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LIPE BAVING

One of the aubiest
Gouverpient  lunti-
tutlons 18 the Life-
preserving Service.
These stations are
located In suitable
placeg near the
coast of oceans or
lakes, to be of ser-
vice to vessels in
qQistress, either by
storm or fire. At
these stations the
11fe-hoats are kept,
and all the ar-
radRements for
sending out help.

When a vessel
talls into danger,
a signal ot distress
is given, and at
once the men at
tbe gtation prepare
tor work, just as
«arhegtly as the
firtmen du L ir
« 1lleg when a
<1g0a) for fire 18
given, They du
not empluy horses,
put they pull a
sort of two-wheeled
cart pear the bank.
On this are heavy
colls of rope and &
mwortar or short
cangop. This is
1caded, and with it
they shoot out &
line of rope, over
the vesgel, [First
a small-size@ rope
is gsept; at once the men in the vessel
dray; in the rope, and as they draw it in,
the men on-shore atiach a heavier rope,
on which to carry the life-car. Our first
picture shows them firing the life-line, as
it iy called, over the vessel. Though
this is only a small rope, it is welcomed,
as a precious means of life, and in receiv-
ing the first offer of life, more comes.

In 1877 a vessel fell into danger, and
when signal was made to them they gave
no apswer., Then the life-boat was sent
ow, yet they seemed not to notice it.

ight approached, when the earnest men
on ghore gucceeded i{n getting a reply,
asking for a life-boat. At once they
were told to * Haul on the rope.” This
they did. It was found that the vesscl
wag g Norwegian barque, and perhaps at
first they might have thought, on a for-
eign sbore, they could not ask for help,
Hoyrs had passed because they did not
understand the plan. Had they not
yielded to ask for help, and so enabled
the men on shore to instruct them, in a
short time all would have been lost. How
mwany soulg are acting much in the same
way about salvation ? They say they
do not understand how Christ's suffering
can atone for heir sin, or there are so
many things in the Bible that they do
not gonderstand, and so they do not heed
the jife-line

. )
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FIRING THE LIFE-LINR OVER THE VESSEL,

them, ** Believe on the Lord Jesus Chiis
and thou shalt be saved.”

Pratse the lLord! some will cry out fui
help whether they fully understand every
detall or not, and are saved.

As the men on the vessel drew in the
rope a life-car su..u reached them, and
wag fllled with passengers, and shut up
water-tight, and drawn back to land in
safety. Thus all the precious lives were
saved. Our next picture shows the life-
car as it returns from its journey to the
ones in danger. It looks too small, but
it can holc a lot of people, and protect
them from danger.

What rejoicing and thanksgiving there
must have been, when the life-car was
landed on shore and opened, and the dear
cnes taken out in perfect safety !

Baby is the first lifted out, and *hen
one after anotker, untfl they all stand
out of danger. The old vessel must go
down, but they are safe. The ztorm may
rage, but they are out of its reach. The
men who laboured to send them this
means of escape forget thelr labour, and
rejoice to know the crew are saved.

Thus, redecmed soula rejoice to be frea
from the wrath which hung over them,
forgetting the old haunts of sin which
so Jately bound them, now giving praise
to God for new life. No prajse is ~x-

exhortation floating over pected by those who led these souls to

PULLING TER LIFE-CAR TO SHORE.

suill, No thought of (he many en-
.reatles and prayers, but a general re-
Julcing  qgver the salvation of souls.
Every young Christian, or old, may en-
gage In the wourk of rescuing souls from
eternal death, and this i3 more important
than saving the body.

A CUP OF COFFEE.

A vessel had just come from the other
side of the world. ~ Wild Jim,” as he
was called, was going to return to his old
Devonshire home.

“ You'll astonish the natives a bit,” was
the good-bye his comrades gave him, as
handsome Jim, with his cap on one side,
went up the street of Southampton,

He had not gone far on his way to the
station, when a bhright-looking shop, with
a lot of tempting bottles in the window,
caught his eye. A Jolly landlord stand-
ing by his door cried, ** Hullo, my brave
British tar! welcome back to Mother
Earth! Come and have a glass for your
safe return !” .

“'Wild Jim,” always ready for a glass,
turned in. He sat on hour after hour
till his pocket-money was spent, and his
{ head was aching, and he did not kpow
| what he was saying. All at once he be-
j came aware of the jandlord’s heavy hands
on his shouiders, and & shocked voice
saying, “No, no! this s a respectable

t

house. Never allow
tov mwb to be
druak nr the pre
m Ake's And then
he was shoved off
into tho strect. amd
a policeman gavo
a knowing wink
to the land-
lord,

* Just in time”
he whispered; * the
superintondent Is
coming round. I'll
get him into the
fleld outside; he'll
soon come to.”

But jim was more
“to" than they
knaw, and he felt
fu his pocket, and
focund th~t cut of
all his money he
was golng to take
t~ his parepts nply
22 6d was len
He walted ol he
was all bt sober
and then bhe re
ttaird bis way. as
he thought to the
gtation but some
how the way was
not clear, and he
found himse)t be-
fore another bar.

He threw down
his 2s. 6d. for “na
glass of half-apd-
half, and make it
stie.”

The woman's &u-
swer was, “We
have not your half-
and-half. Will you try ours; hot or cold**

“ A jorum of somothing hot ! he crled,
}\:‘ionderlug what spirits she would give

m,

* Are you Devonshire 7 she sald with
a ready tact.

*“To be sure I am ' to my backbone.”

* Then would you like some Davonshire
cream 2

“Ayeo!that I would® It's many & day
since Devoashiro Cream and I have met.””

Aud fhen he sat down and enjoyed the
first cup of coffee he had had for many a
long day. When he had finished he
pusghed his half-crown across the counter,
but to his intense astonishment the wo-
man gave him back 28 b6d

**Well, you will soon have to give up
shop if you give away things in this
fashion ** he eried.

And then he sat down aguin: and this
time the hours went by. but how differ-
ently from the sad moruing

Instead of going to his old Devanstire
home, he went back first to his ship-
mates to try and induce them to join the
** new-fangled publie”

And when he went back to hix parents
and his old viilage, *“ Wild Jim's"” name
wag changed to ‘ Sober Jim"™ He be
came a temperance man, ** All along.” he
would say. " under God, of those kind
words of that woman and my first cug of
coffee,”
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The Right Word.

