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~-the fire in our faces!

£

T wuiter snow-storms.
i find (the worms for food when the

’]* ground is buried in its white mantle,
» and they are often either frozen to

L tain,

Vor. XIIL]
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[No 6.

’ OUT IN THE STORM AND AT HOME
LY THE FIRESIDE.

WHEN the wind is whistling round the
house and the snow covers all the earth
and comes blowing down in wild gusts
from the skies, flying wickedly into the
faces of the unfortunate people who have
to face the storm, how cosy it is to
ge: beside the bright fire and sit there
dreaming and watching the sparkling
cosls and feeling the pleasant glow of

1 The dreary
moaning or loud howling of the wind
only makes us feel all the more con-
: gented with our comfortable surround-
ings. How happy the children in our
K‘wture loqk sitting by the fireplace !

he book is thrown aside for the far
ter enjoyment of building castles
h and telling each other won-
tories of the strange things to

Put a glance at the picture above
» reminds us that there is a pitiful as
% well as a bright side to the bitter
v This is ‘ hard
{ times” for the little birds who cannot

death or starved.

Many boys and girls remember the
poor little birds, wnd each morning
gather a handful of crumbs and throw
them on the snow for the birds’
breakfast. These thoughtful boys
and girls are soon known by the birds,
who come flocking around, greedily
picking up the crumbs as they are
thrown out for them. It is a very
pretty sight to watch them hopping
on the snow, picking up the crumbs,
and to see how saucy the little things
become. Sometimes they almost will
hop over one's feet so very friendly
do they become.

THE HERO OF THE “BALTIC.”
BY LAURA DAYTON EAKIN.

“T'iL give you five minutes, you
young rascal!” said the captain tak-
ing out his watch.

ead silence fell on the crowd, save
for the sobbing of the women. The
boy so roughly addressed was on his
knees, with his manacled hands clasped
and his eyes lifted to heaven. Perhaps
he was praying, I do not know; but
after a moment, he reiterated quite
calmly what he had said before :

«“T will not tell a lie. I promised
my mother. I did not take the
money. 1 cannot confess, because 1
know nothing about the crime.”

There was rather an elderly wan,
one of the steerage passengers ovi-
dently, peering from behind the cap-
tain’s broad back. Nobody noticed
the strained, wild look in his eyes,
por the twitching of his muscles, as
he caught the little lad’s brave words,
After a little, he pushed his way around
until he could get a full view of the
wretched little fellow's face. Then he
stood still, gazing at him. .

¢ Three minutes more !” said the cap-
 and you go down into the hold again.
Oome boy! Once for all, tell us what be-
me of Dick Johnson’s money.”

; ' ved to and fro in his anguish.

Jou

He had been in that awful cell in the ves-
gel’s hold for three days and nights already,
with nothing but bread and water to eat.
The foul odours seemed to have permeated
his whole system. How could he be let
down again by that cruel rope passed under
his arms! How could he return to the
rats and slimy things ready for their second

the money had never left his person, but
when one night he thought to count it
over, revelling in imaginings of what it
would buy, it wasgone! Nobody had been
about the bunks save this poor child,
whose duty it was to put them to rights,
and they were all convinced that in some
inexplicable way he had stolen it. I will

OUT IN THE STORM AND AT HOME BY THE FIRESIDE.

horrid carnival! He could say he threw
the mouey, Dick Johnson’s bag of English
gold, into the ocean, or that he burnt it in
the engine fires. He could confoss his
mother's son a thief and a liar, but would
he? Even the captain’s breath came fast,
and the mate’s cheeks paled as he wntehed
the minutos tick away. A weck had passed
gince the sailor nissed his treasured cains.
Phe key to his chest in which he had placed

not tell you what he had suffered meanwhile
at their hands. Now it had come to the
captain’s ears.

“Tet him go!” he said, returning his
watch to his pocket, and the grim old 'sailor
reached for the rope. But a voice from
behind cried :

“« Wait!” And the man from behind
the captain came close up to this little here.
Ho threw down the geld before them.

¢ T took it,” he said.
Then he folded his arms,

They crowded around the child, and the
women kissed hiin, and thanked God for
his deliverance ; and when the captain
went to grasp his hand, it fell limp and
lifeless from his grasp, and he sank an un-
conscious heap upon the floor. When he
had quite recovered, the captain sent
for him to come into the saloon, and
there a little girl presented him with
a purse in testimony ‘of the passen-
gers’ regard for his brave conduct,
and on the card attached were these
words:

¢ For the hero of the Baltic."”

When the Baltic ran into port,
the officers of the law took possession
of the real criminal. = After a few
weeks he was tried and found guilty;
but through the captain’s influence,
which he was urged to exert in the
man’s favour by the lad he had so
wronged, he was let off with a light
sentence. Let us hope he may repent
sincerely, and turn from his evil ways
forever. We are glad he had manli-
ness enough to at last declare the
innocence of the boy.

““There it is!”

HOW TO READ WITH PROFIT.

ReapING is companionship, educa-
tion, culture. It upbuilds and fur-
nishes and beautifies the soul. It
develops confidence, enriches conver-
sation, and cultivates grace. The
knowledge of good books *‘is the
food of youth, the delight of age, the
ornament of prosperity, the comfort of
adversity.” It is an open door to the
best society, a stepping stone to the
highest fame, a crown of honour that
outshines the sun. These things be-
ing true, it is one of life’s necessities
that the young should read good booke«
and not weary therein. The follow
ing suggestions will help to profit in
reading : .

