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The Woman. of Samaria.
BY-THOMAS G, SPEAR.
(John 4. 4-42)
(Seo 8.8. Lesson-for January 28)

O woman of olden Samaria! tell

What th;‘ stranger of Gallles sald-at the
we!

When he paused and.sat down all alono
by the way,

‘With his holy 11ps parched-iike the sum-
mer-dried clay,

1 will-tell you.the words of the sage-
that I saw, .

When I went to the well the bright

+ waters to draw,
Where the stones are all mossy and
green at the-side,

And- mu lite-cheering dnopa 5o delight-

‘rally gitde.

> Alon: vhdth my jar, ere -the blaze of-
With. 2 elro]llns volce, and-my feet all’
I lelsnrely*xaught for a draught of-that

wave o
Which the wisdom of’ Jacob our fore- |
fothers gave.

<t At the -verge of-the fountain I-stood,
and_ 1d1

0
In. sllsnce ltdhere sate, with_his-garments.
A Hebfew apparelled in-seamless- attire,
Whose presence did reverence deeply {n-
spire. i i N
“ He saked for 2 drink from the pitcher
1-bore,
Of that eonl well_¢f Jacob, delicious and’
pure .
Andl gavo 1t unready, yet gave it at last,
\When the.. spe!l of his spirit had over ‘me
passed,
“'He-told-then of waters that flowed for:

- __ the.soul, -
From th? rivers of life that unceasingly

Gushing lreely for-all that would seek, B
- them 'in- awe,

With mu: in-the might ot the Lord and
his-law,

* He.sald that salvation was born-of the
ows, ¢ -
With. Sh blessed ‘Messlah-to-love -and -to
- 0058,
Whose'feét with the-brightacss of virtus,|

. were-shod,
Whlle righleonabesn 1959 1a the path that”

“ship -ehould -cease,

And-Jerusalem’s-glory forget to increase; |-

That_God was a spirit-to love and ndore.
Whom- I spirit.and-trath we must ‘seek-
and implore. -

_ *“And, w!!h eaun:ena.nce looklng cele.'.- -

\Vhenue ~hollness besmed with = con!-,
- charm,
He saldlshat himselt-was Messizh,. fore-
o]

By -the patnarchn, scers, -and-the pro- i

phets of-old!

** Oh, beautitul elght, on-thoso features to

gaze,
As the holy announcement.came -forth,
-like the blaze
R Or mae‘hoﬂwn -lights, -to-the zenith-un<:

For the_ 'nonder anr!l love of the-sky- |-

viewing -world

- *He -told-'me-ofthings that I deemed
‘were-unknown, 1
-Saya uato mysclf and my chosen alons;

-And 211 lﬁm«l -know- he ‘peruzed-in my
N A;*ltfboycd -to - his ‘will, ‘and confessed |
= -his control. ) o

.weA prophet! A prophetP I uttéred
o God;;lsl pli ophet hath
nr ~for-his 3)00 0-& -prophet ba!

T2lsed ! o
Amxnge! hath como from- the- ught of
Tone, -

- - Tha,llmulﬂ. lut o the world to make;

> He sald’In thess mountains our wor--f

senco I turned,

 With my heart lnll of thought, as it
fluttered and burne

“With th(:l welght-ct tho tnarvels I heard

-By that ‘fountain whose wators 1 wan-
dered to-draw.

‘ Th“rf“;i“ bave 1 twld- what so lately
Ay wondlerlng soul at the patrlarch's

\Where the waters, though sweot, as the
wayfarer sips,

Yot sweeter the words of that bright
Stranger's lips i’

Thnnkmmce. oh !-thank -thee, Samaritan

on

For the God-light that did to thy vision
descend,

For -the wordx that thy splrit-remem-
bered a;

BRETHB NEW-MEMBER.
BY MISNIE. 2. CALDWELL.

- Hush, dear, do. not: talk of.your little
friends 10 that way.”

*But, mamma, she's the-hatefulest girl
that goes: to my school, and-I blieve 1
dlslike her moro'n="'

_ *That-will-do,” sald mamua, placln;

her hand over the rosy lips. “1 hope
my littie daughter has zot forgotten to
_whosa army she belongs.  I—thero, dear,.

