dearle me, what a bonnie little thing it
18! Why, it's never laughing at me!”

Yes, it was, though! The small blue
eyes had opened, and the child was
smiling in Abel's face. That smile went
right to the little man’s heart, it was so
seldom that any one smiled on him. He
had received plenty of kicks and blows,
and had been met by cruel words and
still more cruel laughter, but how few
had smiled at him as that baby was do-
ing! He felt repaid for his bad night
and for his anxlety about the child, one
such smile as that made up for it all.

But it was past eight o’ciack, and he
must see the landlord, and find out to
whom the baby belonged. I had better
take it with me,” he said, “ and then he
can see what it's liko, and read the card
that was round fits neck.”

But as he pictured to uimself the
shouts of Jaughter which would be raised
by the countless children who spent their
time in trying to annoy him, if he
should appear in the street with a baby
in his arms, he decided that his better
course would be to bring the landlord
to see the baby, and to lock it up mean-
while in the empty honuse.

It began to cry as he went downstalrs,
and it went to his heart to leave it, but
what else could he do ?

The landlord and his wife were much
interested and amused by his tale, but
they could give him very little help to-
wards discovering the parents of the
chilé. The people whom he had seen
in tho house had only been in it & week;
they had come to him to give in thelr
notice and to pay a month's rent, but
they had told him that he was at liberty
to let the house at once, as they were i
going abroad the following day. He
could not even remember the name of
these people; his nephew had shown
them over the house, and had given them
the key, and “ he has a shocking bad
memory, has George Thomas,” said the |
landlady; “I tell him he will forget his
own name some day.”

* But you shall have no bother about
the child,” said the landlord, who was
anxious to be civil to his new tenant;

fore. He had still fresh in his momory
the baby smile, which had wor his heart
&0 strangely, e wondered whother-the
child would smile In the workhouse, and
it it d1a, whether there would be any one
there who wouid care to sce it smilo.

Ho had been a workhouse child him-
self till old Betty had taken him. Sho
had always loved to gec him smile, and
had smiled back again at him, He would
not like this little baby to have nono,
but stern, hard faces about {t.

Abel's now abodo had several visitors |
that morning. Two policomen came to
look at the child, and to read the card
in a knowing way, as {f *“ Nemo" had |
been a friend of theirs for years, and to
examine the cupboard, and to write a
description of it in an enormous noto-
book. Poor little wratched cupboard,
there was not much in it to describe !

Then they asked Abel so many ques-
tions that they ¢:ightened him, and ho
began to fear that it they did not find
the owners of tho child they would be
putting him in prison for finding it.

Abel was very glad when these men
departed, but they wers soon followed
by the dector, who felt the child’s pulsse,
and amelt its breath, and tried fts heart,
and told him that it had been drugged,
but that it was no worse for it now, and
would live If 1t was taken care of.

* Poor little forsaken thing !" thought
Abel,  “ Who will take care of it in the
Houee ¢ They've such a lot of bables
there to look to, they'll never have time
nor heart to tend it.”

‘When the doctor had gone, the rellev-
ing officer came, and he was in a very
bad temper. * What did people mean
by baving children to be brought up by
the parish ? he satd. * The parish had
plenty of bables of its own, without tak-
ing in stray bables ltke this. It would |
be a great expenso to the parish, and the
parish wouldn't like it.”

He was s0 angry, and stamped 30 much
with his foot, and thumped the floor so
loudly with his stick, that Abel was
more atraid of him than he had been ot
the policemen. “I'm very sorry, sir,
but I can’t help it,” said Abel meekly;
* it isn't my fault, sir”

“No, it Isn't, certainly,” said the man;
* we must make allowances, of cousse.
You did not know it was here when you
tcok the house, did you ?”

“ No, indeed, sir;’ sald Abel,

*“ Well, then, all things considered, I
suppose 1 must take it into the House,
I'll send for it, or maybe you could bring
it. Yes, bring it, that will be the .best
plan, and then you can tell the matron
all about it.  Good-day;” and, without
walting for Abel to answer, he was gone.