Words of kindnoas fitly apoken,
a1l ltke sunshine on the hesrt,

Bmaking up its frozen currents,
That new jifo it may fmpart.

Perfact, says the Hoiy Bible,
On which we for life depend,

I8 the man whuse tongue Is governel,
And whose Hps do not offend.
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W, H. Witirow, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, MARCH 17, 1900.

SHMOKING STUNTS THE GROWTH
OF BOYS.

\Vhatever difference of opinfon there
may be upon the advisability of smoking
for men, there fs none as to its perniclous
ffect upon boys It affects th> action of
the heart, and 1educes the capacity of
he lungs Young men who aroe being

trained for athletics are not permitted tol

smoke by thelr tralners, because, as they
say, It Is bad for the wind.” The argu-
ment that will appeal most foreibly to
sour bhoy is that smoking will stunt his
growth, It has been proved that youth-
ful smokers are shorter and weigh less
than their comrades who do not smoke.
Clgarottes are particularly injurious.
Nicotine, the active principle of tobacco,
is sald by chemists to be, next to prussic
acld, the most rapidly fatal pofson known
Theo tender tissues of a growing boy can-
not absorb even a very small quantity of
it without most injurious results,

MARRIED TO A DRUNKARD.
A TRUE STORY.

Sbe suddenly rose In the meeting and
spokeras follows :

he returped drunk. Gradually ho gave
way to templation In the day, until he
was rarcly sober. I bad two lovely Iit-
| tle girls and a boy.” Hero her vulee
{ faltered, and wo sat In deep silence lstin
ing to her story. ~ My husband had
been drinking deeply. I had not seed
| im fur two days. One night I was
i scated beside my sick boy, the two little
} 81ris were in the Led in the next toom.
| while beyund was another room, into
which I heard my husband go, as he en-
tered the house. That room communi-
cated with the one in which my little
{ eirls were sleoping. I know not why,
| but a freling of terror took possession
of me, and 1 felt that my little girls were
in danger. I rose and went to the room.
The door was locked, [ knocked on it
fruntically, %ut no answer came. [
seemed to by enduwed with superhuman
| strength, and throwing myself with all
my force against the door, the lock gave
way and the door bew cpen. Oh, the
1 sight ! the terrible sight ' sho walls in 2
{ volce that haunts me now, and she cov
t ered her faco with her hands, and when
she removed them, it was whiter and
' sadder than ever.
{ Delirtum tremens. You have never
{

seen it, girls.  God grant you never inay
| My husband stood beslde his bed, his
y eyes glaring with {nsapity, and in his
y land a large knlfo, ‘Take them away’
he screamed. The hourrible things, they
are crawling all over me, tako them away,
1 say,’ and he flourished his kaife In the
afr. Regardless ot the danger, I ruskcd
up to the bed, and my heart secemed sud-
i denly to have ceased beating. There lay
y luy chlldren, covered with their own life-

blood, slafn by thejr own father. Fer a
{ mozient I could not utter a sound. I

was literally dumb in tho presence of this

great sorrow. I scarcely heeded the
maniac by my side—the man who had
y wrought me all this woe. Then I uttered
. a loua scream, and my wallings filled the
ajr. The scrvants heard me, and has-
tened to the room, and when my husband
saw them he drew the knife across his
own throat. I knew nothing more. 1
was borne senscless from the room that
contained my slaughtered children and
the body of my husband. Tho next day
my hair was wnhite, and my mind was so
shattered that I knew no one.”

She ceased. Our eyes were riveted on
her wan face, and some of the women
preseat sobbed aloud, while there was
scarcely a dry eoye in that temperance
meeting. So much sorrow, we thought,
and through no fault of her own. We
saw that she had not done speaking, and
was only waiting to subdue her emotion
to continue her story.

* Two years,” she continued, “I was a
mental wreck, then I recovered from the
shock, and absorbed myself In the care
of my boy. But the sin of the father was
visited upon the child, and six months
ago, my boy of cighteen was placed in a
drunkard's grave, and as I, his mother,
saw the sod heaped over him I said,
‘*Thank God! I'd rather see him there
than bave him live & drunkard,” and 7
turned into my desolate home a childless
wcman, one on whom the hand of God
had rested heavily.

* Girls, it 1s you I wish to rescue from
the fate that overtook me. Do not blast
your life as I blasted mine; do not be
drawn into the madness of marrying a
drunkard. You love him! So much
the worse for you, for, married to him,
the greater will be your misery because

Yes, I was
Look at me!

* Marrled to a drunkard!
married w a drunkard
1 am talking to the girls.™

We all turned round and looked at hcr.'
She was a wan woman, with dark, sad !
cyes, and white hair placed smoothly
aver 8 brow that denoted intellect.

“When 1 married a drunkard, 1
reached the acine of misery,” she con-
tinued. "1 was young, and, oh, so
happy ! 1 married the man I loved and
who professed to love me He was a
drunkard, and 1 knew it - knew it, but
Jid not understand it There is not a
young girl in this building that docs
understand it, unless she has a drunkard
.1 her family, then perhaps, she knows
Low deep the iron enters the soul of a
anoman when she loves and is allied to
a drunkard, whether father, husband,
trother, or son.  Girls, belleve me when
1 toll you that to marry a drunkard is
tho crown of all misery. I have gone
through the decp waters, and kopow 1
have gained that fearful knowledge at
the expense of happiness, sanity, 2lmost
life itself. Do you wonder my hair is
white! It turned white in a night—
bleached dy sorrow, as Mario Antoinette
said of her hair. 1 am not forty years
old. yet the spows of seventy rest upon
my head; and upon my heart—ah, 1 can-
not begin to ccunt tho winters resting
thers,” she said, with unutterable pathos
in hee voico.

