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THY EBLL OF ATRIL.

THE BELL OY JUSTICE.

- A beautiful story i{s told that in one
¥, of the old clities of Italy, the King caused
f a bell to be hung in a tower in one of
the public squares, and called it a * Bell
of Justice,” and commanded that any-
R one who bad been wronged should go
3 and ring the bell, and 8o call the magls-
trate of the city and ask and recelve jus-
B tice.
g And when, in course of time, the bell-
rope rotted away, a wild vine was tied to
% it to lengthen it ; and one day an old
§ and starving horse, that had been aban-
doned by its owner, and turned out to
die, wandered into the tower, and, in
B trying to eat the vine, rang the bell
% And the magistrate of the city, coming
M v sc2 who had rung the bell, found this
¥ old and starving horse. And ke caused
B the owner of the horse, in whose service
B* he had toiled and been worn out, to be
P summoned bofore him, and decreed that,
%$ a3 thia poor horse had rung the * Bell of
X Justice,” he should have justice, and
# that during the horse’s life his owner
s should provide for him proper food, ard
84 drink, and stable.
EX The poet Longfellow thus tells the
NR story of the Knight of Atri and his steed
N b vercs :

& He so0ld his horses, eold his hawks and
3 hounds,

Reated his vipeyards and his garden-
grounds,
&% Kept but ]t;ne steed, his favourite steed
N of all,

To starve and shiver in a2 naked stall,

And day by day sat brooding in his chair.
R Devising plans how best to hoard and

spare.

At length he said : * What is the use or
need

WP To keep at my own cost this lazy steed.
8 Lating his head off in my stables here.

R When rents are low and provender Is dear*
BS Lot bim go feed upon the pudlic ways :

E 1 want him only for the holidays.”
48 So the old steed was turned into the heat
$% O! the Jong, Ionely, silent, shadeless
e street ;
B% And wandered in suburban lanes f{orlorn
& Barked at by dogs, and torn: by brier and

- thorn.

3¢ One aftornoon, as In that sultry clime

B4 It is the custom in the summer time,

M With bdolted doors and window-shutters
closed.
E The Inhabitants of Atri slept or dozed :

B When suddenly upon their senses fell

@8 The lond alarm of the accusing bell !

&3 The Syndic started from his deep repose,
B Turned on his ccuch, and hstened, and
. then rose,

Mk And donned his robes, and with reluctant

‘Where the grest dbell upoa its
crogs-beam swung

Relterating with  persistent
tongue,

In balt articulate jargon, the
old song ;

** Somv one hath dote a wrong,
hath done a wrong !”

But ere he reached the belfry's
light arcade

He saw, or thought ho saw,
beneath {ts shade,

No shape of human form of
woman bora,

But a poor steed dejected and

forlorn

Who with uplifted head and
cager eye,

Was tugging at the vines of
briony.

“ Domeneddio ¥ cried
Syndic straight,
“ This {8 the Knight of Atri's steed of
gtate !
He calls for justice, being sore distressed,
And pleads his cause as loudly as the
best.”

the
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Tho Knight wus called and questioned .

in reply

Did not confess the fact, did not deny ,

‘I'reated the matter as a pleasant jest,

And set at naught the Syndic and the
rest,

Maintaning in an angry undertone,

That he should do what pleased him with
his own.

And thereupon the Syndlc gravely read

The piviialnation of  the Hing, then
safd @

“Priac goth forth on horseback grand
and gay,

Bat e s back on foot, and begs {ts
way ;

Fame is the fragrance of heroic deeds,

Of flowers of chivalry and not of weeds !

These are famillar proverbs, but I fear

They never yet have reached your
knightly ear.

What fair renown, what honour, what
repute,

Can come to you fromn starving this poor
brute ,

He who serves
merits more

well and speaks not

THL 6oLk FULLING THE BELL OF JU3I1 & A ATLL

Mcanwhi.c from street and lane a noisy
crowd

Had rolled together like a summer cluald.

And told the story of the wreiched beast

In fivc-and-twenty diffcrent wags at
least,

With mach gesUcuiation and appeal

‘To heathsn gods, in tholr cwesive seal

Than thry
door ?

Theiveoo e aw deocrees that as this
steed

Sersed sou in yoath, henceforth you
shall iake heed

To comfort h.s o.d age, and o provide

Sxaltor i stall, and faoé 2ad Seld beaide.”

who Jlamour loudest at the

The Knight withdrew abashed ; tho peo-
ple all

Led home the steod in tritmph to hie
stall,

The King heard and approved,
laughed in glee,

And cricd alcud  “Right woll 1t pleascth

and

me !

Church-bells at best but ring us to the
door ;

But gu no' into mass, my doll doth
more ;

It (ometh into court and pleads the
cause

Of creaiures dumb and unknown to the
laws ;

And this shall maXe, in every Christian
clime,

The bell of A'ni famoua for all time.
Aims and Objects of the Toronto Hu-
mane Soclety.

A BOY WORTH HAVING

A few evenings gince I heard a lady
|ay to a gentleman ealler, laying a hand
caressingly upon the shoulder of a boy
of ten YeRrs :

“This 18 my little man. e nover uges
slang, never gwenrs, never sald a saucy
word to his parents {n his life ; does
whatever he {3 told, and Is a boy his
mother can trust {mplicitly. We ure
vory proud of our baby, § assuro you."