1. Plan your reading. Select the
books to be read far madvance. Pre-
fer books that are old 'enough and
good enough to be classical, attractive
if possible, pure always. “Books with
beards are better than beardless books.

2. Vary your reading. Follow ro-
mance with history, history with
biography, travel, art, science, phil-
osophy, religion. :

3. Limit your reading. Kuow a few
books well rather than many books
indifferently. Intensive is better than
extensive reading.

4. Fix your reading. To this end
read carefully, weigh thoughts, talk
them over to yourself and with others,
try to remember them. = - '

5. Time your readings. Have a
book hour each day if possible. XEs-
pecially, however, utilize fragments of
time for a few pages of reading.

6. Enrich your reading. This do by
looking up all ali}:lsion to history, poetry,
art, mythology, persons, places, ete.

7. Presorve your reading. Own, if i-
ble, every book you read ; mark choice
passages in them; make comparisons of
them ; often commune with them, ° ‘

These seven things remeinber, nimely :
plan, vary, limit, fix, time, enrich, and
preserve your reading will be one of the
ot prof omvebr of your Bl



PLEASANT HOURS.

Sunset,
BY ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN.

From the windy bridge at rest,
B some former curiony hour
We have watched the city's hye,
All along the oranga west,
Cupola und pointpﬁ tower,
Dapgey inte solid blye,

Tho’ the biting north wind breaks
Full across the drifted held,

eb us stand with iced cheels
Watching westward as of olg.

Past the violet mofptain-head

To the farthest fringe of pine,
Vhere far off the purpled-red
Narrows to g, dusty line,

And the lagt pale splendours die
lowly from the olive sky ;

Till the thin clouds wear away
Into threads of purple gray,
And the sudden stars between
Brighten in the pa:lid green ;

Till aboye the spacious east,
Slow “returngd one by one,
Like Pale prisoners released,
From'the dungeons of the sun,
apella and her train appear
In the gl_it;ering charioteer ;

Till the reunded moon shall grow
Great above the eastern snow,
8hining inte burnished gohd ;
4Ard the sijvgy earth outrolled
In the wisty yellow light

Shall takg o the width of night.
‘M
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Pleasant H QUIS:
A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOILK
Bau W B, WTHROW B0y, Editor.
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PAPERS.

of Caledonis, has
%mparing our Methodist Sunday-
Rapers with those published by
‘Bicago, with the following

! The quality of papey and, type
n the Magnet (Cook’s begt. Raper),” he
. far inferior to Preasant Hours,
You peed Qn,l% place the. two side by side
The clearness and djstinctness
he 1flustrations bear no, comparison.

PA'!RONIZ{E PATRIOTIC
Rav. T. w. g ACKSON,
bee,n.) i
schog]
Cook.

hodigts ouglt ,
é‘-fq‘l” e "¥9§-§§; il%forma,tign about, Capa-
}aal Tabk a6 all, and never utters a
ongle worg aloy; British patriotism, What
Otﬁ%lﬁ hany of Our youths. drift away to
bom-{'c Hrehes, and swarm iggo, the, neigh-
itogay s ibeg] States. when fed on such,
Bk 0! Our Onagagd: a weekly,
74 por Qax, i, just, twice the sizg
% ty cenpy per year, I
Saying it is the bgsb.
L ~S¢h, . i1 e
ma#%ﬁj? haol. naper in

MRl 4 11 big typs, | Wy

of ]

AN EXPERIBNCE.
BY DR. B, W, RICHARDSON,
I rEMEVBER when T wag
havipg one very cold
4y when snow was deep on tle ground,
and a hcuvy cutting slect blew in my face
in the sharpest Banner. I had 4 com.
anion with me, and we trudged alon
E;'avely, forgetting even the cold in talking
of the reception we should meet with whep
we arrived at our destination, where we
had good and hem‘ty friends to receive yug.
We had arrived within four miles of the
lace towards which we were bound, when
gy an unlycky chance we came upon a neat
little wayside inn, the landlord of which
had prepared, and had quite ready for al)
bassing travellers, as well as for his regular
6llston1ers, a store of hot mulled ale. T
did not really require anything of the kind,
for T had breakfasted well, and had de.
voured a pasty on my journey; hut the
temptation was too great to Dbe resisted,
8o in I went with Iny companion and
treated him and myself to a rint of the
erilous stuff, of the evil of which | then
End no  suspicion. The warmth-giving
drink, as we thought, disposed of, we re-
sumed ourjourney, but we had not resumed
it ten minutes before T felt the injury that
had been inflicted on me, and saw the
injury that hiad been inflicted on my friend,
‘e both stood as if We were smitten, or
as if we were spell-bound.  The cold cut-
ting breeze and sleet, Cane across us ag
though it would har our passage. 1 felt ag
if T trod on wool, and as if

a young man,

It seemed to me ag if T had
passed almost through i

from cold, and I have since learned that

*———are.
DRINK AND ILL-TEMPER,

WHEN T was young I heard a tyye story
which filled me with horror as I listened to
it. It was told me by the friend in whose
home it al] happened, and, as far ag I can
remember, this is it.

Mr. Grey had a beautiful home in the
south of England, and severa] servants,
who faithfully served one of the kindest
and best of masters.