* My husbund was a professional man.
His caldng took iim from home fre-

of your love. You will marry him and
then reform him, you say. Ah! a wo-
man sadly overtasks her strength when
she undertakes to do this. You are no
matca for the giant demor. drink when
he possesses & man's body and soul
You are no match for bim, I say. What
is your puny strength beside his gigantic
force > He will crush you, too. It is
to save you girla from the sorrews which
wrecked my hapriness that I have un-
folded my history to you. I am a
stranger in this great city. I am merely
passing through it, and I have a message
to bear to every girl--never marry a
drupkard.”

1 can see her nuow as she stood amid the
bushed audience, her dark eyes glowing,
and her frame quivering with emotion as
she uttered her impassioned appeal. Then
she hurrled out and we never saw her
agein. Her words fitly spoken were not
without effec however, and because of
them there 1> one girl single now.—Ralil-
way Signal for August.

Patsy McKenna «dn an electric car
wbich has broken down) -** Well, av *his
car don't be after moving soon, of'll take
the wan behoint.”

* Papa,” sald a boy, “1 know what
makes people laugh in their zleeves !
‘“Well, my son, what makes them 7
- C that's where their tunny bone

quently st sight, aud when he teturned

i

KATRINES OQARM
MY KATE W. HAMILTON,

It was an odd tcam, the dog and
1t was pot that which scemcd strange to
Katrine. The thing that secemed strange
to her was that the cart should be so
full of potatoes that it was bard pulllng,
even with Helnrich pushing with all his
might. A woman drawing cart or plough
with a cow or dog fur yoke-fellow was
no uncommon sight in her country, but
such a yleld of potatoes from tae Mul-
ters’ lttle field was so rare that even yet
Katrine could scarcely believe it

* Not since tho father has been slck
have we had such luck, Helnrich,” she
sald, pausing a moment to.rest.

Heinrich strajghtened himself, looked
at his hardened hands, and answered
trom a boy’s practical standpoint :

** Not a year have we worked so hard !"

* That I8 true, But I should have had
no courage to work so hard, but for the
charm. You need say nothing, Heln-
rich, you know that you believe in it
yoursclf, and it §s great good luck that
has come to us by having it.”

Katrino wiped her heated face with her
apron. She was warm and tired, but she
was also triumphant, for had she not
teen the one to think of the charm ?
Times had been so hard, The father
grew no better, and the grandmother,
who was old and lame, had lost heart
and lamented continually over the hard-
ships of the present and the evils that
she wrs sure were coming. The little
sum latd asido for a ra:ny day had been
fcaned where it could not be recalled
when wanted; indeed there seemed dan-
ger that it had been invested so securely
that 1t never could be recalled. Katrine
and Heinrich had Jooked at each other
helplessly. The boy, a sturdy lad of
fitieen, had tried to tnd work, and
Katrine had tried to find some maglc
that would turn the tide of affairs and
bri.g better days. Her nelghbour,
Elspeth, had suggested that idea.

‘ Ah, then, it is something that may
be workiong evil to your house. People
may say this thing or that thing; they are
wise' that know,” sald Elspeth, oracular-
1y, with a solemn shake of her heac.
‘“But there are charms that can bring
good; that do T know.”

And she enforced her knowledge with
8o many stories of wonderful happenings,
that Katrine, though remembering what
the Herr Pastor had sald of such things,
and so not willing openly to acknow-
ledge any faitk tn them, had gone away
with a secret longing to obtaln some of
the marvellous alds of which she had
he rd. That was why she had stolen
acr ss the fields in the early morning to
find the * witch-woman” of whom
Elsgpeth hed told her.

But the old cabin seemed to have been
long deserted, and she was turning away
sore'y disappointed when she met Uncle
Fri z—- queer, sharp, shrewd Uncle Fritz,
“rnrle”™ to the whole neighbourhood—
who guessed her errand at once, and
cunningly drew the confession from her.

* 1t needs not that woman. I can give
you & charm if you have the perseverance
and patience to make It come true,” he
safd, thoughtfully, * There is that ficld,
left only for pasture now, that your
father once tilled. Take Helnrich into
yvour secret, and do your best in working
{t this year, and you will see that this
spell that 1 give you shall hold true.”

Then he wrote something on a paper,
sealed it carefully, aad gave it to hsr,
‘“to be opened by her after the harvest
was gathered,” he said. Heinrich had
smi‘ed his slow smile when she told him.
He pondered over the matter in his
thoughttul fashion, but he had not ob-
jrcted to goiug to work in the field—in.
decd, he had scemed to lay more stress
upon the work than did Katrine,

** It ig great good luck to have s0 many
pctatoes,” he sald, replying to bis sister’s
remark as she stopped to rest. “ This is
the last load, Katrine. We shall sell
enough to buy us many things for the
winter.”

* 1t cheered the grandmother when 1
tcld her that,” said Katrine, * The last
load it is ? Ch, Heinrlch, then we may
rcad the charm at last! I have it here.”

But when the long-cherished paper was
orened, the words written upon it were
only old familiar words :

* He becometh poor that dealeth with
a glack hand.

* He-that tiileth his land shall be satis-
fled with bread.

*“The blessing of the Lord it maketh
ri h. and he addcth no sorrow with it.”

“Only that ?* cried Katrine in disap-
pointment.

* That iz what I thought” saic¢ Hein-
rich, placidly. “But it Is enough,
Kztrine—you see the charm hay worked.
Industry and mzaking the best of what we
have, and God's blesslng—they are all
the charm we have needed.”

| Katrine, drawing the clumsy cart, but'

WHAT MADE A LITTLE GIRL
GLAD,

A Prussian nobleman, who did not be-
lieve in God nor in tbe Bible, once over
beard a little girl singing. It wns a
sweet strain, and a child's volco is n!
ways Irresistible. As he drow near he
saw tears upon her checks, as If she had
been weeplng.

*“ Why are you crying as you sing "
he kindly asked her.

“Qh, I am 80 happy I" sald the lttle

girl.

“ But why do you weep if you are so
happy

1 love Jesus so well that I was cry-
fng for joy,” the iittle girl sald.