Abel was once more alone with his
baby. His baby—how he wished that it
were Indeed his! How he would love {t
it it were hig very own! He wondered
if old Betty felt something ltke this when
she looked at him. Poor Betty, how
ske had loved him, and how proud she
had been of him! Well, he must set off
for the House as soon as he had nad his
dinner, but he must give the child an-
other meal; it was hungry again now,
puor little thing, and was crying softly to
itself on the bed.

The second meal was a graater guccess
than the first. Either Abel had grown
more experienced as a nurse, or the baby
had become more clever with the spoon,
for the child took more and spilt less,
and rewarded Abel with another swect
smile when the meal was ended.

“ Now, my little love, you'll heve to
go,” he sald, as he wrapped the shawl
tightly round it and carrled it down-
stairs,

The chbildren were in school, and the
street was nearly empty, so that few
met him or noticed what he was carry-
ing, and it was not long before he stood
before the great workhouse gate, the very
gate through which old Betty had carried
him when he was a chiid.

There stood the great workhouse gate,
and inside was the large dblack door. So
solemn and dismal it looked, that Abel
sighed to himselt as he gazed at it, and
as he thought of tke cold zheerless life
the child would have Inside. The great
bell was too high for Abdel's short arm to
reach it, and he stood for somc time
waiting for some one to pass who would
ring it for him.

But just then the baby woke, and the
blue eyes. opened wide and looked into
his {ace, and once more there came the
pretty taby smile which had gone to his
heart before. Abel looked up from that
sweet smile to the blai. door in front of
him. He could not take the child there,

older, and was more fit to bear the
rough lifo in the workhouse.

Whom could he ask to help him ¢
Abe) had many cruel tormontors, but
since Botty had dled ho had vaver had
a fricnd, thero seemed to bo uo one to
whom he could turan in his nced.

‘The only person into whoss houss he
had over gone as a friend was an old
man, who lived In an attic in a court
close to his old homo. Abel folt vory
sorry for this old man, for he was al-
ways alone. Ho was too lame with
rheumatism to creep down the steep attic
stalrs, and so he sat by himsolf day after
day, with no change fu his lifo whatover.
His nlece lived In tho room below, but
she was out at work all day in a factory
at tho other end of the town, and ho
ouly saw her for a fow mlinutes overy
night, when she camoe upstairs to seo how
he was, and to bring him food for the
next day. She was a very silont woman,
and was tired after her day’'s work, and
she ncver stopped with hlm a moment
longer than was necessary.

Abel had not known this old man long.
He had been one evening to the house
to take some naile which the nleco had
ordered from his shop, and as she had
not yet returned from work, and hor
room was locked, the old man had called
on him to come upstairs,

Abel's kind lttle heart was touched
by the loneliness of poor old Amos, and
since then he had several times been to
see him, and had read the newspaper to
him, and had told him a little of what
was golng on outside his dismal room.
Yet, lonely as he was, old Amos always
was bright and cheerful, and Abel used
to puzzle over this, and wonder what it
was wiich could make him happy and
contented {n such a miserable place,

Now, as he sat on the bed beside the
child, the thought came across him that
it was just possible Amos might help
bim in Lis difiiculty about the child.
Yet bo did not seem a very lkely per-
son, for was he not 8 man ? and men
generally know nothing about bables.
But it was Abel’s one and only chance
of getting help and advice, 80 he set out
for Amos' garret with the baby in hls
arms,

When he had climbad the stairs, and

.was standing at the door, he thought he

beard talking inside, and, fearing it
might be Amos’ glcomy nlece, he stood
still to listen. But there was no volce
ta be heard but that of old Amos, the

’.trembung, feeble voice he knew 8o well.

To whom could the old man be talking ?

Abel put his ear to the door and lis-
tened. 1 am only a poor old man, O
Lord,” satid the shaky volce of Amos,
“but I do love thee; thou hast washed
me in thy blood, O Lord, and made me
clean, and now I want to do something
for thee; and, Lord, what can 1 do?
0Old, and poor, and weak, is there noth-
fng, Lord, for Amos to do ?"