Among them was a young groom, steady
and reliable, 3 favourite with his master
and in every way likely to do well, His
one fa.iling seemed to be a passionate ten-
per. He was generally able to keep it un-
der control, but when it once ained the
upper hand he was like one besiﬁe himself,

For a long time young White had done
well, but one worning My, Grey met, hipy
unexpectedly some distance from  hoie
exercising a favourite riding horse of Mg,
Grey’s, a gentle, timid creature, and full of
Spirit, just the one that should never haye
had a blow. Well, that morning White
was in one of his Angry moods, and he wag
most cruelly venting his rage on the poop
aninul, beating it unmercifully and tpegg.
ing it as only an angry, igunorant man ever
would do.

“Come off that horse directly 1" calleq
out the master, *and never mount him
again ;” and the astonished groom had to
obey. The master rode the frightened,
trembling creature home, and the groom
tramped back through the wud, angrier
than ever.

One would have thought thas. the mas-
ter’s displeased tone and prolibition, the
horse’s fright whenever he cane near, would
have made White bethink himself of the
unutterable folly of tiving way to.l)ig tem-
per, and earning for himself such an unen-
viable character as Lo was fast doing. Bug
no! Kvening visitg to the public-house
inflamed hig bassion, the foolis] Jjests and
jeers of hig companions there made him
louk wpon himself a3 unjustly treated, angd
Lis anger, nursed and kept warm. by con-
ceit. nugdl self-will, ayon led to anothen oyg-

break. This time it was evident he wyg,
not, spber. B‘efore he had neven baen the
werse for W his pavsicn. was sq

dreadfu] when heated by drink thuﬁ he lost
s place, and had to roturn to his home,
disgraced in the eyes of his friends, if not
of his ewn,

If only he hag stopped here ;
hai broken off the fatul]y-growmg habit of
intemperemce ; had turned over 4 new leaf,
how soon he might have regained his forme}r
quiet, respectable, honourable life ! and his
old mastey would have been the first to
help him to it.  But, alag | all his time
now, and a]l hig wages, were spent ip the
public houses of the neighbourbood, and
his mind ran morbidly on thoughts of re-
yenge for the injustice which he imagined
had been shown him,

One morning Mr. Grey's carriage-horses
were found by the coachman with heth
tails and manes cut, off—utterly disfigured,
but not seriously hurt. Whe liad done it
no one could tell, and though every effors
was made to find out the pPerpetrator of the
deed, all wasg in vain,  After some weeks
Mr. Grey wus applied to for White's chag-
acter, and he tried hurd to say the best for
him, hoping that ghe lessan e had had in
losing his laoe would have taught him to
keep undcrﬁlis temper for the future. How-
aver, White did not get, the place. This, of
course, lie attribute(fto hisold master, and
his rage now kuew po bounds. Before
many days had passed, Mr. Grey was roused
very early one morning and summoneq to
the stables, where, to the horror of 4] who
Saw the sight, the beautiful little gray horse
lay rolling in agony, literally cut to Ppieces,
—bathed in blood 1

Nothing could be done. A pistol was
brought, and with his own hand My, Grey
shot hig favourite, to Put an end to tho

agonies it wag enduring,
On the stable wall

. Another horrop yet.
m letters of blood was written, ¢ &g much
your baby

for this time, Perhaps it will be
Rext.”

Cunning as the villain hag been, he had
etrayed himself, for an expert verified the
atd-writing ag White’s, and there was

other evidence, footmarks, etc., which led
to his committal for trial. And when, after
Bome weeks, his trin} came ou, his guilt was
fully established, and he was sentenced to g
Yong term of penal servitude,
is friends do not know where heis now,
or in what state | Years have passed away
since the event happened which I have
velated. The happy home has long been
roken up, for aftep White’s horrible deed
Mr. and Mys. Grey could no longer beay tq
live there. But the memory of it iy gti])
fresh in lnany minds, angd people recall how
well-to-do ang Smart young White looked
when he first came to be My, Grey’s groom,
and how pleasant he was “when' the tem,.
Per was not on him,»

My tale needs no moral
end ; it Speaks for jtself.
ﬁoung man with all hi

ife bef i i
all his g .
him, and thep think how he
by little, the slave of sip instead of Christ's
Tee man, ag he
Yourself, ““ Which am F»

if only he

A WOPD TO BOYS,
Bovs, be kin:

presence with an ajp
of disrespect and self-importance; don't
Imagine tha because you came into. the
world severa] years after them that you are.
thexefore wiser ; don’t gev impatient. and
resentful because they favour you with
somne of their dearly bought experience and
wholesome advice ; don’t expect them to
see things from your standpoint or Sympa.-
thize with you in all your disappointinents,
Remembey they have fought life’s fiercest

attles and been sorely wounded therein ;
and they Lnow you only as yet, on the
skirmish line,
Don’t. be too 2ager to leave the home,
host,  Of coursg.it is natural and right for
evary boy, whey the Propex time comes,,
to thinl and plip for. a
but don’t, imngine that

the time liag come
whan, YOU pub ey, yews §
and, opavat,

b vallew-vei]

home of lijs. o,

\_&

No master how well you may promise
do, the day you leave the old homegtead ¥
start out for yourself in the weylq Wl;‘
be a day of mourning to the o}d .fOIﬁ:
thercin. So be cureful and glull:]rtzyw
remind them on CVLIY oceislon
gi‘iue is coming, and that you are anxio