K]

Jteil mamma

- “jt's that horrdd Ella Blake
doesn’t IiXe me, and she dooe gverything
sna @an to hurt moy fe

“Q'erawed by his words, -from bis pre-

Ard thods:‘wred _delight they forever un-

1e called me ‘littlo Miss Pug’ und
asked how much I pald for my shoes
To-day she told-the giris that at night
my *pig-tails’ looked llke twin talls of
1 comet, then they all looked at mo and
{aughed.
i wish we had mever come here to live,
and that my hair wasn't red, and that I
had a papa to givo me pretty clothes. Is
my nose very much of a pug. mamma,
and do my shoes show very much whero
_they're_mended ?*

“Darling, you are-just what-God-de-
sired my little glrl tobe. You'are besu-
tiful to mother, and it you keep a cheery
_hesrt, and are aweet, honest, and trug

to Ella Blake, aad 1 hupe, ses 1 do, that
sho'll lose the prize !
‘ boes Elia belung to yout

Beth

“No, and ehe says she mever wliil,
*cause weo aren't any better than other
folka.

“Cannot you show her by your-every-

League,

“AF:JA00D'S. WELLe

day life that the League members try
to bo better 77

T l—neve'b—-thought—,ot—,lt," gald Beth,
| slawly. and she is 20 disagreeable thai
t seems I.Jjust can't’bo nlce to her"

“*Do uuto others’ you know,”
gested mamma as she Jolded her work
“and went indoors.

*I do dislike her so much, and I can't’
help it?  Yes, I really-2o hope she'll be
1ate and Josc the -prize.  If sho doesn't
get it she'll:be terridbly disappoloted, and-

to get 1t, ‘cause I.heard-Miss Alger tell-
1ng Miss Ellis 50.”

And that fsn’t halt she says !

always, you will be beautiful to others.”"
“T don't know’s I want to be beautiful-

sug- |

continue - don't s'pose 1'd ilke any-
one to wish me to-lose a prize, but then.
she 1s so horrid I “most can’t help it°
Maybo it I trled real bard I wouldn't
mind the naughty things she says to-me
—that !s, -not xo very much,” and hot
“tears fell on the little brown hands, and
_were-as quickly wiped away lest mamma
should sce and be troubled.

Days passed, and each night when Beth
returned from-school her mother noted &
glan lght in her eyes. She wondered.
but was silent, knowing that in her own
good tima-the little girl would-tell har
of the brave, childish etruggle over selt

She was right. It was the last week
ot school, and FKriday afterncon Beth
came bounding into- the house With a
glad light in her eyes, and throwing-her
arms around her mother's neck, ex-
Jasmed Y ¥'m sc glad and happy, mam
ma, Ella and I are friends "

“And I am glad, too, darling, tell mc
about I1t*

“You remember tho night I_taiked
about Ella, and how angry I was?
Well, I lhnusht and thought sbout [y
and I wanted to be good, 30 I prayed that
we might bo friends, and then I tried to

think of something to ¢o for her.  Mual
-Jovery day I dld some little thing, but
she-dldn’t seem to care Or notlce, but it
made mo-feel better, so I kept trying.

“One-day T gave -her my orange, and
she looked_sort of cut ap when she took
it for she'd said hatefuler things than
ever But to-day—what do you think
-|mamma: when I went-to schooi -1 saw
her on-Maln Street hurrying along, look-
ing-awfully worrled Course I asked-her
what was the- matter, and she sald her
little brother was sick, and she must get
some medlcino-at-ones, and that would
make her 1ato to school For a minute
1 was almoct glad, and then I 741t 30
ashamed- for- myself, and_sorry for her!
Then-I thought T might:go for her; ‘cause
1-couldn’t get the prize anyway' At
first Ella dtdn’t want me to, but-T coazad
{her a-minute and she ga~o me_the pre
scription, and I wasn't very late, either.

“She didn't_speak-to me all day-till I-
atarted home to-night and then she
‘walked with me and asked me to forgive
her, and when wo -got to ber gate-she
whispered: ¢ I'think you'ro & real Chris-
tian, Beth Adams, and lm ao!ns to join

sour Epworth -League,

4 My dear little glrlle 0 eafd -mamma
tenderly—'twas all sho sald.

WHY A BOY SHOULD BE°A
CHRISTIAN.
“ A-boy will hunt, and £ boy will fish,
~ Or_play baseball all day;
But 2 boy won’t think, and-a boy- won't
work, B
Because he aln't made that way "

Whoever wrote that did not really
understand >oys, for I know and you
know that a boy does think and 1 am
going to ask-you-to-do a:little thinking
right- here-now as you and I consider
some reasons why a- boy should bo a
Christlan.

Now, when people think over = thing
in-good shape they put thelr reasons in
order, and-ws will do the eame, making
the reasons “one,” “ two,” and-so-on :

“Reason on:  You n6ed the help of
Christ. You are In-the world, and-you
must pass through {t  You “will-have
questions to settle which you won't-quits
know how to declde if you are left to
yourselt, = You will bave more or less
trouble, and: no one-can-help you in all
these thinge so-well as Jesus Christ.