“ Ah.” sald the visitor (who i{s a man
of extensive businvsa relations), * that ia
the kind of boys men are madoe of ™

And he immediately commenced cast
ing about to sce 1f he had no need of
<nurh a hov in hia establishment There
were severnl gitnations he could offer,
but the mother shoor her head, smiling,
and said :

“No, he {8 in school now, and I want
him to fit nimself for the highest position
e can reach.”

When the visitor was retiring, he sald
to the happy parerts ©

“Such a bo) §s beyvond price, and you
are rich. indeed, In your possesaion ™

Now, littl2 boys. what do you think of
such a2 boy ? A boy who never swears.
nover uses slang phrares, nor s saucy.
nor disobedient. and whom his mother
can ‘rust?  DId you ever think how
much that means *

*Whom his mother can trust v

Do vyou know that is the highest re-
commendation a boy can carry into the
world with him. It means =0 .nuch, and
only what s good and werthy of aspiring
to.

And this litle Doy I8 not a pale,
~ goody-goody * boy, who exists only {n
stories. He i1s a bricht, manly lttie fel-
low, loves his skates his marbles, his
ball, and, oh, dearly loves to play ! And
sometimes it 18 a great trial to leave his
sport and run erran‘ds that seem always
to claim bis time.—Exchange.

ALCOHOLTC DEATH RATE.

Dr. Nerman Kerr, a distinguiahed Eng-
lish physician, referring to the death
rate from alcohnl, xays * “Dr. Richardson
gave it as his opinfon, some time ago.
that ‘were Enrland converted to tem-
perance, the vitality of the nation would
be fncrezsed one-third In value: or, in
other worda, nearly 227,000 llves would
be xaved to us cvery year.'” Thia is a
suirtling statement ; but. altar careful
snseatigation, Dr. Kerr thinks 1t mach
nearer the truth than many were sup-
poscd to bellove. His own calculations
give 200.000 as the number of deaths re-
solting from Irinking. of which 128,000
may be traced to drunkennoss, and the
rest 1o more o; lesa medersta caes of
slcohal



PLEASANT HOURS.

‘“ A Bonnle Placn.”

(On the death, in the Drechin In-
firtnary, of the tinker boy who gaid, near
bis end, “ I'm gucin® to a bounte place.”)

“I'm gaeln' awa® fruo cauld an® snaw,
A bonule pliee to 4-0 ;
The Miuuster o yon Honulo Hoose
Has made a place for me.
Ha perds me nun, I'm gacin® awa’
To where I'll see His faco,
JAn’ aye llve ut his hia' sae braw—
Ay, you's u bonue place.

* Juist ance gi'n me, afore 1 dee,
A drink to wot my moo—

There, thank ye, put the tinnje past,
Nuae mair I'll nend i noo.”

He thanked them wi' bis atest breath
For kindness they had shown ;

Then o er hii stole tho slecp o' death,
‘Tho spirlt noo had flown.

‘Mang fthers gane will ony ken,
Up In the Shephard's fauld,
Which was the Jittie ttnker boy,
That wander't in tae cauld ?
Or whi'h the lamb frae bigein® braw
(Where hardships never press),
When baith are in the far awa,
Safe {n that * bonnie place.”
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WATCHED OVER

A Scotch school journal receatly pub-
lished the following pathotic anecdote *

‘The crack batsman of & school cricket
team was the only son of a gentleman
who for many ycars had been biind., He
had played and love: %“e game in his
boyhood, and when his son was old
enough to take a part in it, he wonld be
led to tho field every time hoe plaved.
and anxtously follow cevery stroke
through the eyes of his compantons. Up-
on rewurming home, the game was eager-
1y discusscd, and the son advised in
every deiatl.

Last summer the father diod snddenly.
The uext week, to the surprise of the
scheol, Tom, who mourned bitterly for
his father, asked to take s place in the
team. 1o played with unusual care and
brilliancy, and when the game was over
went to the umpire.

“How did I play?” he asked, anxiously.

** Never detter ; you outdid yourself,”
was the reply.

" Beeause,” the oy sald. as he turned
away, it wans the first time my fathar
cver saw me bat.”

To many of the devout, imaginative
Scoteh, the palns and picasuces ot the
future world seem to be more real than
they are tc the more literal Americans.
A dcad mother Is thought to keep con-
stant cloge watch over her children.

“ ¥y fatder.” says John Lindsay. in
s = Deczilentionn” “disd when I waz o

boy, nnd 1 was taught to believe him
constamtly near me. Nothing could have
hud a stroag: r restrajut npon a turbalent
yoatll than the belfef jn the unseen pre-
e of this guardian whom [ knew to
be not only a salnt, but a gallaal aoldler
al a noble geatlemun.”

It we fall to  rexlize and to be lm-
pressed by the great truth embodied in
the wordg, * Thon Gord seest ;e It cer-
taln'y Is not Lhwise to belune, even n
the darkness of oar chamber, as if wateh-
tul eyey of departed friends looled upon
us."”

MR. GLADSTONE IN A NEW LIGHT

Tho Rev Newman Hall tells in The
New Age, recently, an interesiing story
of Mr Gladstone, relatedd to hum by Sir
Francts Crossley. Whea Mr. Gladstone
was Chancellor of the Ixchequer, he
uscd to go to the Church of St. Martin's-
{n-the-Flelds, which, as many people
know, overlooks Trafalgar Square. One
day Sir Francis was dining with the
vicar, who had recently been to see a
glck erussing sweeper. The vicar asked
the crossing sweeper it anyone had late-
ly visited hiim,

“Yes, Mr. Gladstono,” apswered the
fnvalld.