T it to come. ) -
,QBIB courteous to your sister. Thqresl:w,
old adage “‘that as a boy treats his St
80 the man will treat his wife. gt
your sister the same kindness and courtis
that you wayld the faivest lady lélclf“
land, ” Don’t appropriate the eusxeske .
in the room, and leave them to ta Don't
footataol or hunt 4 seat at pleasure. 2
snap them up when they ask you a'((lliot&
tion, or answer them as if they were lle e
mcapable of comprelionding a sensib et
ply. Don’t 20 into the room thhthl“)
eareful hands haye made tidy and | o b
things around 50 as to convert it 1M guF
Curiosity shop, and then wonder \‘fl”‘Jf y A
“things” are 04 always in ol‘dell-mrﬂ
gentle boy wil] make a gentleman, ant 4
18 no surer proof of a boy’s dmri’wte:laﬂ'
s manners at home.— Buptist Stan

Ll

B et ¢ P G,

The Ghore-boy of b‘MﬂDBW&

A Canadian Story.
BY J. MACDONALD OXLEY.

CHAPTER VI
LIFK IN THE LUMBER CAMP. »

Fora moment there was abs"lut:ﬂsr;ﬁdﬂ
in the shanty, the sudden and Frank
intervention of the big foreman ‘u_lon wi
Kingston’s behalf filling the lookelsrewV o
astonishment. Bug then, as theybursb d
ed themselves, there came a in the
Iughter that made the rafters ri n‘(”’himseff
midst of which Damase, gﬂth‘?”ggrth ,
together, slunk scowling to his be ‘
8 face that was dark with hate. noti%®

Not deigning to take any f‘ll"thelf to 1
of hiw, J(ﬁmston turned to go bacu ¥
corner, touching Frank on his Sh?n a o
he dia 50, and saying to him, In
tone : s wofd

“Come with me,
with you.” & sment

Stiﬁ trembling from the eXcltﬁ;ne §
the scene through whick he Al {0

ssed, Frank followed the fore hich ke
ﬁ?s little sanctum, the mside of was A

d never sven before, for i ‘gccupaﬂt
jealously locked whenever its himsex
was absent.  Johnston threw . ank ¥
down on his bunk, and motxo!ledFor a %

© a seat upon the chest.

my lad ; E want

B e and
moments he regarded hum in Sl}er;cr:;qsiﬁ
80 intently that, although his eXellne
was full of kinduess, and it sehis facd
admiration, too, the bey felt tiny- s
Bushing under his steady scrutl
t the foreman spoke. k Just
“Youre a plucky lad, Fran He wo
ke your father. God bless i | oded
& good friend tq we when I n:‘.eﬁb o
friend sorely. ¥ heard all that W pad
to-night, though § didp’t see “"d%n"b let
8ome hint of it before, though 1 di &y
o ; for ¥ wanted to see whatb s;: mah
were made of. Ryt you phyed t‘ ve bee®
my boy, and your father would ha 5 et
proud to sge you, Now Just you %‘ the?
alead, Frank; and if any Om.;es”
rench rasculs op anybody else pe?
hinder you-_aut of "this shant?';’gp@
g0, neck and crop, and' stﬂy;, out,
as my name is, Pun Johnstan. n gl
“You're very Kind, Mr. Jahnstom, g
Frank, his cyes glisteming bm;e 1.4
Suspiciously ; for, to telf the trub ;-ew’ﬁ
WAl praise coming after tl“.’we o
strain upon his nerves, was a I ”,m“
much for his self.controt,  “B felt &
times like telling you when the ":; e
mented me so ; But P didn’s, want d 90:
tattle-tale, and P wag hoping f»‘he‘ycw )
tired of it and give up of thejrown ‘(;: Jol:
“It's best as it is, lad,™ replie o 901',
ston.  “If the men found out ngE y
e, they’d be like, to think hat . "
But there is no fear of’ that. mw'e”. 7
look here, Pranlk. Aftor this, wit o
want to read your Biblp i pence: “l’,,‘o"' :
your é)m‘ym'&, just come it " et Mﬁ ‘
i€t you Here, and- you carsi " 4
thgre npd' haves w it

on the clipst
to ybursetp



PLEASANT HOURS.

————

Frank's face fairly beamed with delight
at this unexpected invitation, and he
stood upon his feet to thank his kind
friend.

“Oh, Mr. Johnston, I'm so glad!  I've
never heen able to read my Bible or say
my prayers right since I came to the
shanty —there’s always such a noise going
on, But Iwon’t mind thatin here. It's so
good of you to let me come in.”

The foreman smiled in his deep, serious
way, and then as he relapsed into silence,
and took up-again the hook he lad laid
d‘nwn, to spring to Frank's assistance,
Frank thought it time to withdraw ; and
with  w  vespectfal ¢ Good-uight, sir,”
which Johnston acknowledged ‘by a nod,
returned to the larger room.

The shantymen were evidently awaiting
his reappenrance with much curiosity ; but
e went quietly back to his bunlk, picked
up his Bible, finished the passage 1n the
widst of which he had been interrupted,
aud, having said his prayers, lay down to
sleep without a word to anyone ; for no
one questioned him, and he felt no dispo-
sition to stavt a discussion by questioning
any of the others,

From this time forth he could see clear-
ly that two very different opinions cancern-
ing himself prevailed in the shanty. By
all the English members of the sang, and
some of the French, headed y honest
Baptiste, he was looked upon with hearty
liking and admiration, as a plucky chap
that knew how to take care of himself ; by
the rewainder of the French contingent,
with Damase as the ruling spirit, he was
regarded as a stuck-up.c woungster that
wanted taking down badiyf, and who was
trymyg to make himself a special favourite
w1t!1 the foreman, just o advance his own
selfish ends.  Gladly would Frank lave
been on friendly terms with all, but this
heing now impossible, through no fault of
his own, he made up his mind to go on his
way as quictly as possible, being constant-
ly careful to give no cause of offence to
those who, as he well knew, were only too
cager to take it.