Reason two. Jesus-needs your help,
He has 2 place for you in his kingdom
and a-work for you to do. He nceds
1 Jou {1 your schoul and In the play ground
to shox how bravely and manly and trus
a Christian boy can -

Reason threv.  His requirements are
teagonable. All-that he asks.of ycu. is
+to do right. He does-not expect yon-to
be-a-Christian_man, but a Christian boy.
, with all-a-boy's love of fun and -frollc.
o expects you lo rud and romp and

o not cry; ?hm:b:nd ix';-xt. boside me and.| i 3he Isn’t:-late a single once she's 6ure  gnout as loud ss ever, but never to-for-

She
; tor Thus the Litle sm mllloqulxed a.nd [y !

yget that you are one of Christs boys.
cbruumlu @ooe not- eonlm of sermony
acd prayer mect.oge, bal of righteous-
2088, peacs, and joy ia the” Hely. Ghost.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Let Him Oome In.

Patlently walting at your heart’a door,
darandeth the Saviour as oft bifore;
‘Fenderly asking to let him in,
Although your hirart 1w o fufl of sin.

He will bring Joy tn your troubled heart,
He will bid stu and its feurs depart,

Yo who are weary nf all your 8ln,

Il you not open and let him in?

Jegus, the Saviour vonr guest would be,

Although the King «f the world 18 ho;

Standing withont swhile the nightdows
fall;

W1l you not wencmo the Lord of all ?
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S8AVING THE EXPRESS TRAIN.

A few years ago a fearful storm f{n
.owa undermined a bridge. A freight
raln, In crossing it at night, fell
through, and several men were killed.
Kate Shelley, fifteen years of age, heard
the crash. She aau Sr mother were
alone in a coitaws not far away, and,
realizing what had bappened, Kate light-
ed a lantern, and, amid the hurricane,
startod for the wreck. The subsequent
narrative shows her heroism and presence
of mind.

Her light soon went out, but she felt
wer way through the woods and fallen
umbers to the edge of the dashing
waters tnat covered the drowned men.
She could hear, above the roar of the
tempest, the volce of Wood, the engineer,
who had caught in a tree-top. She
knew that the express with i load of
paseengers was nearly due, and that she
only knew of its danger and was the
only living being who could prevent an
awful catastrophe. Tho telegraph office
at Moingona or Boone was the only
place where she could notify the officers.
Boono was five miles over hills, and be-
fore she could get there the train would
nave passed. Io Muirgona was only a
miule, but between her and Molngona was
the Des Moines river, ten or fifteen feet
above its natural helght, and to cross
this she must pass over the raflrvad
bridge, fifty feet above the rushing
waters,

the ties and rads, the wind bdiuw.nsg a
gaie, and the foaming, eeething waters
beneath, Not one man in & thousand
but would have shrank from the task.
Not one man in fite hundred would have
geno over at any price or under any
Jjrcumstances. But this brave girl, with
the nerve of & glant, gathered about her
her flowing skirts, and on hands and
knees crawied over the lung, weary
+ 1dge. Tic after tie passed.
ume for the express train 1o cume dash-

FIT FOR JESUS TO HEAR.

Kitty had been reading a lovely littlo
xtory of Mrs. Prentisy’, where a woman
wonders srddenly  how  Jesus would
Itke to live in lhier houxe”  Somehow,
that thought changes all her life, She
tries to make ull her words tho sort to
please him.  She plans her work and
woys to sult him. in tho story it ended
in baving a ver) lovely, Christ-liko
houso to lve in.

* Oh, dear ! satd Kitty, “1 know e
couldn’t bear to Uve in this one !”

“\Why not 7** asked somebody.

(It was only Conscience, but his little,
low volce was go clear that it seemed
almost like an outstder's.)

‘Dell and 1 fight so, for one thing,”
said Kitty, honestly. ** He never could
bear unpea eableness. We don’t talk
fit for Jesus to hear.”

She had a trick of talking out loud,
and her own words falrly startled her,
but the npnext minute she spoke agaln,
under her breath this time.

* Why couldn’'t I change round and do
the way he ltkes? Why couldn't I be
the way Jesus was, right here in this
vcxl'ly'old house 2 Why couldn’t I~ 1
will "

Ah, how easy such things grow when

& buy or a girl says that, with a little

prayer under the  will, as Kitty did.
‘The prayer is sure to be there, for he
who makes yuu wil,” makes you want
to ask his help in willing.

* But first 1 must know what he wae
Like,” sa.d wise little Kitty.