“ But how came he to sco you " asked
the viecar.

“Well,” answered the crossing sweeper,
“he had always a nice word for me when
he passed my c.ass'ng, and when I was
not there he missed me. He asked my
mate, who had taken my place, where I
was, and when he heard that T was 113,
lhe asked my address, and when he was
told e ut it down on paper. So hc
called to see me.”

“And what did he
vicar.

“Why, he reaé some Bible to me and
prayed,” was the answer.

do 7" asked the

BICYCLES AND 300KS.

T had the bleycle fev:r last year, and
hadl 1t bad v fatl-r Lought me a
wheel, and T ronld think of nothing but
the pleasure of riding it. 1 got up early
ifn the mornire and took a spin, then
aurther after selcol, anl when sapper
was over I rode {wo or three Liours more.
1 teck long iourneys with the boys on
Satvrlay, an! even tricd o find an ex-
enze 10 rite an Sonday Wl T was In
the hi'gl ochn-l, Junicr 3ear, and father
and mother were anxious to have me
pace fer the S-rlor class. Rat algeLra,
geometry chemistry, Latin were nothing
t~ mr T had no time for lessons the
wheol tank §t. Examlination day came,
ard I was a flat fallure. Then I began
to think T had been plarinz too mich
ta know anveving. The old aying, ¢ Al
work and no play makes Jack a dull
hoy." was reversed in my case. Besides,
1 was getting pigeon-tom] and bowed-
tacked, and sone  twentieth-centary
scfent!sr might take my skeleton for a
“opeterte Pk So. all things con-
siderel. T have declded to preserve my
form as God made it, and do my work
beofore T indulge in bicrcle-riding or any
other fun.

Z0W CHILDREN EARN THEIR
PENNIES IN NEWFOUNDLAND
BY TRV. FREDERIC F. J. L1OYVD.

The Jsland of Newfoundland i, in tho
early summer, a busy scenec. Every Ht-
tle scttiement of the thousands that
fringe its coast is like a bee-hive. All
the setilers of every sex. age. and con-
Mirfan, are husvy from carlv morn to
dewy eve. The fathers, brothers, and
sone are ont in the fiching-hnats. Iang
before dawn, piving lhiook and line in
pursuit of the finestimable cod,~—the
staple product of Newfoundland. The
fich hite beet in the ecarlvy morning. and
therefore unless he and his familv are
to suffer the Wwiv ard prrdant father
kantws that hire must ha up Loefore the
cad and at work oan the fishing-grounds
when the voraclous fich flap thelr talls
and begin to forage {or breakfast

So lang as tha fich are h'ing freely,
there 18 a good deal of execltement among
the crew of the fishing-hoat - but when
they bave censed, a2 dullness falls wpom

them, and they clther go to sleep or haul
up thetr anchior and go ashore.

‘Troops of little ones always await the
arrival of the bnats, and there §s great
refmang when  daddy’s boat is well
Inden with fish,

In a few moments the largest boat-
load of fish 1s thrown up, by means of
long forks, from the boats Into the aress-
Ing-honse, which stands at the end of a
whar! projecting a few yards jnto lhe sea,
Into wlueh the offal {s permittod to fall.
The children stand around waiting for
the heads of the cod, from whieh they
carefully extract the tongue,—a deliclous
morsel, —enre, and, with thelr parents’
consent, preserve for the trader, from
whom they will receive payment as their
own speetal privilege,

And baw rany of the pennies of the
Hitle Nowfoundland chlidren thus earn
o to the support of God's church, no
one can say, but I know they are very
numerous.

When the tish have been dressed and
salted, then comes the process of drving.
Hore agan the little ones make them-
gelvee very useful. The fish are all sun
dried, and are Jaid on flat rocks every
morning, where they remain ail day, un-
ti} they are well cured. They have to be
frequently turned, and' thls s the work
of the chlldren. The fIsh are sometimes
so large and he2vy that it takes more
than one palr of tiny hands to turn
them 3 but then all hands in Newfound-
lard are willing hands, and no work
suffers for the lack of them.

Then, In the fall, when the trading
veasele arrlte, what a time of excitemant
it s for all, bat especially for the chil-
dren ! “The trading schootwr's cabin is
firtedd up like 2 colty store. and along the
well-arranged shelves there lic the at-
tractive paants and musiins and ribbons
and hate tmat delight the girls, and the
whips and teops and pistols and other
things that gladden the eyes o. the bays.
Thers are candles, too, of every kind,
and story-books, and a thousand other
articles, the very sight of which does
the hearis of the youthful Newlound-
landers good. But all these things are
very dear. and by the ume the children
have put by their money for the church.
and have bought a little gift for daddy
or mammy, there 18 not very much left
for themusdives,  But, little or much, they
are always content.

If we had to earn our peanles in the
fame hard and uncertain way as these
Htile northern children, 1 fancy we
should at the same time learn something
of their true value. Perhaps, too, we
should increase our offering to God's
work.~S. 8. Times.

-

MIXED PICKLES.

Some butterfiles have as many as
20,000 distinct eyes.*

‘The catacombs of Rome contain the ro-
mains of about 6,000,000 people

Sir Walter Raleich had a court st of
armour of solid gold inlaid with jewels.