“ Why, he's saying his prayers,” said
Abel to himself; “he must be going to
bed very early to-night;” and he hardly
itked to knock at the attic door. But he

felt as if he must see the old man that

night; so, after a time, he ventured to
give a gentle tap.

Amos called 30 nlm to come In, and
he opened the door. The old man was
not undressed, but was sitting over his
small fire, slowly stirriag some milk in
a little pan on the hob.

**Oh, it's you, Abel Grey, is it ?” he
said, as he went In.

“ Yes,” satd Abel, “it's me, Amos; and
look what I've brought to show ye."

Amos put down the spoon and turned
round.

**Why, it's never a baby, Abel!
Wherever in tho world did you get ft 7

* Look at it,” said Abel, prondly, as
he unpinned its shawl; * isn't it pretty 2"
And then he told the story of his dis-

Sally we called ‘ex3, and they doth dled
of convulaion fits whea they was getting
thelr taath, but 1 almast lived for them
bables when I had ‘om. tWhy, Abel,
my lag, many's & time I'so got up to
wash and dress ‘em bofore 1 went to wy
work, to save my poor missus a bit of
troublo, And then there was llle
Birdie—sho was tho youngost, tho missus
dled whon sho was born. Her name was
Belinda, dut I called her Blrdlo, becauso
| the Lord seemed to have sent hor to
| cheor mo in my trouble, and to sing to
me that ho loved me yot., Wel), Birdlo
was my chfld altogother, for she never
knew a mother, and 1 d1d everythlag tor
her, Abel, t!1! the Lord gathered my
little flower. Bho was only two years
old when he came for hor, Abel, and 1
thought I should nover have smiled
agaln,

“Yes, I know as much of badles as
any mothor does, my lad, and 1f you
think you'll keep that poor little farsaken
one a bit, why, trust me for holping you
all T can. Maybe the Lord has sent it
for you and mo to look to, I asked him
to send an old man a bit of work to do
for him, and now maybe hero's the work
come {n the baby. What's her name,
Abel 7"

“1 beliove It’s a boy,” eald Abel, ** and
his name {8 Nemo—n! least, It sald
*Nemo’ on tho card round its neck.”

** Abel,” said Amos, * put him on my
knee, and you and mo will ask tho Lord
about him.”

**0 Lord,” said tho old man, “look at
this ‘ero baby. it thou weans me and
Abel to keep him, teach us what to do,
and we will do 1t falthful. O Lord,
{ bless the lMttle 124, now and cver.
| Amen.

* Now then, Abel, take him back,” sald
the old man, “and sit theo dowp, and
I'll tell them what thou wilt want for
him. Thou ebait be his mother, and [
will be his grandmother, and between
us, the good Lord helping us, wo'll sce {f
we can't rear him, and mako a man of
atm,"”

(To be continued.)

STGRY OF THE QUEEN'S LIPE.
XL
A CHATTER OF ALL SORTR.

y Itis pleasant to come 8CT0ss the names
; of the Queen's dogs in her Journals. In
yone place she teils us about ~ Jear
| * Noble,” a beautiful collle. In her
, morning walk at Balmoral, her dogs are
| always with her,
. When Prince Albert dicd, Bentrice was
, but a baby. She is now her mother's
| constant companion.
y The Queen has many visitors. Years
| ago, a queer littie person from America
visited her, General Tom Thuwmwb. The
Queen had invited hum, and she re.
ceived him in the great picture gallery
{ at Windsor. ~The Duchess of Kent and
| Prince Albert were present, with ihe
court ladies and gentlemen. Tom Thumb
was a small 1mite then; and ho ad-
vanced gravely towards the royal group,
vowed, and sald, ‘ Good ovening, ladles
{ and gentlemen.”
 The Queen took his hand, led him
about the gallery, and showed him the
pictures, which he told her were * first-
rate.” He waated to see the Prince of
1Vales, but the Prince of Wales beolag
then a little fellow, had gono to bed.
But the drollest part of the affalr was
when he took his leave. It {s etiquctte,
ie., it s the proper thing to do, to back
{ out of the presence of royalty. But the
Goneral, being an American, was not
l used to doing this. So he would back a
| Iittle way, then turn and mako a short
y run, and then back again; and the

very, and of all that had happencd ; Quecn'z little poodle was so angry, he
:l?ncel:y PP flew at the General, and he had to de-
“I can't bear to let ft go to the | fend himself with bis cano. Hs made
House,” he sald,—" at least, not just yet; ; several visits tp Windsor, and the
but it's just here, ye see, Arzos, I don‘t ] Queen-dowager, widow of Willlam the
krow mothing about babbles, so I don't | Fourth, gave him a beautiful 1ittle watch.