So she got down her Blble and read

about ft. There were so mary things
she had never noticed before. Ie was
meek, never answered back. He was

kind, always on the lookout to do things
for people. He was—but why do not
you study up the rest of it ? Don’t you
want to be “‘full of the knowledge of
the Lord,” so that the tigers and wolves
of ugly thoughts and actiors shall be
changed to harmless, gentle creatures
that will change the place you llve in ?
Try Kitty’s plan, and see how sweet a
thing it 13 to make jour little corner of
the world a part of Christ's blessed king-
dom.

THE REFORMATION OF
EKATHARINE.
BY EMILY Q. 1. FULLER.
1L

The next day Xatherine attended a
class plenie.  ** Good-bye, girls!” she
cried merrlly, upon her return, kissing
her band to the four girls remaining in
the carrlage out of which she had just
stepped. 1 never in all my life had
such a perfectly gorgeous, delicious after-
noon, and I'll never, never forget it, if
1 live a thousand years. Good-bye! Oh,
but T am tired * absolutely tired to death.”
This she addressed to her parents, wbLo
were sitting on the veranda. ‘ Mainma,
I'm positively certain you never had such
a perfectly glorious afternoon.”

**Glad to sec you home, perfectly,” in-
terrupted her brother Frank, jolning the
group. * Teil us all about the picnfec.”

“ Whatever do you ‘mean, Frank, by
saying you're glad to see me home per-
tectly 2 1f you interrupt I cannot finish
telling you of the fun in a month. Well,
to begin a* the very first. as we were
driving out along the willow road; and to
tel] the truth, we ware golng faster than
any expreus traln you ever saw—"

“Is that the truth, FKatherine ?” her
fatbhor asked gravely “1 would pur-
chase that horse if a reasonable sum
would buy him, for a horse that cculd
draw s!x girls in & heavy carriage, faster
than any express—"

* Ch, papa, cf course I meant that we
wera drivlag very fast. You know what
1 mean. Just as we came in sight of
the curve, who should w2 see coming to-

She must cross this bridge, ]
four bundred feet long, with cothiug but |

ward us at breakreck speed but farmer ,
Cordon, in his J1@ carry all. He was,
ieanjog over the Jashboard and cracking
a whip that was as long as a clothes-
line.” Katherins laughed gally at the |
picture she drew.

* Xatherine ! as long as a clothes-
line 2

“ Oh, just a littie, short, tiny one, mam-
ma, dear.”” Katherine's temper was atill

unrufiied.
- You know ho® extremely narrow the

Iv was wiliov. road i, not wider than a thread

a% the curve, reaily not wide enough for

ing over the bridge and hurl her down | onc vehlele—"

to dcathk amica tne dark waters of iho
rcaring. rushing river. Tho tlood from
hor lacerated knees stained her dress. but
sho did not faiter. She reached

tho , lerrupting,

‘There Is nv tvad in the county, ¢iagh-
ter, that is not wide enough for teams
to pass cach other. Excuse me f¢r in-
but I wouid ol bave a ohiid |

us girln was completely parclyzed with
te: ©  “ot one could movs a muscle or
utt: . all this time, and it sccmed
weeks to all--"

“ Centuries,
Irank.

“0Of ue” continued Katherlne, with
fine dlsregard of her brother’s words.
*“On ho came !lke the wind, and Jean
turned our horze to one sido just as heo
came upon t 3, and thus saved the lives
of ali! Didn't she show the most won-
derful presenco of mind 7

“ Indeed, she showed more than that.
I don't remember that I ever heard of ap
entirely helpless paralytic’'s showing
such wonderful recuperative powers.”

“ What do you mean, papa ? I don't
understand you this evening. I thought
you'd love to hear of our day in the
:vmds." Kathoerine spoke in an aggrieved
une,

“It I8 very Interesting,” sald Judge
Marley. ‘*‘Dld the five—for I presumeo
Jean had recovered from her stroke—
paralytics go on to the woods and hold
their picnic 2

What paralytics, papa? [ did not
speak of any, did 1? I do not remember
doing so.”

Her father recalled her deseription and
urged her to be more careful.

Katherine promised, perhaps not quite
so readlly as usual, for she foresaw diffi-
cultles. She did not finish her story.
The twilight had deepened into darkaess,
and the others went into the houso.

“1 will stay here 3 little while and
think of my shortcomings,” she said In
reply to her mother's faquiry. “ I won't
stay vut longer than the hundredth part
of a minute.”

“ 0, Katherine !"

* Forglve me, mamma! I should say
that I will not stay longer than ten
minutes.”

She drew back behina the wistaria that
clung to the veranda, and really was
taiking very serlously to hersclf when
she heard her own name gpoken by two
girls who were passing.

“Yes, Judge Marley lives here,” one

sister mine,” suggested

was saying. “ You've heard about
Katherine ? She s quite celebrated in
one way.”