Pliny says four hundred years were
spen* {- Duilding the Temple of Diana
at Ephesus.

Many sults of armour worn n the
fourteenth century welghed 175 pounds
each.

When the Duteh natlon was crazyr ever
tulips $2,200 was paid for a sirgle bulb,

Matehes to the va'ue of $185.7%%.2%9 are
annually counstmed thranr havt the wor'l,

It human dwellings were ronstricted
on the same proportionate scale as the
ant-hills of Afrien, private resldences
would be a mile high.

At banquets, in Queen Ellzabeth’s time,
every guest came twith his spoon in his
poclket.

A sperk of gold weighing the millionth
part of a graln may bo ecasily scen by
the naked cye.

A drop of cactor of! in the ove to re-
move n foreign body is sald to be as
eflicacious as flaxseed.

The puarchasing power of money in the
days of the Roman emprrors was about
ten tipes what it is at present.

Thr meet wor’er’ | veogetable In the
world is the trufile ; it has neitker roots,
st leades, flovers nor seeds. .
The largest sum over offered for a
dlamond was £2,150.000, by the Prince of
Hyderabad, In'"a, for the * Imperial.”

Edison i< now at work with a plan to
grease the sldes of ships so that they
will alip through the water more realily.

The first mention of money in ths
Scriptures was Abrabam™ purchase of a
sepulchiro, for 400 shekels of allver, B.C.
1860, .

The most valunhle ot modetn paintings §
{8 Melssonler's ** 1814, which was bought
by a Frenchman for $170,000.

The Shah of Persia and the Sultan of §
Turkey ecach possesses asprayer mat, or §
rug., made of diamonds and pearls, and
valued at $2,600,000 aplece.

Think of paying $250,000 for a singla
meal. ‘That i3 what a wealthy Roman
once did, when he wished to impress a
dozon guests with his disregard for
riches,

The reglon between the first and see.
ond cataructgs of the Nile is the hottest
on the globe. It never ralns there, and
the natlves do not belleve forcigners who
tell them that water can descend from
the sky.

THE CONTRAST.

Dr. Lees draws the _contrast: * The §
home and the drink shop are not for the
same man. He must elect. We cannot
serve two masters. Which, then, wih
you serve? There i no aflinity—no
common tendency and' helpfulness—be-
tween the home and the drink shop. Put J
them side by side, watch thelr alms,
thelr means, their ends, and you will sce
they are as different as light from dark-
ness, as hostlle as virtue to vice, as an-
tagonistic as food to poison. Home fis
the cradle of innocence, the temple of
truth, the nursery of affection. The drink
shop is the fountaln of demoralization,
the nest of disease, the sepulchre of hope.
Over the home the anzels of love and
purity presi-de ; in the brewery and in
the beer house, in the distillery znd in
the dram shop, the evil spirits of Iust.
appetite and avarice rule and reign su- §
preme.”

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING 'rOPIC.
April 19, 1898.

God’s glory in his works.--Psalm 8. 1-4.

There is nothing great but God. K
welghs the mountains in scales and the
hills in a balance. He I3 the great and
the Holy One that inhabiteth eternity,
who dwelleth in the highest heavens.
Wherever you look you behold evidence
of his handiwork. Ervery atom of matter
which the universe contains is evidence
of hls power and skill.

CHII DREN NOTICED.

God has always loved children. Xe
has often used them to accomplish his
purposes of mercy. ;
mony of children has proved a great con- §

trast to the daring blasphemy and boast- .
fulness of wicked men. Christ joved chil- ES

dren, and even held them forth as ex-
amples to thelr seciors. In our day, §
children and young people are coming to
the front as they never did before. The
thousands of our l.cagues and Christian
Endeavours are to be socleties of pralss
to our heavenly Father.

A CONTRAST.

Verses 3 and 4. The heavens declare i
the glory ot God.

he was right. What can be so beautiful f
as the starry heavens, what so sublime
as the brillilant sun aad shining moon
How feeble an object is man when con-
trasted with these! We should dbe ready
to regard mankind as truly insignificant
and scarcely worthy of the dlvine notice

Rev. Dr. J. W. Bashford, president of
the Ohio Wesleran University, In a pud-
lic address recently In Cleveland, sald
that “a caretul study of God's Word
shows that there are two kinds of wine
fo the Bible”” He has lald himselt
Hable to be called *no scholar” by the
champions of the one-wine theory.

Several weeks ago, Rev. Chas, A. Mac- B
namara, of the North Dakota Conference §
of the Methodist Episcopal Church, who
has been active in prosecuting vlolaters
of the Prohibition law, wus set upon by
& gang of roughs at Cando, N.D., and
severely beaten and kicked.  The leader
of the dband has been arrested, convicted
and sentenced to thirty days in jall, and
to pay 2 Ane of $100.

The (faithful test!- B8

Dr. Young says:
“ Jin undevout astrocomer {s mad,” and B
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The Two Knights.
BRY YIRGINIA WOODWARD CLOUD,

The road went up, the road went down,
A hill-top ross hetween,

Tbere mot two knights upon {ts crown,
Buch clad in armour's sheen.

Sir Rueful and Sir Merrywiso,
They met them there together,

Cne ralsed his helmet o'er his eyes.,
And one he doffed his feather.