know it I dare try to keep it—maybe I
Amos, did ye ever : famous traveller, once visited the Queen.

shall kill it 1f I do.

have aught to do with a bairn as young ; The Queen sent for him.

as this 7"

The old man smiled.
with a bairn ?” he said; *“ why, I've had
sixteen of ‘em, Abdel, and they're all dead
and gone pow. One was drowned, and
one he went for a soldlier, and was kifled

{n the war, and one,—ay, but shs was a

bonnjo lass—she died of the typod fever,
and some they went when they was
bables, but I've nursed ‘em all, Abel,

“ Aught to do

David Livingstone, the misslonary snd

Ho went to
see her in his usual dress, wearing the
cap with fts giit band, that he always
wore in Africa

i The Queen tziked with him a long

; ume. She asked him Mmany questiuns
about Afnica and the Africana. When

| %@ 70s8 to go, he sald, * Now, when I go

} back to Africa, and tho African chiels

} ask me if I bhave over seen my chiof, I

) can say *yes.'"”

* you go home, keep your mind easy, and | —at least, not to-night, he must keep it
I'l]l see all about it. We must tell the ; a little longer, and Iove it and care for it,
police, of courss, and see what they can ; as old Betty had loved and cared for him.
do, and we must got it removed to the , No, he could rot part from it yet.
Houso at once.” So he car..-1 it home and sat down
So Abel Grey went home, but some- ; beside {t on the bed, whilst ho considered
how or other his heart did not feol | what to do mext. If he had only a
happy. In a few hours at most the baby , friend, if there was only some one who
would be gone, his quiet life would no ; weuld help him a little, and who would
longer be disturbed; and yet the thought ; advise him what to do, and who would
of that did not cheer him or please him , shew him how to care for the child, ho
sa it would have done a few hours be- | would like to keep it till it was a little

nursed and tended ‘em all. My missus, He told the Quecen that tho Africans
sha was a delicate wor.an, you see, and , often asked him if hm" chief was rich,
coulan’'t stand what some women caz.; and when he said * yes,” thoy asked him
s0 1 used to help her of nights, and walk | how many cows she owned.  The Queen
about with the baby when 1t was cross, ; laughed merrily at this.
and tend it and give it its bottle. Ay, Among the many presents the Queen
babies, bless ‘em—I ought to know what ’ has recoived, was one, in 1877, from the
babies are as well as any man alive, | Emperor of Bmll.' It was a drees
Abei--and I'll say more, as well as a vast ; wovcn from spiders’'webs. It is more
deal of women. } buautiful than any silk, and it was the
“ There was once we had two of ‘em , first successful attempt to weave spidors’
together, little twin girls, Solly ana | threada.
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Wycliffe.
BY MARTIN 7. TUPFER.

Distant beacon on the night,

Full five centuries ago ,
Harbinger of Luther's lIght,

Now tliree hundred years aglow,
Priest of Lutterworth, we aco
All of Lutterworth in theo.

lo, the wondrous paraliol—
Both gave Dibles to thelir land,
While, the mge of Rome to quell,
Princes stood on elther hand ;
Jehin of Gaunt and Saxon John
Cheered cach bold confessor on,

Both aro roscuers of souls,
Cleansing those Augenn styes,
Buperstition’s hiding holes,
Nunnorles and monkeries ;
Both gave liberty to men,
Bearding lons in their den,

Wy ‘ffe, Luther, glorious pair,
Great twin brethren of mankind,
Consclence was your gulde and care,
uritying heart and mind ;
Hoth bofore your judges stood,
Thero I stand, for God and good.