There were some slight flurries of snow,
fragile and short-lived heralds of winter’s
coming, during the latter part of November,
aud then December was ushered in by a
grand storm, that lasted a whole day, and
made glad the hearts of the lumbermen by
filling the forest aislos with a deep, soft,
spotless carpet, that asked only to e pack-
ed smooth and hard, in order to m:dg{e per-
fect roads over which tp transpart the noble
logs that had been acecunulating upon the
““roll-ways " during the past weeks.

A shantyman is never so completely in
his element as when the snow lics two
feet deep upon the earth’s brown breast,
An open wintor is his bane, Juck Frost his
best friend ; and there was a perceptible
rise in the spirits of the occupants of Camp
Kippewa as the mercury sank lower and
lower in the tube of the foreman’s ther-
mometer. Ulenty of smew nicant not oul
easy hauling all winter Jong, but a fu
river and *‘ high water ™ in the spring time,
and mno difficulty in getting the drive of
logs that would represent their winter’s
work, down the Kippewa to the Grand
River beyond. Frank did not eutirely
share their exultation. The colder it got
the more wood had to be chopped, the
more food had to be ceoked—for the men’s
appetites showed a marked inercase—and
furthermore, the task of keeping the water
barrels filled becamne one of serious magni-
tude. But bracing himself to mect his
growing burdeus, he toiled away cheer-
tully, resisting svery temptation to grum-
ble, his clear tuneful whistle of the sacred
alrs in vogue at Calumet making Baptiste,
who had a quick car for musie, so familjar
with “ Rock of Ages,” *¢ Abide with Ms,”
*“Nearer, my God, to Thee,” and other
melodies, which have surely strayed down
to us from heaven, that unconsciously he
took te whistling them himself, much to
Frank’s amusement and approval.

The days were very much alike. At
early dawn, before it was yeot light enough
to see clearly, Johmnston would emerge
from his corner, and in stentorian touey,
whose meaning was not to be mistaken,
shout to the sleeping men seattered along
the rows ef aloping bunks, *“Up with ye,
men! Up with ye.” And with many a
growl and grunt they would, vne by one,
unroll from their blankets.  As their only
preparation for bed hud begn to lay aside
their oowts and bests or mocousina, the

morning toilet did not consume much
time. A dash of cold waler as au eye-
opener, a tugging on of boots, or lacing ap
of moceusing, a scrnbling into conts, and
that was the sum of it.  The only brush
and comb in the camp belonged to Frank,
and he felt half ashamied to use them
because no one else thought such articles
necessary.

Breakfast hurriedly disposed of, all but
Baptiste and Frank sallied forth into the
snow, to be seen no more until midday.
There were just fifty persons, all told,
the camp, each man having his definite
work to do : the carpenter, whose business
it was to keep the sleighs in repair ; the
teamsters, who directed the hauling of the
logs ; the ‘sled-tenders,” who saw that
the loads were well put onj the *‘head
chopper” and his assistants, whose was
the laborious yet fascinating task of felling
the forest monarchs ; the ““sawyers,” who
cub their prostrate forms into convenient
lengths ; the ““scorers,” who stripped off
the branches and slab sides from the tree
trunks set apart for square timber; and
finally, the < hewer,” who with his huge
broad-ax, made square the “stick,” as
the great piece of timber is called.

All these men had to be fed three times
a day, and almost insatiable were their
appetites, as poor Frank had no chance to
forget.  Happily they did not demand the
same variety on their bill-of-fare as do the
guests at a metropolitan hotel. Pork and

long had borne with it a number of smaller
trees that stood near by, and one of these
fell upon an unwary ¢ scorer,” hurling him
to the ground, and badly bruising his right
leg, besides causing some internal injury.
He was insensible when picked up, but
came to himself soon after reaching the
shanty, where Frank made him as comfort-
able as he could, even putting him upon
his own mattress that he might lie as easy
as possible.

The injured man proved to be one of
Damase Deschenaux’s allies ; but Frank
did not let that prevent his showing him
cvery kindness while he was recovering
from his injuries, with the result of com-
pletely winning the poor ignorant fellow’s
heart, much to Damase’s disgust.  Damase,
indeed, did his best to persuade Laberge
that Frank’s attentions were prompted by
sonie secret motive, and that 1t was not to
be trusted. DBut deeds are far stronger
arguments than words, and the suflerer
was not to be convinced. By the end of a
week he was able to limp about the shanty,
but it was very evident that he would not be
it to take up his work again that season.
This state of affairs cansed the foreman
some concern, for he felt loth to send the
unfortunate fellow home, and yet he could
not keep him in idleness. Then it appear-
ed that what is one man’s extremity may
be another’s opportunity. Johnston
knew very well that however bravely he
might go about it, Frank’s work could not

Canana’s Best Croes.

beans, bread and tea, these were the staple
items.  Anything elsc was regarded as an
‘“extra.” A rather monotonous diet, un-
doubtedly, but it would not be easy to
prescribe a better one for men working
twelve hours a day, in the eopen air,
thraugh the still steady cold of a Canadian
winter in the backwoods.