“Sir Rucful), ho! Well met, [ any !
Nay, down with that good shicld !
Wa are not now at joust or play,
At tourncy yet, nor fleld !
What signifies this tlercest mien ?
By my good sword, I'm thinking
Yow'd plerce my corslet links between,
I’ faith before I''!n winking "’

Thus quoth the good Sir Merrywise.
Sir Rueful, he did say:
“Make ready ! Here upon this rise
A sgcore U have to pay!”
Sir Merrywise he veered him back
To dodge the lance a-lilting,
“Iges glggs ! quoth he: “but hold!
Alack,
This savours serfous tliting !

* Sir Rueful, an't doth please your wit,
To slay a mate or two,

Why need you single me for {t,
Or vet that I slay you ?

“Twould seem, you hunger for my head
As I ride by a-knighting,

But hold your sword till it be said
\What cause there be for fighting

“ Full cause ! Sir Rueful roared he out :
“ tfull cause, my jocund bird ! -
I'll scatter bits of you about
At but another word !
I'll plerce your corslet where it de,
A thousand holes a minute,
And togs it up In yonder tree,
0Odds dodds, and you within {t!

“Why sir? Know you not, yestere'en
Back from the Royal Chase,

In yonder narrow alley green
We met us face to fuce ?

In truth, methinks you were bereft
Most sadly for a knight, sir!

1 had to step unto the left
Wkhile you Xept to the right, sir "’

“Not 80 ! Sir Merrywise he spake,
“ It was the left I took,

The right o° way was your mistake,
*Twas that you failed to look !’

Sir Rueful roared in rage aloud
Of left and thoen of right, sir!

Sir Merrywise, he thereby vowed
He'd neither charge nor iight, sir.

But that the next who came along
Should hear their plaint, and say
Which one was right and which was

wrong,
And who had right of way.

But fared no horseman by, nor sound
Ot jangling spur a-ringing,

When from the ambush, with a bound,
A Fool he sprang a-singing.

Then cried the blithe Sir Merrywise,
“ Good Fool, a fricnd 1n need !
Now solve this riddle, and the prize
Shall be your tnstant peed !
Who hath the left, who hath the right,
When two from Court are hielng ?*
The Fool upon one foot did light
And stood, the two knights eyeing.

*Which an,” Quoth he, * hath right o
way ?
\Why, both, unless one’s blind,
But here {t seems you're bound to stay,
Until I speak my mind ; .
You can a little longer stop,
For, by my cap and capers,
You make me laugh until I drop;
‘Twill drive away my vapours!

* }ark. brothers! You have given me
A riddle for to keep:

*Tis older than this greenwood tree,
And than yon forest deep!

AMince own good uncle there, the king,
Dot go to war about it:

It makes this-world go troubling,
But it wil} not do without it!

* For one man's left is another’s right,
One's right. another's lelt ;

And {f I trust to my fair sight
And am not clean borelt, -

Ay brether Rueful's sword, 1 hold,
Upon Dis left §s banded,

His good right arm hia shield doth fold,
Which proves him, first, left-handed

Then cried that burly, rueful kalght.
“'Tis true ! ‘The Fool huth said ?

My left hand 1'd forgoetten quite, —
Come, Merry, take wmy head ¥

But Merrywise lnughed loud and long—
* Nay, Rue«ful. out upon you ?

Your head, iy (rlend, bhath done no

wrong,

I faln would see it on you !

“Your price, good Fool? For undarstgnd,
Had you not come to me,

Our doughty knight, with his left hand,
Had tossed me ju yon trea !

Then quoth the Iool, “ 10t o' Qo to!
flut mind what xays your brother,

What seemeth right for me--or you—
Is wrong for many another ;

‘“And 2 T ask a Fool's scant pay.
“I'were small, you'll pot denv,~

Just that I'm stopped no more this day
By mine own family !’

IHe leaped away before their eyes ;
Knights donned their steel and feather,

And Rueful and Str Merrywise
Rode down the hill together.

DRINK'S DOINGS.

Rum'’s llcense fees are the atate’s blood
money.

‘The patranage of the bar is the beggary
of the famtly.

Sunday closing of saloons {n Scotinnd
has obtained for forty years.

‘The earl of Carlisle {8 a staunch tee-
totaler.

Qucen Victoria deprecates the {intro-
duction of rum into the heathen coun-
tries under her government.

The public houses of Cork. Ireland, if
placed in line, alleving twenty-five feet
frontage to each, would extend two and
three-fifths miles.

On the petition against the Kansas
prohibitory amendment appeared the
names of 22,000 men, but not the name
of one woman !

It is estimated that 4,600,000 barrels
of beer are consumed annually in New
York city, two_and a half barrels for
each man, woman, and child.

Ireland boasts of Mrs. Carlisle who,
in the declining years of her life, in-
duced 70,000 men and women to abandon
the drink.

A practical experiment made by the
clergymen of Worcester, Mass, has
proved conclusively that for $100.000 ro-
celved from one hundred additional
licenses the city actually lost in trads,
in increased charities, and other ex-
penses caused by poverty and crime,
$2,000.000.

Mother Stewart, of Ollo, one of the
first crusaders, sent this message from
a sick-bed to her comrades at their state
conventlon, asking them all to unite with
her in the pledge that in the year to
come, * we will preach Jesus more ear-
nestly, work more faithfully, and try
harder to win soujs to Christ than ever
before.”