Euch had lived a martyr's lifo,
5til} protesting for the faith,
Yet amid that flery strife
Fach escaped the martyr's death ;
Rescued from thoe fangs of Rome,
Both dled peacefully at home.

GRANDPA'S BOY.
BY BARAH P. BRIGHAM.

George Field's father was dead, and he
lived with his mother at his grand-
father's. He was the ido! of the o!d man,
who would often say proudly, * George 18

Rapidly the doomed man grow worse.

Mr. Dean visited bim often,

“ My ond Is near,” cried Goorge Fleld.
“1 have wasted my substance in riotous
lving. What will become of my soul?”
hopelessly.

" Jesus came to gave sinnors, to save
you,” returned Mr. Dean with molst eyes.
* He can pardon; he can gave, trust him.”

A low cry of agony was his only an-
8Wor,

George Fiold romained silent somo
timo, then he whispered pleadingly :

* God be merciful to moe a sinner; I
do trust him.”

That night the end camo.

This 18 a true story.

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER,
BTUDIES IN THE ACTS AND PPISTLES.

LESSON VI.—AUGUST 8.

WORKING AND WAITING FOR
CHRIST.

1 Thesn, 4. 9 to b, 2.

16-18,
GOLDEN TEXT.

If 1 go and prepare & place for you,
I will come again, and recelve you unto
myself; that where I am. there ye may
be also.—~John 14. 3.

OUTLINE.,

1. The Present Life, v. 9-12.
2. The Future Life, v. 13-2,
Time and Placo.—Chis epistle was writ-
ten in the wicter of A.D. 52-53, from

Memory verses,

bright and bhandsome—just as my son
Phillip was at his age, he'll make hls'
mark in the world.” |

Nothing the housv afforded Was tou‘
soud for George [Every want and i
waprics was prompuy supplle? by the
doting grandfathe,.

Mrs. Fleld saw with an anxlous eye
this over-indulgence would be harmful
to her only son, and strove in a firm,
wige control to counteract the pernicious
efloct of Mr. Field's course.

* Georgo is grandpa’s boy. Son Philip
fs dead, and I must do all I can for his
child,” he declared. Every morning
Mr. Field was in tho habit of mixing
sugar, whiskey, and water, which he
drank before breakfast.

Oftea the sugar, which settled at the
bottom of the glass, flavoured wlith
whiskey, was given to George.

The little fellow smacked his lips, and
sald ¢

“This is good, real good; I love it,
grandpa."

* Yes, grandpa knows what will taste
good to his boy,” Mr. Field replied with
great satisfaction.

On went the weeks. George drank
dally this apparently harmless mixture,
and grew to love it. A terrible enemy
wag Jurking to mercilessly destroy all
that was {nnocent and noble in the boy.

Fifteen years passed.

George Fleld had inherited his grand-
father's property. The old man's will
wag made wholly in favour of * his boy.”
\Vhat became of this large property ?
Where at thirty were the proud hopes
that centred around his early life ?

let me show you another picture.

A city misslonary was going through
a narrow street where the people were
poor and degroded, because grog-shops
were near together. He saw a man
leaning against a lamp-post, and as he
was passing he sald pltitully : ** Give
me a quarter. sir—a quarter,” holding
out his haad tremblingly. Mr. Dean
looked into the face of this miserable
beggar, so ragged, dirty, and friendless.

**George Field !" he exclaimed in as-
tonishment,

“Yes, I'm almost gone Shall not
last long. Give m= a quarter, I haven’t
a place to sleep; not one cent to buy &
moutktul of food.”

Mr. Dean took his hot, feverish hand.
He drew the arm of the wretched man
in through hls own, and conducted him
to a2 room that was warm and bright.

What a wreck was this man! Every
trace of moral, mental, and physical
vower gone; uncombed hair, red oyes,
with a vacant, hopeless expression.

*“ George,” sald Mr. Dean teaderly,
“begin to-night to conquer the enemy of ;
vour life. I will do all 1 can to save,
you.”