At noon the hungry toilers trooped back
for dinner, which they devoured in raven-
ous haste that there might be as much as
possible left of the hour for a lounge
upon the bunk, with pipe in moush, in
luxurious idleness.” Then as the dusk
gathered they appeared once more, this
time for the night, and disposed to eat
their supper with much more decorous
slowness. Supper over, the snow-soaked
mittens and stockings hung about the fire
to dry ; and pipes put in full blast, they
were ready for song, story, or dance, until
bed time.

Thus day followed day, until Frank,
whoese work kept Lim closely confined to
the camp, grew so weary of it that he was
on the verge of Lieartily repenting that he
had ever consented to bea chore-boy, ever
thought that was the only condition upon
which he could gratify his longing for a
Iumberman’s life, when another mischance
became his good fortune, and he was un-
expectedly relieved of a lawrge part of hig
tiresome duties. This was bow it came
about.

QOue morning he was surprised by seeing
one of the sleighs returning a good while
before the dinner bour, and was sowewhat
alarmed when he noticed that it bore tho
form of a man, who had evidently hwen
the vigtim of an accident.  Happily, how-
ever, it proved to be not a very seriems
case. An impense pino in falling head-

help being distasteful to him, and a bright
plan flashed into his mind. Calling Frank
into his corner one evening, he said :

“How would you like, iny lad, to have
some of the eout-of-door work, for a
change ?”

The mere expression of Frank's face
was answer enough. It fairly shone with
gladness, as he replied :

“T would like it above all things, sir;
for I am a little tired of being nothing buk
a chore-boy.”

“ Well, T think we might manage it,
Frank,” said the foreman. ‘‘You see,
Laberge ean’t do his wurk again this winter,
and it goes against iny heart to send him
howe, for he’s nobody but himself to de-
Eend upon.  So ve hit upon this plan :

aberge can’t chop the wood or haul the
water, but he ean help Baptiste in cooking
and cleaning up.  Suppose, then, you were
to get the wood ready and see about the
water in the morning, and then come out
into the woods with .us after dinner, leav-
ing Laberge to do the rest of the work.
How would that suit you?”

It would suit me just splendidly, sir,”
exelaimed Frank, delightedly. 1 cam
sce about the wood and water all right
before dinner, and T'll be so glad to go te
the woods with you.  I'H just do the best
1 can to fill Laberge’s place.”

“Tm right swe you will, Frank,” re-
plied Johnston,  ““So you may consider
it settled for the present, ab any rate.”

Frank felt Like dancing a jig on the way
Laek to his bunk, aud not even the scow-
ling fuce of Dawmaso, who had been listen-
ing to the eonversation in the foreman's
room with keen ludian oars, sud had
canght cnough of it to learn of the arrange-
werit made, could cast any damper upsa

his spirits. In this case half a loaf wag
decidedly better than no bread at all,
Freedom from the restraints and irksome
duties of a chore-boy’s lot for even half the
day was a precious boon, and the happy
boy lay down to resb that night feeling like
quite a different person from what he had
been of late, when there seemed no way
of escape from the monotonous, wearisonie
task he had taken tg)on himself, except to
give it all up and return to Calumet,
which was almost the last thing that he
could imagine himself doing; for Frank
Kingston had Flent of pride as well as
pluck, and his love zxr lumbering had not
suffered any eclipse because of his ex-
periences.

But what is one man's meat is another
man's poison, according to the homely
adage, and in this case what made Frank
80 happy made Damnse miserable. The
jealous, revengeful fellow saw in it only
another proof of the foreman's favouritism,
and was also pleased to regard the relegat-
ing of Laberge to the dish-washing and so
forth as the degradation of a compatriot,
which it behooved him to resent, since
Laberge seemed lacking in the spirit to do
it himself, Had he imagined that he
would meet with the support of the
majority, he would have sought to organ-
ize a rebellion in the camp. ut he knew
well enough that such a thing was utterly
out of the queation, so he was forced to
eontent himself with fresh determinations
to *get even” with the foreman and his
favourite in some way before the winter
passed, and, as will be seen, he came
perilously near attaining his object.

(To be continued.)

The Parson's Conquest,
BY EGBERT L. BANGS.

OxE Sunday worning, Parson L—rro
His way to chnrch was wending,
Just as the tolling of the belt
Was slowly, sweetly ending,

Upon the walk, some village boys
The Sabbath day were breaking 3
Their game of macrbles, full of noise,

No small disturbanee meking.

¢Say, Dick,” said one, “there’s Parson Lo
And I don’s want te meet him.”

In juat a twinkling, strenge to tell,
One boy was left to greet him.

Said Parses L——, “Why dow’s you
My boy, you're clear ind them }*

«I've lost three marbles that ] wop,
I wish you’d help me find them.”

What could a reverend preacher say,
To such a little sinner,

Who played ¢ for keeps” on God’s own day,
In every game a winner?

“Let's see,” he snid, “ what can be done. >’
Then, on the grags half knoecling,

He fonud the murbles one by ene,
Less sight it took than fseling.

’run!

“Now won’t you came to Bunday-schaeal 7"
The gamin made this answer:

“The Loys would take me for a fogl,
Just see my face and hands, sir,”

With beauty spots his face wes flecked,
As if from paint brush spattered ;

His hands with Mother Earth were specked,
With ball ¢club beuises batiernd,

Across the way the town pnmap séands,
Straight as a tallow candle;

Beneath the spout, two dirt-stained hands
The parson worked the handlg,

See now the boy with smiling face,
A Supduy-scheal baginner !