‘“How isg that 2"

“ As being the most untruthful girl in
Berman. Some people even use a
stronger word, and some say it's just ex-
aggeration; but for my part I cannot see
much difference. When Katherlne Mar-
ley states anything for a fact, it 1sn't safe
to repeat it unti! it’s confirmed by some
one who is reliable. At lecast, so her in-
timate friends tell me, and—"

Katherine waited to hear no more. She
rushed into the room, and buried her
face in her mother's lap.

“ Mamma, mamma,” she said, when
she could re:train her sobs and tell her
story, I never, never—I mean that I
will try cvery—no, I will just try ever-
lastingly—Oh, no, not that. Oh, mam-
ma, 1 will—try—dreadful—try—to stop
it. There! Though my tongue rusts
from disuse, yet—"

“My dear I

Katherine quickly closed her lips and
held them with her fingers, looking hope-
lessly at her mother. Then she arose,
kissed her good-night, and said very
slowly : ** [—will — try — to~tell—the—
truth, dear mamma, QGood-night !

* And ask God to help you, my dear,”
responded her mother.

Katherine did so, and the reform was
manifest to all.—New York Observer.

— —

HOW JANE WAS CHANGED.

Mr. Moody tells of an Episcopal clergy-
man in England who was staylng at an
hote!, and was walted on by a little girl.
He asked her, “ Do you ever pray 2*°

* Oh, no, sir,* she replied; * we have
no time here to pray. I am toe busy
to do that.,”

“1 waut you to promlise me ihat dur-
ing the next six months you will say
threc words of prayer every night, and
when I come here at the end of that time
I will give you halt a crown.”

* ARl right,” she said; “I will do {t.”

“ Well, I want you to say every night,
‘Lord, save me.” "

He left, and two months after, when
he came agaia to the same hotel, he in-
quired for Jane, and was told : “ Oh, she
got too good to stay at an hotel, and has
guae to the parsonage up yoader.'”

He weni to see her, and as shoe opened
the door for him, she said: *“Oh, you
biessed man, you! I doun't want your
half crown; I have got enough already.”

And then she told him how she had

at first just carelessly gome over the,

» No™," she eald, *“I am Lappy, and )
don't want your half crown. DBut I ar
go thankful that you asked mo to sa)
that prayer.”—Ocean Crove Record.

BEGIN RIGHT.

As the bny begins, so will the man
end. The lad who speaks with affect:
tion, and minces forelgn tongues that he
does not umilerstand at school, will bo a
weak chromo 1o chiuracter all his life:
the boy who cheats his teacher into
thinking him dovout at clLapsl will b-
the man who wlll make ‘religlon a trade,
and bring Christianity into contemp!
the boy who wins the highest averag
by stealing his examination papers wi”
some day fgure as 3 tricky politiciar
The lad who, whether rich or poar, du’
or clever, looks you straight in the eyes
and keeps his answer inside of trutl
already counts friends who will last hi<
life, and ho'ds a capital which wil} brins
him a suver interest than money. Ther
get to the bottom of things. You ser
how it Is already as to that. It wa-
the student who was grounded in thr
grammar who took the Latin prize; it wa-
that slow, steady drudge who practice”
firing every day last winter that bagge-
the most game in the mountaln; it is tb
clerk who studles the specialty of tl
house In off-hours who is promote
Your brilllant, happy go-lucky, hit-o
miss fellows usually turn out the des
weight of the family by forty-five. Don’
take anything for granted; get to th-
bottom of things. Neither be a sham
yourself, nor be fooled by shams.

THE BOY THAT GAVE OTHERS
THE OHANORE YOR LIFE

What would the little fellow do -
What would any one of us have done in
that situation ? He had ventured out
upon the ice, his skotes upon his feet
He was drawing a sled and two of his
mates. Just nhead he saw water It
was an ugly discovery. He knew what
it meant, an air-hole, and in his very
course; an air-hole, as if a dragon han
come up to breathe and to lle in wait
for the little fellow and the children he
was drawlng along. He discovered the
hole too late for escape, the escape
rather of one of the two parties. One
could be saved, one had a chance for
life. Which would it be, the boy on
the skates, or the chlldren on the sled ?
He did not have much strength to lay
out on any rescue. He was only nlne.
What could you expect of a boy of nine
with little limbs and muscles ? He had,
though, a big heart. That hole was
nearer, and either skater or the sled
must go into it.  “T'll give those on the
sled the chance for life,” thought the boy
on skates:

The decision, the rescue-effort, the
sacrifice—all were soon over, and the
water closed above tho b8y who had
glven others the chance for life. They
were saved; he was drowned.

A GOOD THING FOR BOYS.