Three converted African chiefs. who
recently  visited T.ondon, were asked
about the effects of the liquor traffic.
One replied . 1 am glad you ask me
about the drink, for I call it destruction.
It is the destruction of my people. Ther
lose thelr good standing and food and
speech because of it The white man's
drink is a2 worse (v¢ to my penple than
the weapons of Lobengula™

INDIAN DEVOTION.

Rev. Egerton R. Young tells this story
Mustrating the love of the Cree Indlans
for their Bible:

One of our Indians, with his son, came
away down from the distant hunting
grounds to fish on the shores of our great
lakes. They made splendid fisheries. put
up the whitefish on a staging, where the
foxes and wolves could not reach them,
and one night the {ather sald, “ My son,
we leave to-morrow morning early ; put
the book of heaven in sour pack. we go
back one hundred and forty miles to our
dist-nt hunting ground to Join the
mother and the ethars im their wigwim

heme.”  So the ¥ourg man put his Bible
in his pack, that they might take it
honie. later on nlong came an unele

uud suld to i‘he young mun, ** Nephow,
lend me the book of heaven, that 1 may
read a Hitle , 1 have lvaned mine” So
the pack was opened and the book was
teken ont, and the man read for a time,
and then threw the Bible back among
the blunkets and went out. The nhext
morning the father and son started very
carly on the!r homwward journes. They
strapped on thelr snow-shoes und wulked
seventy miles, dug & hole In the gnow at
oight, where they cooked some rabblts,
and had prayvers, and lay down and
slept. The next moralng, bright and
carly after prayers, they pushed on, and
made seventy milles more, and reached
home. That afght the father sald to his
son : * Give me the book of heaven, that
the mother and the repl may read tho
waord, and have prayera” Ag the son
opened the pack. he gauld, * Uncle asker
for the bouk two nichte zgo and 1t was
not put back  The father wag dlsap-
pointed, but suid Bitle.  The naxt morn-
ing he rose enrly. put n few cooked rab-
bi*s in his pack. and away he started.
He walked that dav geventy miles, and
reached the cammp where he and hils son
bad stopped two nights before. The
next day he had madie the other seventy
miles and reached the Inke, and found
his Bible in his brother's wigwam. The
next morning he started aguln, and,
walking In the two days. one hundred
and forty intles, was back home once
more. The Indinn walked on Snow-
shoes two hundred and  ecighty miles
through the wild forest of the north-
west to regain his copy of the Word of
God. Would we do that much to regain
our Bibles ? Obh, the power of the gos-
pel! It can go down very low and
reacl men deeply sunken in sin, and can
save them grandly, and make them de-
vout students und great lovers of the
blessed book.—Nsrthwestern Christian
Advocate.

“WHAT 'OLOCK 18 IT?”

When T was a youne Ind my father one
day called me to him. that he might
teiich me to know what o'clock It was.
He told me the use of the minute finger
anid the hour hand., and described to mo
the figures on the dlat plate, until T was
quite perfect in my part

No sooner wus I quite master of this
additional knowledge, than I set off
seampering to join my companions at a
game Of marbles, but my father called
me back again. “Stop, Willlam,” sald
he: “1 have something more to tell youn.”

Back apaln I went. wandering what
else I had got to learn, for I thought I
knew all about the clock quite as well as
my father did. * William,” said he, I
have taught you to know the time of
day, I must teach you to flnd out the
time of your life.”

All this was strange to me, so 1 walted
rather {mpatiently to hear how my father
would explain {t, for I wanted sadly to
g0 to my marhles. * The Bible,” sald he.
“ describes the years of a man to be
three-score and ten, or four-score years.
Now, life is very uncertain, and you may
not Jive a duy’ longer ; but it we dlivide
the four-score vears of an old man's life
into twelve parts, llke the dial of a
clock, it will allow almost seven years
for every ficure. When u boy fs seven
years old, then it is one o'clock of his
life ; and this is the case with you.
When you arrive at fourtcen it will be
two o'clock with you: and when at
twenty-one years, it will be three o'clock;
at twenty-eight, it wiil be four o'clock :
at thirty-five it will be five o'clock : at
forty-two, it will be six o'clock: at forty-
alne, it will be seven o'clock. should it
plesse God thus to spare your life. 1In
this manner you may always know the
time of 1ife, and looking at the clack may
perhaps remind Fou of it. My great-
grandfather, according to this calcula-
tion, died at twelve o’clock. my grand-
father at eleven, and my father at ten.
At what time you or I shall dle, William,
is only known to Him to whom =ll things
are kunwn.”

Never since then have T heard the in-
quiry, * What o’clock Is it 7 nor do I
think that I have even looked &t the
face of the clock, without being reminded
of the words of my father.—From the
Stanton Speciator and Gemeral Adva-
tiser, printed 1= 1848,

Ra Thorougk, Roys.

Whatsoever you find ta do,
Do it, boys. with all your might!?
Never be a lttle truoe,
Or a lttlo In the right
Triflea oven
lead o heaven,
Trifles mako the iife of man, .
So in all things.
Great or smatl thinga
Be as therough as you can't

Let no speck their surface dim—
Spotleas truth and honour bright !
I'd not glvo a Nig for him
Who sayr that any le Is white}
Ye who fallers .
Twists, or alters,
Littloc atoms when he speaka,
Muay deceive me,
But telleve me,
To himself he is a sncak!