No wonder that in life’s hard race
He dashed ahead a8 winner.

What is the moral of this tale?
Help children ; da not scold them.
Rebukes and threats do not avail,

While kind dceds always hold them.

HE DID NOT TAKE ALCOHOL.

Mzr. E. P. Wesrow, the coelebrated walk-
ing champion, says that he coult never
have performed the wonderful foaks of
endurance and travel if he had takep
alcoholio liquors. This is werth riaes-
bezing.

L



PLEASANT HOURS.

prraet®

ARISE,

ARISE.
JE8U8 is on hig way to the house of
Jairus, one of the rulers of the synagogue,

whose daughter hag just died.  As he
Passes along the crowded street, a  poor
woman who has been for twelve long years
a great sufferer sees him. Her heart beats
fast, ¢ has been longing for days for a
change to get near toJ esus, for she believes
that if she but touches the hiem o his robe
830 will be healeq. This is her app wtunity
and she mygt, not let him piss without
doing her utmost to reach hiw, for he may
Bever be 5o peay heragain. 80 she hurries
thm“g}{ the crowd, and at last her heart is
full of JO¥.  She is beside the loving and
Powerful " Jesys, She falls on her knees
Without, saying a word—she would not dare
do that, anq to touch his garment is
énough.  But as the trembling fingers
touch hig robe—Christ, feeling it, turns
Tound ang geeg the woman who has
such faith in hig power. He asks her no
Questions ; he knows just what she wants
and just how great her faith is, and gently
Says, aughter, be of good comfort, thy
faith hath made thee whole.” How the
words thrill her heart ! And she arises
anc goes on her way full of Lappiness.
esus Christ has the sume power to-day.
If_ we will, by faith, only touch the hem of
1S garment, we shall be whole from that
very hour. "Shall we be less wise than this
PoOr woman and allow our opportunity to
Pass away, and will we reject his loving
;39? to heal our hearts and fill them with
y

LESSON NOTES.
FIRST QUARTER.

ISBRARL AFTER THE CAPTIVITY,

B.C. 45] LESSON VIIL

REBUILDING THE WALL.

Neh. 4. 8.21.]

(Feb. 19.

[Memory verse;, 19-21.
GoLpEN TexT.
We made our prayer unto God, and set a
watch againat them,—Neh. 4. 9.
+ OUTLINE.

Praying and Watching, ver. 9-12,
Watching and Working, ver. 1318,
Working and Organizing, ver, 19-21,

Tiux,—B.C, 445.
Pracr.—Jerusalem,

RULERS.— Artaxerxes, King of Persia;
Nehomiah, Tirshistha (or Pasha) of Juduh ;

Sanballat the Horonite, in high position in
Samaria ; Tobiah the Ammonite, the Gover-
nor (Pasha) of Ammon; Geshem, probably
the chieftain of a predatory tribe.

CoNNECTING LINKS.

TFour months after Nehemiah had heard of
the desolation of Jerusalem, Artaxerxes the
king discovered his sorrow, and asked its
cause.  He answered frankly.  Artaxerxes
commizsioned him to rebuild the walls of
Jerusalem, and Nehemiah promptly entered
upon his duties.  He met with enemies, op-
position, and scorn —-but persevered. By
Judicious division of labour he had raised the
walls 1o one-half their designed height.  His
eneinics, finding mocking and satire did no
good, conspired 1o stop him by force.

EXPLANATIONS.

Nervertheless—1n spite of opposition. Judak
—The people of Judah. Nehemiah had as
many foes within the walls as outside.
Streagth . @5 decayed ~The builders
worked day and night, and never even put off
their clothes except for washing,  Rubbish —
Sroken stone and dirt accumulated through
one hundred and thirty-five years of ruin.
Ten times—Repeatedly ; as we would say—
“dozensof times.” In the lower places . . .
on the higher places—\Wherever the wall was
low, unfimshed, or sunken in the valley,
Nebemianh stationed armed defenders behind
it. L looked, and rose up, and said —Verses
fourteen and fifteen speak of a particular oe-
casion when an attack was threatened, bug
came to nanght.  Habergeons—Coats of mail.
Verse seventeen means that those who were
not actual builders, but carried the materials,
did their work each with one hand, holding
his weapon in the other. The builders, how-
ever —masons and carpenters—each had hig
sword yirded by his side. Ve are separated
~The inhabitants of Jerusalem were few.
Nebemiah first built its walls, and afterward
filled it with people.

TrACHINGS OF THE LESSON,
What are we taught in this lesson—
Concerning seeking God’s help ?
Concerning helping ourselves ?
Concerning helping one another?

Home Work ror YoUNe Berrans,

Find the meaning of ““ habergeon.” .

Why did not each builder hold a weapon
in his hand as well as each bearer of bup-
dens ?

Why did Nehemiah keep the trumpeter
next to him ?

Tur LrssoN CaTEcHISM.

1. What did the adversaries of the Jews
intend to do? ““To surprise and ruin them.”
2. What did Neheminh exhort them to re-
member? “The Lord.”" 3. What did one-
half of the Jews do? ““ Worked on the walls
of the temple.” 4, What did the other half
do? “*Stood as soldiers to defend them,”
5. Whose orders did they all obey ? * I'he
orders of Nehemiab.” 6. What is the GoLugx
TexT? ** We made our prayer nnts God  ete,

DooTRINAL SUGGESTION. —God's overruling
providence.