“Save me! no, no, I'm almost gone |,
1 cannot do without liguor; it may keep !

;e from heaven, but I cannot give it up.”
It was a terrible confession.
*Oh, dear, I was grandpa's boy. He

put the ener.y in my stomach which has

taken away my brains. He gave me

when a child the sugar flavoured with

whiskoy, which settled at the bottom of

the tuabler.
ot my destruction.”

Then by planted the seed |

WHAT S8HE HEARD.

BY A. L. MOBLE.

There {8 an oid saying that listeners
never hear any good of themsolves.
Well, porhaps, if they do not, they get
good someétlmes.

Little Mary Holmes and her mother
wore sitting together in the grounds of
tholr summer hotel. Mrs. Iverson, pass-
fng near, was gullty of eavesdropping.

** Why do you sigh so, mamma 1"

* There 18 something ro sad in my
lotter. It {s about a beautitul educated
woman who has hecome a drunkard.”

“Why, mamma, I thought only wicked

‘| men were drunkards.”

“No, dear; any ones who loves and
takes strong drink can te a drunkard.”

‘“ Mrs, Ivorson drinks wine every day
at dinner. * Her eyes get bright, her
cheeks get red, and she laughs too loud
for a Iady, I think."”

* Impudent little creaturo !” said Mrs.
Iverson, hurrylng on, and angry, as it
Mary had been talking to hor. Still she
could not forget-the words, and tnat day
at dinner no one heard her laugh. After
dinner she felt low-spirited, and sat
alone in one corner of the pilazza. Her
two little boys were playlng not far
away, and with them a hoy they had
just got acquainted with,

* Don’t you litke champagne ?” asked
Tommy Iverson.

“1 never had u«ny,” sald the little
friend.

“We have it often at dinner, and
mamma gives us a lfttle,” safd Ned
Iverson; “but I llke red wine better.
When Tom and I get older wo will al-
ways drink wine, Rich men all do.
and we want to te rich and own a
yacht.”

L ROLLING DRIDGE,

Corinth, to which Paul had gone imme-
diately after his departure from Athens.

HOME READRINGS.

M. Working and walting for Christ.—
1 Thess. 4. 9 to 5. 2.

Tu. The glorlous coming.—2 Thess 1.

W. The day of the Lord.—2 Peter 3. 1-12.

Th. Coming of the Son of man.—Matt.
24, 29-39.

F. Idleness condemrned.—2 Thess. 3. 1-16.

8. Ready.—Matt. 25, 1-13,

Su. Right use of talents.—Matt, 25. 14-30.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. The Present Life, v. 9-12.

What is our Golden Text ?

How are we to treat one another in
the absence of our Lord ?

How are we taught to love?

What goodness of the Thesgsalonians
does God recognize ?

What does he * beseech ” them ?

What three Guties are mentioned In
verse 11 ?

To what fact does he cllude by the
phrase * with your own hands’ ?

For what good result of * honest” 1lv-
ing does he hope ?
2. The Future Life, v. 13-2.

What assurance is given about believers
who have died ?

What reason have we for that hope ?

By whose authority is this spoken ?

How shall the Lord come again ?

Who shall rise first ?

What shall the risen and living saints

| then do ?

What is known of the time of his com-
ng ?

To what is the coming dzay likuned ?

‘What is the purpose of all this lesson ?
Verse 18.

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where {n this lesson are we taught—

1. The resurrection of the body ?

2. The everlasting happiness of be-
levers ?

‘{ French the “ Pont Roulant.”

* Yes, indeed, we do; folks on yachts
have lots of fun.”

‘ My Uncle Jerry owns & yacht and he
is rich, but he don't drink wine. He is
a temperance man,” sald the other boy.

;What is a temperance man ?"" asked

** A—a Chrigtian, 1 guess—a real good
man like Uncle Jerry.”

‘“ My mother i8 a Christian. I heard
her say so, and she drinks wine, otz of
it—so now,” said Tommy.

The new boy lost a marble just then,
and all set to hunting for it.