Manual training 1s one of the few
things that are good for everybody. It
i8 good for the rich toy, to teach him
respect for the dignity of beautiful work:
it is good for the poor boy, tc increase
his facility for handling tools, if tools
prove to be the things he must handle
for a living atterwards; it is good for a
hookish boy, to draw him away from
books; but most of all, it Is good for
the non-bcokish hoy, in showing him
something he can do well.

The boy utterly unable, even if he were
studious, to kecep up in becok knowleuge
and percentage with the brighter buys,
becomes discouraged, dull and moody.

Let him go to the workroom for un
hour and find that he can make a box or
plane a rough plece of hoard as well as
the brightest scholar—nay very 1lkely
better than his brighter peighbour,~—and
you have given him an impulse of seif-
respect that is of untold bencfit to him
when he goes back to his atudies. Xe
will be & brighter and better boy for
ﬂnd]ing out something that he can do
well.

Qiles—"1 suppose you get paid for
writing those magazlne jokes ?” Smlles
-"8ure. You Gidn't imagine I wrote
them for fum, did you ?”  Giles—* Oh,
fg, any one could tell that by reading

em.”

The following Is & remark of Sydney

shore, and the remamning hai muc she | of mine iwve wLger than filtcen sears and | words a8 she was going to bed at nights. ; Smith, mado on hearing a little girl read

flow aimost to tho telegraph

Breathiess, and in bruken acccuts, she

told her tao of death and desiructwon, | €yes, but abe contin ed. ]
1 did know that, bui, aL ansy frate,, words. “Jesus Christ came into the| the patrlarchs™

and fainted {no the arms of the bdy-
astandere. Tho wires were ael aiL Fork,
aud a hortible dlsaster averted.

ufice, | not be aware of that fact”
A troubtled iouk crept loto Katherine's ; lo think what the word save meaat. for
© Of course, ; Then she got & Bible and found thc *“She is determined on making gzme of

Farmer Gotdon was &iving in & fliga.-
fully reckless manner. and everv ope otl

worid to savo sinners,” and the pryer
was no longer & mere form.

. But after the first two weeks sho began  who persisted in reading ‘‘ partridges*’

patriarche.,” Said the great wit,
A prominant writer
declares this to ba the momt parfect pun
he has ever heard




PLEASANT HOURS.

11

Dyo Stuff
BY MRS, DORA MULL.

Big Ted once sald to his own littls
brother :
* Something good I will give you,
But don't you tell mother.*”
So out of his pocket he took some
brown stuff,
And sald : ** For the first,
1 guess there’'s enough.”

Davy opened his mouth and popped it
right ip,
But it did not taste good,
This first taste of sln.
Novertheless, ha chewed it with care,
To get at the juice,
Which Ted told him was rare.

Indeed, it was rare; the boor little fellow
Began to turn white,

And then to turn yellow. .
Bilg Ted. standing by, began to luok

green,
For his poor little brother
So sick he'd ne'er seen.

Getting frightened at last, he called to
his mother,
Who quickly came running,
And saying, ** What bother !”
But when she saw Davy, suv pale and
80 siclk,
She cried out, “ Oh, Ted,
For the doctor go, quick !

Ted turned very red,

Saying : “ Him you'll not need;
I did but give Davy

A bit of the weed,”

Mor?l:
‘Chis lovely brown stuff,
Dying both the boys® faces,
Is causing to-day
Dying out of tho races.

A Methodist Soldrer

ALLAN-A-DALE.

CHAPTER III

wro pip 1v?

Leaving the dead sheep where it had
fallen, I gathered the rest together, and

slowly continued my way back to the
farm.

With a halt-defiant, half-despondent
air, I pushed open the gute leading to
the pen where the sheep were kept dur-
ing the night, and as I did so, saw Squire
Erling walking towarde 10 with no
pleasant look-on his face. He was &
hard man {0 cross, and when things went
wrong showed it plainly. Something
Lad already occurred to vex him.

While the sheep passed through the
gate, the Squire stood on one side, count-
ing them. ‘When the last had eatered he
turned savagely towards me.

** Where are the rest ?” he said,

“They're all there but one,” I replied,
not daring to look him in the face.

* All but one, e¢h ?"—echoing my words
—“and that the best of the lot. What
have you done with it? Tell me quick,
or Tii—~"

He held the whip threateningly.

“I lert it down the lane,” I blurted
ort, seeing that concealment was im-
possible, Then I hesitated,

" Well ?"

*and 'm thinking you'll find it dead.”

The whip fell across my back with a
force that well-nigh broke it, and Erling
caught hLold of my collsr.