*But whero I8 Jesus?' asked the
nobleman.

“In heaven.”

* How can he do anything for you it he
e in heaven 7 He cannot give you your
clothes and playthings, as your parents
and friends do.”

* Oh, yes; he can do sometbing for me
4o comes to my heart and makes m-
happy.”

“ Nonsense ! sald the nobleman, “tha
s nonsense.”

“ Oh, no; it is not nonsense ! answere’
tho Mttle evangelst. * I know it I8 the
truth, asd it makes me glad.”

The nobleman turned away, but ar
angol had touched his heart. He sough!
the little girl's Saviour, and found peger

and joy.

THE FOOLISH BOY.

Nellle came running to me the other
day, her eyes blg wilh surprise, and ex-
claimed : *“ Oh, auntie, what do Yyou
think ? You know Bertie, who llves
down the street—that little bit of a boy-
well, he smokes cigarettes, and he lIs
awful white.”

e * Then he will make a little man very
likely, if he has begun e early,” I re- -
plied.

“Yes, that I8 what Jertie says. He
steals off by himself behind the back
fence and then smokes.”

«Then he must know he is doing
wrong, and ig ashamed to be seen. ‘What
do you suppose he does it for ”

1 guess he thinks it will make him
look big. He wants to be a man, nfxd he
§g always telling us girls what he'll do
when he gots big,” saild Nellle.

He has begun the wrong way, it he
wants to grow. Tobacco will hurt his
heart and nerves. If he lives to be a
man he will be nervous, his heart will be
weak, and he will nct be the strong mau
that he might be if he had not begun this
bad habit.

A schoolboy died in Brooklyn only @
little while ago, because he had smoked
so many cigarettes, His whole body wae
sick; the poison in the tobacco had gone
all tbrough him. His skin was yellow,
his nerves were weak, and he was g0 sicl:
that he had to go to the hospital. Bu.
the doctor could not help him. He safa
just before he dled :

“ Qb, it all the boys could see me now,
and see how I suffer, they would never

smoke.”
If you would not be a smoker, do not

begin.

THE LEGEND OF ST. GREGORY.

It is related that when Gregory was
only a monk in the monastery of St. An-
driw, a beggar presented himself at the
gate, and requested alms: being gelieved,
he came again and again, and at length
was left for the charitable saint

oth n
?o bes%ow but the silver porringer in
which his mother, Sylvia, bad sent him

pottage; and he commanded that this
shouid be given to the mendicant.

It was the custom of Gregory, when he
became pope, to entertain every evening
at his own table twelve poor men, in re-
mwembrance of the number of the Lord's
apottles. One pight, as he sat at supper
with his guests, he saw, to his surprise.
not twelve, put thirteen seated at his
table. He called to his steward and sald
to him,  Did I not command thee to‘in-
vite twelve 2 and, behold, there are thir-
teen !’ 7he steward toid them over, and
remarked, “ Holy father, there are gurely
twehe only ! and Gregory held his
peace.  After the meal he called forth
the unbidden guest, and asked bim,
«Who »7. thou 2’ He replied, “I am
the poor man whom thou didst formerly
relteve; but my name is the Wondertul,
and through me thou shalt obtain what-
ever thou shalt ask of God.” Then
Gregory knew that he had entertained
an angel—or, according to another version
of the story, our Lord himself.

*“ Henry came home furious last night.”

““What was the metter, daughter 7"

“Why, mamms, I had put two szge in
his Juncheon and fosgos te cook them.™
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As Yo Meto.
BPY MARY MORRISON.

» Hit ‘em a welt, Jim.
right, .
Qit there, lazybones! Hcere we go !
Thought ye could snake it up If ye tried,
i the hill 13 a lcetle bare o snow.
\what 4 yo s’'pose 1 keep ye fur ?
Pretty pair !—a-soldierin’ me,
vt on the whip, Jim, good an thick,
What do ye lag fur * Git there! Gee !

! tern it up.”
i .“Hell turn it up, never fear,” asald the
There ! thata‘ old woman grimly, ' he knows better
{ than to hide anything from me. Once
he tried on that littie game, and I guess
he's not forgot to this day the thrashing
I glve him. But what could make the
kid give him a wholo bob ? -

“You'll have to find that out when he
comes, I know nothing cept what i ve
told you."

“I'm blest it 1l do any more work to-
day,” waa the rejoinder. -~ Tim shall
sort these rags while I spend the money,
work the young uns out flrst, thats my

11ight little Jim on the toppling load,

Catches hls lesson, quickly too,
owings Bis lash with a childish vim,

Brings it down with a loud halloo, motter.”

Git up, azybones'6 it dare, aow !~ The man smiled a grim assent, and

Lashing and slashing with ail his, then the two cronies sat ono on cach side

might, of the fire, swoking, watching, and walit-
 Learning to drive,” and his father|Ing for Tim's roturn, .
stands, Meanwhile, Tim, quite unconscious that

Laughing aloud at tha funny sight. y the lynx eyes of Bub Fletcher, granny’s

friend, bad observed him, had Leen hav-
ing a glorious time.

When he reached Dale Street after
leaving tho Argus, he saw Jouhnoie s eager
Made to feel be s in the way. Httle face watching for him from the
working hard with his feeble hands, { Window of No. 5, and, as he approached,

Tuiling at burdens beyond his strength, | the door was flung wide open.

Work it you eat. No laggards here.” O Tim, what a time you have been ™

I~ what he hears from Jim at length. | he exclalmed reproachfuily. Mother
sald she didn't think you would come
back at all.”

At the sound of Johnnle's volce, Mrs.
Dodds. came jnto the passage,

* You do not go errands very qulckly,
my boy,” she sald gravely, “1I expected
you back an hour ago.”

“He kep' me,” answered Tim, with a
backward movement of the head, to in-
dicate some distant personage. ‘I guess
tbis Jetter'll tell you why.”

Mrs. Dodds took the envelope, now
covered with dirty finger marks, and read
the contents {n silence, then, turning to
ber little boy, exclaimed. * Why, Jobn-
nie, your father never got the first mes-
sage I sent to tell him you were lost. I
expect that lad kept the penny, and never
went near the docks. However, it doesn't
matter; I have got you safe and sound.”
She finished with a warm, motherly kiss.