ITelp the weak. if you are strong,
Love the old, If you are young!
Own the fault, it you are wrong :
If you're angry, hold your tongue.
In cach duty,
Lies a beauty,
If your eyes you do not shut,
Just as surcly
And szecurely
As a Xernol In &4 nut!?

Whatsoe'er you find to do,
Do it, then, with all your might ;
Let your prayers be strong and true—
Prayer my Jad, will keep you right;
Prayer in all things.
Great and small thlogs,
Iike a Christiun gentleman,
Fall you nevern,
Now or ever,
To be thorough as you can?

FALSE SHANE.

Boysg, rid yourself of that falss shame
that makes you shrink away when there
is a book to te picked up, a door iv <
opened, some one to be assisted.

I recently graw a young woman return-
ing from a shopping expedition ladon
with a numirr of vackages. Suddeniy
she tripped and one of her purchases fell
to the gronnd. Behold her in a most
awkward predicament, when a bell rang.
and on th~ {nstant a bevy of boys rushed
from a schecothouge neur by,

Thelr bright ever grasped tho situation
at a glanch—the young womnn standing
helplessly. arma and hands encumbered,
the little hrown parcel lyving at her feet.
Thelr kind heacts told them what te do,
but shame, fear, a anrt of cowardly timid-
fty held them back. TWIith onas accord
they xtopped, fooked at one another, then
passed silently on. There was not a lad
in that crowd;whose fingeis did not ac-
tually ftch to pick up that bundle, yst
no one dared to do it

Boys. I beg of yon, let your hands,
your feet, your volce, be the willing
arenig of that great master of politeness,
the heart.

You see an agsd person trying to
moint the stens of a car, yYour heart
whispers, { Help.”! Obey its impulse: go
offrr your stronk young arm. Your
teacher drops a pencil ; quick as a flash
oaturn 1t to her. Your very willingnees
wil) make her feel stronger and better.

The traly polite boy is a good son.
for politencss teaches him the duty and
rvespect he owes to hix parents.  He s
a grateful brother to his sisters, always
returning a pleasant *° Thank you,” (or
avy kindness received at their hands

This world woulgd be better and brighter
it our boys would oboy as readily xsthey
feel the charitable impulse that rises in
their hearts to assist the helpless and
lend thelr strength to the weak., It fs
this prompt courtesy that will transform
the awkward, boorish lad Iinto the
polished, ever gracefu} geatleman.—New
York Observer.

A ttlc boy was much derplexed to un-
derstand how God could see him all the
time. H!Is teacher arked him to make a
house of bdlocks. When finished, nhe
gall . ** Now shut your eyz2a. Do you
know Just bow the house looks ™’
*Yes” *But yeu are not looking at {t
with your eyesr” ° 1 see it with my (n-
side eyea” * That {s the way God sees.
He made everything. and he sess it o}
the tipe with his great tneide eyen”
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QUESTIONS.

1. Lost, verses 11-16.—11. Who are re-
bresented by the two sons ? 12, What
was the younger son’s portien? 13. Why
did he go far from home ? How did he

show his guilt and folly when there ?

14. Were the pleasures lasting ?
led him to seek employment ?
whom did he join himself ? What de-
grading work had he to do? 16. For
what food did he wish ? Did his com-
panions help him ?

2. Found, verses 17-24.—17. What
brought him to his senses ? 18. What is
the only remedy for those away from
God ? 20. Is it enough to resolve to do
right 2  Had the father pity for him ?
Would this have saved him if he had
not returned ? 21, Why did he not com-
plete his confession ? 22. Of what were
the robe and ring tokens ? 24, How is
God’s delight at the sinner’s return de-
scribed ?

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

Man wants to be independent of God.
The wilful child breaks away from home
restraints. He wants possessions before

What
15. To

white as the driven sncw ; his face,
though wrinkled by the weight of pass-
ing years, was clear ; his eye was un-
dimmed. He was telling the children a
story, which they were keenly enjoying ;
and the old gentleman was enjoying it
too.

It was a beautiful sight, that aged man
surrounded by those chikdren, secure in
the consciousness that men respected him
and that God loved him, He had chosen
wisely at the very beginning of his life
journey, uniting with the Church early
in manhood, engaging actively and
heartily in Christian work, striving to
make the world Dbetter because he had
lived in it. And God was with him, so
that he was able to be very useful, and
he was widely honoured,

Both these old men are now in the other
world. There was no outward change
in their lives. The one was found dead
in his bed one morning, and was carried
to an unhonoured grave. The other
passed away triumphantly, and was fol-
lowed to his last earthly resting-place
by a great company of honourable men
and women, with children not a few,
whose tears fell because of the great be-
reavement they had sustained.

THE LOST FOUND,

he can take care of them. He rushes
into sinful pleasures. He wastes money,
time, health, character. The downward
path is steep. Severe measures have to
be used with the sinner. Christ wel-
comes every true penitent. There is joy
on earth and in heaven over his return.

TWO LIVES.

summer day as the writer
tug?;i l:a.Otoorllller in a certain country
town, he suddenly came upon an old
man sitting in a chair in front of a.t
small grocery store. He was faz
asleep. His face was red and b]oatef
Tobacco juice oozed from the corners o
his mouth. Dozens of flies wan@ered
over his face and hands, and it is likely
that some crawled into his open mouth.

It was a repulsive spectacle; no wonder
that the two little girls that came along
looked frightened and walked close to
the curb; no wonder they ran when they

ot safely by.