“Dead, f3 it? And it's dead you'll
be, and hanged for sheep-stealing, 1f I
don’t find ont how that happened. Come,
show me where it {5

Down the road we went, I like & whip-~
ped cur, and he with his hand on my
collar. I could have bitten my¢ tongue
off, knowing the whip shounld have fallen
across another back than mins.  Still,
for the word T had given to the lttle

.

girl, 1 resolved to take It all and tell
uothing.

When we reached tha spot wherg the
sheep lay, the Squire stooped and t-irned
the animal over. It was still warm, but
quite dead. Then he caught me by the
coliar agaln. * This {s some of your
work, you clumsy Jout,” ha said, and
shook me, big as I was, like a child, He
was a tall man, and when in a passion
had the strength of three.

“It 1s not,” was all I could say, and
that in a suller manner which carried
no conviction with it.

** You tell me that, and hers is the stick
with which you wore beating them !

He picked up the stick as ho spoke;
and against such ovidence I could say
nothing. For a moment I thought ha
would strike me with it; but instead he
shook me agaln.

*“Now get home,” he said, “and seo
that you come to-morrow early. Bring
your father with you. Wo'll see {f we
can't get some cxplanation of this out of
your thick head.”

With that ho turned back towards the
farm, and I went over the hedge a3 a
short cut to the village, wondering
whether my father's reception of the
news would be any less rough than the
Squire’s.

** What's come over the boy ?” said my
mother as I pushed open the cottage
agor and tuok a seat moodily, without a
woird of my usual greeting. .

* Where's father 2" I said.

“He’s in the garden—but what's the
matter. Ycu look as if some one had
been {il-uelng you.”

**The Bquire says 1 killed one of his
sheeD.”

** And did you 7"

“Not 1.”

“Then that’s all right,” sald my
mother, her face, which had been anxlous
for a moment. brightening up again.
**Of courge thoe Squire will believe you.”

**That he won't.”

*And why ?”

** Because the sheep 1s dead.”

“Dead ! Then who killed it 7"

“1 will not say.”

** Do you know who did it 2

* Mother,” I said, ‘' don't ask me any
questions. [ have told you all I can tell
any one.”

She mads as if she would ask me more.
However, three or four of the younger
children running in at the moment and
loudly clamouring for supper, she went
about the kitchen preparing it, but with
a puzzled look on her face,

When supper was ready my father
came in.

*Well, Jim,” he sald to me, * how
goes it ? I've heard that the Squire’s
new sheep are doing mighty well, and
likely to fetch big prices from the
butchers in Winchester."”

At the mention of the fll-fated shecp
my mother started, and almost dropped
the pan containing the family supper.

“Ym in troudble with the Squire about
those same sheep,” 1 said.

“What ! my father exclaimed, his
voice and whole manner changing.

Then I told him as much of the story
as 1 could, inciuding the Squire’s order
that he should go with me to the farm
the next day.

He pressed me hard for further ex-
planation, but I remzined proof against
all his arguments, even when he went so
far as to doubt the truth of what I was
saying. It was plain that his simple
mind could not imagine any situatior in
which the truth about such a serious
matter as sheep-killing could be con-

“cealed, and though it went very hard

with him to do it, I could not help seeing
that be was half-persuaded that I had
done it myself.

At last he ceased questioping me, and
we ate our supper that cvening in a
strange, because unusual, silence.

‘‘ Whether you did it ot not, it will be
an expensive matter for us, my lad,”
was the last thing he said that night.

Aand an expensive matter it proved in
more ways than one.

CHAPTER 1V.
HOW WK SRTTLED IT.

The next morning my father and I
walked up to the big farm. As we did
s0o we met Joe Harter stumbling along
the road on his way to ‘““The (eorge”
for his morning dram. He leered at me
as he passed, and gave a loud chuckle.
* Who killed the sheep " he called out,
when he was g safe distance ahead. I
flushed and bit my lp. My father
looked sternly ahead a2 ¢ sald nothing.
It was not the last tirae I was to hear
that taunt.

Squire Erling was ready for us at the

farm, and with a gruft “ Good moring |

to you, Barber,” gddressed to my father,
led the way into 2 room that was bat
ravely used.

He seated Rimself at s tab', whiist

my father and I, as defitted onr positlon, |

staod respectfuliy before him. He loaked
qQuite magisterial, asd 1 am free ta con-
fess that 1 quaked in my boots

“Now, Barbrr,” ke sald, “this is &
eerfous matter that your lad has been
up to
and I belleve ho has a good name in the

village, but I must xnow ali about it
Has he thought better of it, and told you
how it happened ?”

My father shook hls head.

*“He tells me nothing, except that he
did not do it

The Squire looked sharply at me, and
I returned his gaze with a straightior-
ward stare. [ was beginning to Brow
accustomed to my unfortunate posltion.