Carrcnism QuEestion.
What does our Lord say of those who re-
ject him ?
He declares that they ought to belicve in
him: and that they would believe in him

if they humbly and patiently listened to his
words.

John 3. 19: 18, 37; 1 John 4. 6.

—_—
The Hero of the Fleet.

BY PAUL PASTNOR,

[We are glad to veprint the following
generous tribute, by an American writer in
the foremost religions paper in America, 7he
Independent. 1t describes an incident in the
boyhood of that distinguished admiral— Sir
Cloudsley Shovel.—Ep. ]

Ox board the English fl
and dismay ;

The mainmast had been shattered, the colours
shot away,

Still closer pressed the foeman, with m
deadly stroke,

Till from its Knglish consorts the ship was
hid in smoke,

ag-ship reigned tervor

any a

The admiral gazed around him.
he cried, *¢ unless

Our ships upon the right, there, shall learn
of our distress.”

He wrote a hasty order — then shouted :
* Sailors ho !

Where is the stout-armed swimmer
this through the foe %

*“No hope,”

will bear

A dozen started forws,
slight,

His brown hair soft
slim and white,

“Pray, let me go!” he shouted.
breasted many a tide,

And if I'm killed, *twere bet
strong man died.”

rd—and one, a stripling
and curling, his fingers
“Tve

ter than that g

The admiral looke
kindly eyes.

“Go, then, my boy 1 he
brave soul ‘ever djes,

Remembor that the fortune o
yours—

Your glory, if successful,

ag endures 2

d on him with keen but

answered, ¢ No

f all on board is

while England’s

“TIl do my best—God help me 1”
- less boy replied,
en, stripping off his jack
into thpepti#e. jacket, he plunged
A cheer broke from the sailors; while through
the boiling sea
Tho’ shot and shell 1a
idly swam he.

the daunt-

ined 'round him, intrep-

Still fiercer raged the battle; the ship was
keeling o’er ;

Her masts lay on the b
were red with gore,

Hope died in every hosom ; dread silence
sealed all lips—

When suddenly to
British ships !

ulwarks, her decks

leeward loomed up the

Loud thundered ali theip cannon ; with storm
of shell they bore

Straight, down upon the foeman, hemmed in
’twixt reef and shore.

They massed about the flag-ship ; they scat-
tered far and wide

The broad white sails of Holland—the stream-

ersof her pride.

That evening, when the flagship safe in the
harbour lay,

And in the gilded cabin was fought once more
the day,

The admiral remembered the lad who bore
&0 well

The order he had written, through raining
shot and shell,

‘* The hero of the battle 1
command,

The blushing lad had entered, and stood with
cap in hand.

“Some day, my boy,” he added, in proud
and kindly tone,

“You'll have a British flagship and colours of
your own!”

he cried when, at

The brave lad was promoted.
and +till he wrought
Each task in faithful eurnest, nor failed of

best in aught.
At last the once buy-hero—such meed does
true worth bring —
Upon his own proud fi -ship was knighted
P by the king, e :

Time passed,

—The I n"rl.ep‘e‘nﬂpnl.
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ONE HUNDRED MILES AN HOUB.

THE projector of the new electric “:;ls .
road between Chicago and St. Louis sefl o
to have provided very shrewdly for n
coveted speed of one hundred miles ae
hour.  Straight roads, closed in, no grau
crossings, light cars, wedged—sllnped to ¢ y
the air, with centre of gravity exceed“l‘gc
low, light engines, no stops, a perfect b (éel'
system—surely machinery should fly, un n
these conditions, and passengers 11”:'3’,5000
wing their way from St. Lows 1o (fh‘c?'g_
in two and a half hours. One’s first mils
pulse when such a tremendous spec n
mentioned is to ery : “Halt ! Our }“Ode is
world is fast enough already. 1r&den
under pressure as great as nerve &
muscle can bear. Qur news comes & 10
rapidly for understanding. Our letters as
answered far too promptly. We peed rz
& thousand times more than mcreasn
rapidity of motion.” But one’s secolw
thought remembers that all improveme! o
in transportation shorten the distances the
tween friends and loved ones ; bring try
crowded city nearer to the blessed coun o
80 that tlie tenements are emptied Outmen
fresh air and broad sunshine ; cheﬂl’or
food and fuel and clothing for the ponﬂi
and knit the sundered sections of our fter
tion together by more intimate ties. Alife
all, the swifter engines of our modernf oM
mean a more rapid and easy escape rwe
the noise and bustle of that life, and 80
bid them welcome.

KIND WORDS.

> 0 i e

Fannie lived ifi'a large city, and wh;lr,
she had been taught to be kind topome
unfortunate people, she was unlike sc;vas
little girls, for she remembered what she ot &
taught. One day she saw on the stre ely
poorly dressed Irish girl, with a ho“;es_
face, looking anxiously at the ho%her
lvery person to whom she spoke e}l) m-
shook their heads, or did not trouble t ie
;slves to do that. When she reac
annie, she asked politely : i

““Can you tell n{e whe¥e number 874 15,
miss :

“Let me see,” said Fannie, bnghtlz'(;
*“ This is number 10. It is a long waiyam
874, and you have to turn twice; but gt
going nearly there, and will show yoﬂ;e
Fannie thinks she never will forget her
happy look which made the face Of'd'
companion almost pretty, when she said 1

‘“‘Indeed, I do thank ye, miss, A
Wwish that every folks carried as pleasan
tongue in their heads.”
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