8 That vgretihed old man who was sit-
ting there in full view of all the passers-
by, sleeping off a drunken stupour, had
been, some fifty years before, one of the
most promising young men of the town
in which he was now an object of disgust
and ridicule. His parents were proud of
him, his young heart and bra@n were full
of lofty and inspiring ambitions. AI.ld
yet here he was, a pitiable spectacle in
the eyes of angels and men. And it was
all because he had yielded to temptation,
had failed to keep his record clear.,

By a singular coincidence five minutes’
walk brought into view a no less strik-
Ing, but far more cheerful, spectacle. A
venerahle gentleman—one of the oldest
men in the town—was sitting on a
Dorch step engaged in conversation with
& group of school children. Hig hair was

AN

A double picture, with the contrasting
lights and shadows, such as this which
we have noted, has a special message in
it for those who are yet in the dawning
light of hope and youth. May we not
address them, personally and directly,
and say, “ Young friend, you are at the
beginning of life’s activities ; your re-
cord depends upon yourself, It will be
exactly what you make fit, Take the
wise man’s advice and seek wisdom,
Make her your constant companion. Im-
press upon your heart Gough’s dying
words, ‘Young man, keep your record
clean’ Ask the Master to accompany
you every step of the way. Then you
may win great victories and make your
personal life and ministry a blessing to
all about you.”—Christian Advocate.

THE FINAL SACRIFICE.

“Bah ! bah I” bleated spotted Whinney,
in farewell tones to his mistress, Miss
Susie. The pet lamb is to be the final
offering to the wine-cup of what used to
be the happy Winnifred home. Thirteen
years ago, when  Susie  wasg born, the
Winnefred family lived in g stately man-
sion, back on the hill top. But a grand
supper was given by Mr. Winnefred, in
honour of the birth of his daughter, and
for the first time he served wine to his
guests,

Until then the family had been both
Christian and temperate in habit and
life ; but the occaston, he thought, justi~
fied something unusual ang 80 the wine
was set out again and again, unti) the
guests were noisily merry.  From that
day the wine-bottle wag never ahsent
from the Winnefred table, until tye farm
was sold on the very day that Snusie wag
ten years old. A few slow noteg were
the only property left Mr. Winnetreq,

o
m
and as these came in he drank tBe% °
at the village saloon. n 11v11“

Three years now they have bee thef
in bis former tenant-house, a‘nf thst
have now been ordered out ne hoﬂ‘
Winnefred has just returned to the %o
from the saloon, half a mile awaYs ¥ fo
he was refused his usual drami)i oM
could have no more credit until nted
Pill was paid, and this now amoUlly g
three dollars. He bethought BAD®per
once. of Susie’s pet lamb, and t for b
keeper offered him four dollars 1d otk
three of which should cancel the: Bt
and the other dollar should stan L
bar-credit, r t68

Susie is broken-hearted, but hein o
avail not, nor the earnest plead ed 105
her mother. All must be Sacriﬁlc" g00%
drink, and poor old Winnefred Wis oWl !
only have a grave he can call hn ard?
and that grave will be a dru
grave,

Poor old man! He is only one
vast army of miserable creatures of the
the saloon, under the protection le evih
law, has cursed. This is a terr”:)eggarﬂg
that blasts the glory of home, D8 ue.
the children, and sends the strons,
man to the grave of the drunkard’

e ¢
otnlch
thﬁ ;

My Neighbour.
* BY MARGARET E. SBANGSTER.

My neighbour met me on the streetary;
She dropped a word of greeting geet-
Her look so bright, her tone 80 SW
I stepped to music all that day.

aid .

The cares that tugged at heart and br :
The work too heavy for my hané
The ceaseless underbeat of pain, d
The tasks I could not understand

-

i

Grew lighter as I walked along
With air and step of liberty, ;
Freed by the sudden lilt of song s
That filled the world with cheer f0
Yet was this all ? A woman wise . :
Her life enriched by many a yea (',yeﬂ"
Had faced me with her brave, true e
Passed on, and said, “ Good mort™ ;
dear 1’ ;

)
Every Methodist School shov! !
havein its Library Dr. With-

row’'s inspiring story,

BARBARA HECK'

A Story of Early Methodism in
Canada.

¥ :
Oloth, illustrated, 75 cel” |

In the form of a graphic story Dr.
Withrow traces the adventures of the °
heroic little group of Palatine emigrant ,
who left Ireland for New York, and :
subsequently settled in Canada. Prom '
inent in this band was the heroine of °
our story, Barbara [leck, the ‘‘ mothe?
of Methodism in the New World " of -
absorbing interest are the descriptions
given of pioneer life, of the Quaker
settlement, of the Virginia Loyalists, of
the backwoods camp-meeting, and the
tragic episode of the last siege
Quebec.

Dr. Withrow’s Other Stories

Life in a Parsonage, or Lawrence oﬂ}
Temple’s Probation ‘

The King's Messenger, A Story of o
Canadian Life....... . ... . ... 5

Neville Trueman, the  Pioneer
Pfrea.oher. A tory of the War ow
of 1812,.., . ...... ... ... . eeee 1

Valeria, the Martyr of the Oat¥ ot
combs caert? :

WILLIAM BRIGGS/

MxrHODIST Book AND PusLismmve Houss, T9 k
C. W. Coarxs, Montreal, Que. N
8, ¥. Humers, Halits®
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