Tim stood looking on with a strange
feellng of envy in his heart.

“How nice it must be to have a
mother !” he thought. *“ Ncbody in the
whole world cares about me, 1 haven't a
aingle friend; it I got lost, or even if I
died, nobody would mind a bit.”

Big tears filled his eyes, but the nex.
moment he wiped them away, for Tim
had naturally a very cheerfuil disporition,
and was not the boy to cry uver troubles
that could not be helped.

Kind-hearted 3rs. Dodds, however, had
seen the tears, though she was far {rom
guessing tho cause, and her heart was
ﬁllulilldOt pity for the miserable, neglected
child,

Years roll away, as the years all do,
Father i1s ** grandps,” old ana gray,
t vilering round the nouse at Jim s,

- A3 yo measure, so unto you
Shall be measured the same agaln;
Eye for an eye, and tooth for a tooth,”
Readeth the law in accents plaln.
Mills ot the gods, that grind each day,
May grind slowly; they grind full sure.
y¢ who oppress a suffering life,
Must the oppressor's fate endure.
—0Our Animal Friends.

‘IIM'S FRIEND.

By Amnnie M. Barton.

CHAPTBR III.
OLD GRANNY BROWN.

She was not a nice obfect to look at,
as she bent over a heap of rags and bones
spread out on the floor of the cellar in
which she lived; indeed, to say she looked
horrible is pot at all too strong a term.

Blear-eyed and with a face bloated and
disfigured by long years of indulgence in
drink and other evil passions, her scanty
gray locks straggling wildly out from be-
neatk a dirty rag that did duty for a cap,
a blackened clay pipe, filled with strong
tobacco, between her 1ips, such was
Granny Brown, whom poor Tim * hated
1ike poison.”

The cellar was cold and damp and
wretched, although & good fire was burn-
ing in the rusty grate; the alr was foul
with indescribable odours arising from
the heap of refuse on the floor, and the
vld woman groaned and mumbled and
muttered to herself, as she sorted the
rags Into separate little plles.

The d~or opened and a man, an old
man, ragged, dirty, and unkempt, came
in, and went &t once to the fire, shivering,
and stretching out his hands to the wel-
come blazep,

Granny Brown took not the slightest
aotice of him. He was a neighbour, and
a sag-picker also, who lived in an ad-
jolning cellar, and bdelng somewhat
miserly in his habits, would often come
and sit by her fire jo save his own.
Strangely enough, she never objected to
him doing this, indeed, between the two
an odd sort of friendsnlp existed, ai-
though they often quarrelled violently.

“Where is the 1ad ?* ho asked pre-
sently, as he drew a three-legged stool
to the fire, and sat down as close as he
could possibly get tu the bright red coals.

“Out. He was gone when I woke up
tkis morning,” said the old woman sav-
agely.  “Ug to some of his tricks, I'l]
be bound, the idle, good for nothing
brat I meant him to sort these rags;
ugh ! how {t hurts my back to stoop ! It
be doesn’t bring in something worth hav-
ing, 'l break every bone in his body.”

“He’s got a bob; I know that for a
fact,” sald the man quietly.

With a tremendous groan, Granay
Brown straightened herself, and came to-
wards the gpeaker. -

**What d'ye mean ? Where have you
seen him 7 she demanded.

“ QL ! 8 goodish bit from here. I was
out looklng for a job when I 'spled Tim
at the door of a very decent houte a-talk-
ing to 2 woman and a kid. The kid was
a little ctap in kuickerbockers, and he'd
got hold of Tim's hand. Just as I
passed I heard him say, ‘ Youll never
give away my shilling, it’s got a hole in
it, and & string, so you can put it round
your neck;' and Tim said, * All right, I'li
keep it for ever and ever.” Tim never
ses'd me, ‘caune his back was turned, so
X kep’ dark and passed on.  Only. I

“Mr. Dodds tells me you havo had
breakfast on board ship.”

*“Yes, and a rare good tuck in it were,”
answered Tim, his eyes sparkling at the
recollectlon, ' Thers was a chap tkero,
as served out the grub, was awtul kind;
he give me this bag full of pieces to take
home, and he told me his name was John
‘Wilson, and he lives at Sunderland.
When I'm a2 man I mean to be a sailor
just like him.”

* He isn’t a sallor, he's only a steward,”
cried Johanie, proud of his superfor
knowledge; but Tim did not understand
the difference.

“Well any way, I'm golng to be a
chap Iike him, with a little room full of
boxes and drawers and cupboards, and
all sorts of good stuff inside ‘em. I
wanted him to take me this voyage as
boy to help him,; but he said I wers too
small. Never mind, though, I shan‘t al-
ways be little.”

Tim looked very brave and determined:
as he stcod there, his ragged little figure
drawn to its full height; but there was
something so pathetic in his appearance,
that tears filled the good woman's eyes.

She questioned Tim very clcsely as to
bis home and prospects in life. The
gorrowful story was soon told, and
though intenzelv sorry for the friendless
child, she saw no way of really helping
hin.

Therefore, ag many others in like cir-
cumstances do, she tried to dismiss the
subject from her mind.

* Here 18 the sixpence my husband
promised you,” she said, taking the coin
from her purse. ‘*I wish 1} could do more
for you; but we dor't live hcre, we go
back to Manchester In a few days. You
are bigger than my Johnnie, or I would
give you one of his warm jackets.”

“1 need it badly,” sald Tim, with a
rueful glance at his rr.*ged cozt; * but
you are right, missus, I'm too big to
wear anything belonging to that little
ch’{’.”
‘ Mother, dear,” crled Johnniz, *“let e
give Tim my mew silver shilling, ‘the ane
witk the Role {a t, for a keespsake. He
can put & string throvogh it and wear it

', thought l'd_ let you know In case he diAn't “

round his neck, and then he will always
remember me.”

Jotnnle darted away, and quickly re-
turned with hls treasure, which be placed
in Tim's hand,

“Dont ever, ever give it away, will
you 7" he asked carncstly.