Next day Mrs. Iverson had a long talk
with her boys. They learned that, on
the whole, she thought good people
ought not to get a habit of wine-drink-
ing. She meant to stop, and wanted
her boys to think as she did.

She was a kind mother, who had not
lost all her influence, and so Tommy
and Ned agreed to all she safd.

No one saw her drink wine again, and
her boys did not grow up to use it. For
once a listener heard what was good for
her, if not “of” her.

A ROLLING BRIDGE.
BY ALICE WOLCOTT. ,

This curious little bridge is in the
norih of France, and is called by tho
A lady
who {s visiting there has written this
account of it. The bridge moves across
the water like & ferry-hoat on wheels.
The lHttle strear: it crosses is.an arm of
the sea, and runs between the towns of
St. Malo and St. Servan in Brittany, and
they cannot have a fixed bridge over it,
as it connects the harbours of both
towns with the big sea, and ships large
and small of all kinds are continually
coming and going. Now you will ask,
“Why not have a r2al ferry-boat 7"
Well, one of the wonderful things about

this beautiful coast {s the height ef tho
tides; they rise and fall from twenty-
eight to forty feot. So when the tide
has run half-way down you would have
to go down a steep ladder to got on a
ferry-boat, and when entirely out there
would be no water at all for the boat to
float on. They have therefore laid rails
on the bottom of the river and this funny
movabdble bridge runs across, backwards
and forwarde, high tide or low, pulled
from side to sidc by an endless chain
worked by a steam engine.

Lately a flne causoway has been bulit
around the harbour, with a drawbdridge,
which, though much turther, sadly in-
terferes with the *“Pont Roulant” iIn
taking the most of the passengere,

Thoy tel! us In old times they ofien
took 3,000 people over the bridge {n one
day, and though they only charge a sou,
equal to one of our pennies, tor each pas-
senger, that makes a good sum at the
end of the year. .

I crossed one day and did not lke the
bridge at all; the tide was low and we
secemed a long way above the water and
in great danger of tipping over, and the
motion is most disagreeable. However,
they eay it never tips over, but some-
times sticks {n the mud which accumu-
lates on tho ralils,

One day this happened when amoug a
number of other people a nun was cross-,
fng. All the passsngers but herself
were taken off in & boat, but she did
not think it was proper to go down a
ladder, 8o sat solitary and forlorn all
day till the troublo was remedied and
the poor bridge with {ts one occupant
reached the shore.

The Fiddler,
BY HENRY RIPLEY DORR.

Sometimes it you listen—Ilisten
When the sunlight fades to gray,

You will Lear a strange musician
At the quiet close of day ;

Hear a strange and quaint musician
On his shrill-voiced fiddle play.

He bears a curious fiddle
On his coat cf shiny black,

And draws the bow across the string
In crevice and in crack;

Till the sun climbs up the mountain
And floods the earth with light,
You will hear this strange musician
Playing,—~playing all the night !

Sometimes underneath the hearth-stone,
Sometimes underneath the floor,
He plays the same shrill music,—

Plays the same tune o'er and o'er;
And sometimes in the pasture,
Beneath a cold, gray stone,
He tightens up his sinews,
And fiddles all alone.

toes

it may be, in the autumn,
From the corner of your room,
You will hear the shrill-voiced fiddle
Sounding out upon the gloom ;
It you wish to see the player,
Softly follow up the sound,
And you'll find a dark-backed cricket
Fiddling out a merry round!

THIRD QUARTER
NOW READY &

Berean Leaf Cluster
Large coloured wall pictures illustrating
the International Sunday-school Lessons.
Printed in eight colours. Per quarter, $1.25;
per year, postpaid - - - - < - $500

Picture Lesson Roll
Similar to tho Berean Leaf Cluster, but
printed in for v colours. Per quarter, §1.00;
per year, postpaid - - - - - . $3.50
The children, once treated to theso splendid
ictures are unover satisfied without them.
hey are an invaluable aid to the Infant or
Primary Class Teacher. Try one or other and
soe if it does not charm the children.

| Polson’s Probation

™ . A Manitoba Story
BY JAMES MORTON
Cloth, postpatd - - - - - - $1.00
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