*But. my dear, the litile boy may
want to spend 1t for food,” remonstrated
Mrs. Dodds.

“Not my now silver shilling,” cried
Johnute. *Say you wil pever give it
away."

I wont, honest and true,”
Tim, oot it I'm starving.”

If you care to call here to-moriow,
my boy,” sald Mrs. Dodas, * I will give
you something to eat, you wil be hungry
again lung before that time. e, ‘0 though
you have had such a good breakfast this
morning."

* Thank ye, mlissus, I'll turn up, never
fear,” sald Tim, as he stuod on tho steps,
and it was then Bob Fletcher passed snd
heard little Johannie say, *“ You'll never
glve away my shilling, it's got & holo In
It and a string, so you can put It round
your neck.”

* All right, wered Tim, but, poor
boy, had h¢ o.., Kouen it, it was all
wrong.

As he walked sluwly In the direction
of home, he pondered the avents of the
n;ornlng with feclings uf great satisfac-
tion.

*I never had such a lucky day in my
Iife as this has been,” he thought. * A
great big breakfast, a bag of grud, a
tanner and a bob—a real silver shillin‘;
my ! ain’t it a beauty ? with a hole in it
and a string (a red string too), just as the
Httle chap sald.”

Tim took out his treasure, rubbed it
still brighter on his ragged slceve, and,
the rain baving ceased, stood still, the
better to look and admire. He hung the
red string round his neck aad strutted
along. “I've got a ticker! What would
Granny Brown say if she knew ?
Wouldn't she coller it in quick sticks ?
But she'll never catch sight of this
beauty. I s'pose I'll have to turn up the
tanner, or she'll be dowa on me for stay-
ing out so long. 1I'd get on a deal better
it I were on my own hool.”

At this mement a church clock i{n the
vicinity struck twelve, and at the sound
Tim looked up in amazement.

“Well! Twelve o'clock already! I'd
better.make tracks.” And, sulting the
action to the words, Tim set off as fast as
his legs could carry hins.

He did not pause even to draw breath
until he arrived at the entrancs of the
dirty court-yard in which was his home.
There, Lowever, before ontering, Tim
darted rapidly to the right, and disap-
peared in a tumble-down old building that
had been condemned as a dwelling place.
In some mysterious recess he hid the
precious shilling, and then, with the bag
of pleces on his back and the sixpence
in his hand, he ran lightly down the
cellar steps and opened the door.

“ Where've you been, you little imp 2
growled the old woman hefore the boy
could speak. “T'll teach you better man-
ners than to go out without s0 much as
by y're leave.”

“I've had good luck to-day,” crled Tim,
eager to propitiate his cruel guardian.
** Look ’ere, all this lot of good vict'als
—opening the bag, and pouring its cou-
tents upon the table. * See, Dlcces of
ham, and ple, and cheese, and all sorts;
ain't it grand 7"

In spite of herselt the old woman
looked slightly mollified. It was not
often she saw such food, and when she
tasted a bit of ple and found it exceed-
ingly good the ominous frown disap-
peared froms her brow,

Bob Fletcher also came to the table
and picked out a few of the most dainty
morsels; but his appetite for food was
small, drink had long since destroyed {it.

* And here,” sald Tim, producing the
coin from his pocket, “is a real whole
tanner, what was give to me by a lady
for taking home her Httle boy as was

snawered

lost. So I've been in luck to-day,
haven't I 2"
Granny Brown took the sixpence,

looked at it, rang it upon the table, and
then coolly put it into her pocket.

* 8o far, 80 good,” she remarked grim-

Iy: “ now turn out the bob.”
. Tim looked at her in the greatest ap-
parent surprise. He had Dpever been
taught that it was wrong to tell lles or
to steal.

“1 don't know what you wmean; I
haven't got another blessed cent,” he
protested earnestly. ‘I think a wanner
wag pretty good pay jJust for takin’ a
little chap home."”

For a moment the old woman hesi‘ated;
the boy seemed to be gpeaking the truth,
and probably Bob Fletcher was mistaken
in the amournt he had received

She jglanced inquiringly round, and,
with am evil look, the old man 3ald:
“What adent the skillieg with 2 hole in

it and a atring to harng 11 mund Youge
aeck 7%
(To be contirusd b

LIVING IN A HURRY.

Nowalays & large nuinber of penple
suffer from unneccasary excitement. A
physician, who 1z a specialist In nervous
discases, declares that a young weman
under hia chargo was literally killing
horselt by too rapld movoments.

" She is not satizfied,” he aald, * with
golng about and doling thingw in & quiet
orderly way, but actually rushes through
with her work, and continually avertaxes
herself, She cannot be convinred that
a littlo moro dellberation might accom
plish just as much, and savo her strength
80 firmly {s this hadit of haste upon her
that she will run up and down stalrs
wher, thero Is no need for hurry. and.
indeed, when thero 1s no possible pretext
for doing it.”

The doctor's prescription was. A gooi!
deal mure deliberation, a large amount
of rest and occupatlon.

The world §s full of pcople who are
rusking themselves to ruln of hcealth as
fast as they can go. They not only rush,
but worry, and, Letween these two, sub-
Ject their nervous systems to more wear
and tear than anything short of wrought
steel could endure.

NEIGEBOURS THE OTHER SIDE.

A minister was soliciting ald for forelgn
missions and applied tu a gentleman, whe
refused him with the reply . = I don’t be-
Heve in forelgn missions; I want what I
givo to benefit my noighbour.”

** Well," replied he, ** whom do you re-
gard as your neighbour 7™

* Why, those arocund me."”

“ Do you mean those whose land joins
yours ?” inquired the minister.

. YQS,"

* Well,” said the minister, ** how much
land do you own ?”

** About five hundred acres.”

‘“How far down do you own ?"

** Why, I never thought of it before.
but I suppose I own about hslf way
through.”

* Exactly,” sald the clergyman, 1
suppose you do, and 1 want the mopey
for the New Zealanders—tho men whose
land join yours on the bottom.”

A PARABLBE.

One night & man tovk a little taper out
of 8 drawer 2ad h*.ed 1t, and began
agcend a long, winding mair. Where
are you golng ?" said the taper. “Awu)
high up,” sald the man; * higher than the
top of the house where we siecp.”

- And what are you going to do there?”
{ said the taper.

t 1 am going to show the ships vut ag
| sea where the harbour Is, s&td the man.
| “ For we stand here &t the cutrance to
the harbour, and some ships far out un
the stormy sea may be luoking out {ur
light even now.”

< Alas! no sbip could ever seg my
light,” said the taper, it is8 so very
small.”

1 " if your iight 1s smaiyg,” said the man

" keep it burntng bright, and leave s
'rest to me.”
| Well, when the man got up to the top
| of the lighthouse, for this was a light-
| house they were in, he touk the littic
| taper, and with it lighted the great
lamps that stood ready there with their
polished reflectors behind them.

You who think your little light ot so
small sccount, can you not seo what God
may oo with it ? Shine—and leave the:
rest to him.—~The Wellspring.

MANN'S ADVICE TO BOYS.

Horace Mann gives this bit of advice to
boys : * You aro made to bo kind, boys:
generous, magonani{mous It there ig n
boy in the schooi who has a club-foot.
don’t let him know you ever saw it If
there I8 & boy with ragged clothes, don’t
talk about rags in hik hearing. 1If there
is a8 lame boy, agsign bimm some part in
tho game that don’t require running 1f
there is a hungry one give bim part ¢¢
yuur dinner. If there is a dull one,
help him to get his lessons 1t
here f8 a bright ope bhe not
ecnvious of hfm: for if aone boy s
‘proud of his talents ard ancther is en-
vious of them, there aro two great wrongs
and no more talent than before. If a
+ lJarger or stronger boy injured yon and
| 18 sorry for ft, forgise him. Al the
{ school will show by their countenancs
| bow much betier it is than to have a
sreat fuss. And remember who aaid,
‘Love your emsmiss,’ 2ad ‘bMese them
which curse yoa.'"”
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PETRIFIED TREE TRUNK.

When My Mothor Tucked Me In
BY BREITY GAKLANI,

Ab, tho quaint and curlous earving
On the poste of that old hed !

There were long-beaked, queer old grifling
Wettring «rowns upon thelr head;

And they flercely looked down on me
With a cold, sardonic grin,

! was not afrald ot grifllns,
When my mother tucked me in.

What cared I fur dismal shadows,
Shifting up and down the floor,
Ir the bleak and grewsome wind gusts
Heating ‘gainst the close-shut door,
)r the rattllng of the windows,
Al}l the outslde noise and din ?
! was safe and warm aud happy
When my mother tucked me fn.

3weot and asoft her gentle flngers,
As they touched my sunburnt face;
Sweet to me the wafted odour
That enwrapped her dalnty lace;
Then a pat or two at parting,
And a good-night kiss between;
\ll my troubles were forgotten
When my mother tucked mo in.

Now the stricken years have borne me
Far away from love and home;

Al ! no mother leans above me
In the nights that go and come.

But it gives me peace and comfort,
When my heart Is sore within,

Just to lie right still and, dreaming,
Think my mother tucked me in.

9 the gentle, gentle breathing
To her dear heart's gofter beat,
And the guiet, quiet moving
Ot her soft-shod, willing feet !
And, Time, one boon I ask thee,
Whatsoe'er may bo my sin,
When I'm dying let me see her
As she used to tuck me In
—~The Watchman.

AN AGATE FOREST.

Some, wenderful specimens of agate
niom Arizona were lately exhibited by
e woll-known house of Tiffany & Co.,
Now York City. This agate is * petrified
wood,” but like no other petrified wood
previously discovered. The colouring is
trilliant and beautiful; glowing red; the
delicate blending and tinting of grays,
blues, and greens, with here and there a

.glistening quartz crystal, make a rare
cembination,

Those beautiful slabs—two or three
feet across—were sawn from great stone
logs. The perfect likeness of the tree
i3 there—concentric rings, the radiating
lines, the rough, gnarled bark, and even
every koot, has its facsimile in the stcne.

Petrifications 1n wood nave been dis-
covered before, but they have been in
neutral uints; the size and richoess of
the colouring are what render this recent
discovery remarkable, for, previous to
this, agates thirteen inches in diameter
were considered large.

The finding of this agate forest, as it
tnght property be termed, Is interesting.

\When the Apache chief, Geronimo, led
the fronticrsmen such a ifvely chase in i
Arizona, he ran better than he knew.
During the pursuit of the Indians, the,
heart of the Apache couniry was pene- |
trated. It was ¢n one of these wild
chases that a cowboy named Adams found '
tumself in the remute and before undis-
covered petnifica forests of Arizona.

As soon as possible the discoverer re-
ported his wonderful fina to the Governor
of Arvizona. i{fs stury was laughed at.

All right,” sald the cowboy, “if my
story Isn't true, I'N bear the expenses of
the journey there and back."

Tho story was true, and there, prone
in the depths of the lava dosert they ’
naw ths remsins of a forest, changed

fnto brilliant-hued, translueent
ngate, held fn form by the
petrified bark, overy ridge and
knot perfectly translated. For
nges the water, Impregnated
with sillea, played over and
amongat theso forest trees,
wearing the wood away, and,
vell by cell, atom by atom, re-
piniing it *y the stone

. It 18 assumed that powerful
R s veers may have burst forth.
ur it with thelr heated waters
«overed this forest, and then,
perhaps, after centuries, set-
tted away, leaving as monu-
tnents of their work these
agate petriflcations.  Stumps,
trees, twigs, fallen logs, are
ail represented in the beauti-
sl stone.

‘Ihe cutting and polishing
o these great agates is a
work of exceedlng difficuity.
Ihire fhve days were con-
~umed In sawing acruss one
of the stone logs. No stecl
instrument can make an im-
ines<ion, can even seratch the polished
»pecimen on exhibition. Dlamond dust
and saws with diamond tecth alone will
cut them.

Of course, much of the work must be
done on the spot. Hence a fortlfied
camp has been set up-in the Arizona wil-
derness, and hero are sawn out the blocks
and slabs of agate.

BE TRUE.

Be true to your parents. You are under
obligations higher and greater than you
can possiliy think. Yon must honour
these obligations with the utmost fldelity,
with expression of respecrt and floyal
obedience.

Be true to yourself. You owe duties
to yourself of the highest order. Wae do
not mean that you are to consider sel-
fishly your own {intcrests regardless of
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GOLDEN TEXT.

The Son of man came not to be minig-
tered unto, but to minister —Mark 10. 45.

HOME READINGS.

The birth of Jesus.—Luke 2. 1-16.
The child Jesus visits Jerusalem.—
Luke 2 41-52,

The baptism and temptation of
Jesus.—Matt. 3. 13 to 4. 11.

The first disciples of Jesus.—John 1.
35-46.

Jesus and Nicodemus.—John 3. 1-18.
Jesus at Jacob's well.—John 4, 5-26.
.lleilisuhenllng in Capernaum.—Mark

Time and Places.—From B.C. 5 to A.D.

M.
Tu.

w.
Th.
F

S.
Su.

PETRIFIED T3EE,

the rights of others. But you must make
of yourself the noublest man or the
noblest woman that you are capable of.

Be true tv your Sunday-schuol and
church. Here §s the field in which your
life-work is to be cast. Do not speak
with disparagement of your church or
Sunday-school, of your minister, super-
intendent, or teacher. If your church
or school is smaller, or your house of
worship less eclegant, than somebody
clse’s, remember that God haa use for the
smaller as well as for the larger things,
for the sparrow or humming-bird as well
as for the eagle, for the insect as wel] as
for the elephant, for the littlo brook as
well as for the great river, for the child
as well as for the man. Your church
and school have thelr mission in the
world. Be true to them, and help them
perform the mission best.

Be true to your God. Every com-
mandment given by him i3 jure and
holy. To obey them fs for your best
welfare, in this world and in the mext.
Thorough loyalty to truth, to right, to
all that is pure and elevating, is the gure
road to a noble character and 1ife.

28. During the time covered by this
quarter's lesson Jesus was born in Beth-
Ichem of Judeu; was taken to Jerusalem
1o be formally “presented” {n the temple;
was-taken in flight from Herod's cruel.y
into Egypt, and was brought back to
Nazareth in Galilee, where the years of
his childhood were spent. He was taken
to Jerusalem when twelve years old;
then lived In privacy eighteen years in
Nazareth of Galllee; went to John the
Baptist in the region about the Jordan

‘10 be baptized; was tempted in the wil-

derness; returned to the Jordan, where
he called his first disciples; went to Cana
in Galllee, and from there to Capernaum;
appeared suddenly in Jer salem at the
passover, April 11, A.D. 27; baptized for
a while in Judea, spent two days in min-
istry In Samaria, and began his work in
Galilee; was refected at Nazareth and
removed to Capernaum; made his first
preaching tour in Galllee.

I. Recall the Title and Golden Text
of cach lesson. Theee are the threads
upon which are strung the pearls of this
quarter's lesson,

1I. Draw an outline map of Palestine,
and locate tho following places thereon:

1. Judea, with Bethlechem and Jerusa-
lem.

2. Samaria, with Jacob's well.

3. The wilderness; where John preached;
where Jesus was tempted.

4. The Joidan,

6. Nacareth,

8. Capernaum. .

I11. State the principal teaching of each
lesson.

IV. Find out how many miracles we
have learned of.

V. Recall the advice given by Jesus to
John's disciples :

1. To Nlcodemus.

2. To the woman at the well of Samaria

3. To the people of Nazareth, etc,
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Drill or Golden Texts for Review and
impress the unselfishness of Jesus’ lite.
Draw out enough details in each lesson
to make sure that the story is recalled,
but fix the attention upon the special
lesson truth, and make the children feel
that the texts are indeed ** Golden.”

O to follow thee each day
In the lowly blessed way
That the holy Saviour trod,
Leading lost ones back to God !

During a temperance campaign a
lawyer was discussing very learnedly the
clauses of the proposed temperance law.
An olg farmer, who bad been listening
attentively, shut his knife with a snap,
and said : “I don't know nuthin’ about
the law, but I've goi seven good reasons
for votin’ for it.” “ What are they ?"’
asked the Jawyer. And the grim old
farmer responded, “ Four sons and three
daughters.”

QAN

Rev. ], Jackson Wray's

3

“ A Song O Sixpence,” for * Th
Bairos Cloh o' oF %0 35
The Man with the Kna, 3 or,
The Miller of Bum 'Leef
Cloth ...ciivinvinnnnnan cesien. B4
‘Primrogse Garth. Cloth.......... 35
Jack Horner the Second. Cloth.. 50
Peter Pongellv; or, As Trneas th
Glock.g l(lﬂoth..f ..... m ...... ? 50
Matthew Mellowdew. A Story
with More Heroes than One.... &0 £
Nestleton Magna. Cloth.......... 60
Paul Megzgitt's JDelusion, and
Other Tales. Cloth...... vee. €O
Simon Holmes, Carpenter., Cloth 60
The Secret of the Mere; or, Under
the Surface. Cloth...... vee. 100
The Red, Red Wine, A Temperance
Story. Clotk.............. veee 100
A Noble Vine; or, Practi
Thouxlhts on Our Lerd's Last
Parable. Cloth............... 1090,
Chronicles of Capstan Cabin; or,
the Children’s Hour. Cloth.. 1259
Wil It Lift? A S'ory of a London
Fog. Cloth.... .. ... ... 125
“A Man Bvery Inch of Him;”
or, The Stgy of Frank Fuller-
ton'’s School Days. Cloth.... 125
Honest John Stallihras. Cloth.. } 25§
Betwixt Two Fires. Cloth........ 1259
Garton Rowley; or, the Leaves
m the of & Master
Mariner. Cloth............ . 195
Old Crusty’s Niece. Cleth..... .. 125§
WE PAY POUTAGE.
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