“I'Il give you another chance"—he
spoke this time to me; “ what It 1 say
you were seen to do it 7"

*And who says that 2" I asked.

*“ Never mind that. Tell me again, did
you do it 7

“1 did not, and ’tis a lle if any man
says he saw me do L.

The Squire shrugged his shoulders, and
sald, ' Very well, you can leave us.
Your fathor and I wiil settle this matter.
You can walt in the house-place.”

I did ar I was bid, and sat down at the

I don't want to be hard on him, |

As wa walked I heard all that had
passed. My father, whila quita uvahls
to explain my silence. and @lmoat in-
ciined tn agree with the wquire that it
was due ta fear of punishment, had yel
pleaded suceceasfully Tha Squirs had
aceepted the suggestion, madn with great
ditidence, that I should continue to work
for bin without wage until my scanty
earnings reached the value of the dead
sheep. This was a declalon In keeplng
with my tather's belie! In my honesty.
and his strong, Puritan drtrrmination
that justice should b done.

Refore an hour had passed [ was again
with the sheep on tho Wil

{To bo continued.)

THEE NEW BKATES.

*“Oh, ho! shouted Tom Slade as na
balanced himsolf on his heols, and came
up standing to the bank where Ned was
buckling on his sister Clara's skates
Just then ho spled 2 new palr on Ned's

feot, " Of, ho! Now skates the last
of (January ! Why dldn't you waft till
June T°

I should I s'pose, it I hadn’t got
money enough before,” satd Ned smilipg

* My ! aren't thoy beauties,” said Tom.
*Bert six o! mino apy day. But ! may,
Ned, why didn’t you get them In some
scagson ? Here you've been siiding
around on your boots all winter, and now
the fco will break up In three weeks.”

* They'll be'just as good for next win-
ter. I hadn‘t the moncy of my own tu
buy them any sooner, and fathor don’t
allow me to go lnto debt for anything.
and that’s the reason I've been without
all winter."

“'Tisn't all the rcason, Ned Devitt*
gald Clara. . * You had mone; enough
before Christmas, [f you hada’t done
something else with {t.*

** What elso could he do to give up
skates " cried Tom.

* No matter what I did,” satd Ned.

* Yes, it 1s,” persisted Clara, “snd 1
shall teli. He had tho money all reads
and was juet golng to buy them, when
our washerwoman's by came with his
toes all out of his shoes, and <ouldn't

window of the house-place. Sud-
denly {n the orchard to my right I
caught a glimpse of a white dress and
sun-bonnet, and my heart leaped into my
turoat, for I recognized the dainty sum-
mer garb of the little girl.

She must have seen me, for she came
tripping across the grass, eager and
flushed. But I conld se: that already
she had been crylng., and I wondered
what new thing had occurred to wound
her tender feellngs.

*“What s ft, Ellen 2 I said, as I
leaned out of the open window, and
caught the little hand held up to me.

*Oh, Jim,” she sobbed, “ have sou seen
the Squire yet 2”

‘Yes, I bave, acd my father Is wlith
kim row.”

I wanted to tell you—oh, how can 1
tell you ?—Michael, that wicked boy "—
she sobbed again ‘1 heard him t.ii that
dreadful man, Harter, to sas that he saw
you kill the sheep yesterday. And he
went straight and told my father.”

*I was afraid be had,” I sald.

** Now, you must tell the Squire just
how it happened. I don't care what
huppens to Michael now.”

But I saw that she did care—now per-
haps more than ever, and as I thought of
the crnel manner in which Michael
Erling and Harter were trying to put
the trouble vn my shoulders, I grew more
set than ever in my determination to
carry it all.

* Dont fret. Elen,” 1 sald. “ My
shoulders are broad enough, and I don’t
think that the Squire will ever really
belteve I did it.
and mother will nct But., quick—run
away. Here they come !”

She slipned away as quickly as she
had come, and the two men entered the
house-place.

They were talking as they came.

*‘Then the boy can go back to his

shepherding, Barber,” I heard the Squire
say, and my heart leaped again, for ¥
knew that some settlement had been
made,

“And look here, my lad. I tell yon
I'm not too well pleased; but your father
has sald a good word for you, and I
agree with him that vou will be more
careful with my sheep in future.”

1 started to think him.

“WNot a word,” he sald. *“1I wounld
like you to have to.d me how 1t hap-
pened. You can thank your father. I
dor’t want another word from you unti!
Ihllze?r the true story of yesterday’s mis-
chief.”

With that he turned on his hecel and
waiked off, I;aving the {wo of us gazing
on the ground. No sooner had he dls-
appeared within the honse than my
father called to ms to follow, and started
down the ML

T am sure my father

| * Sehool-mistrassea.

go to school, and Ned sald he gueesed
| shoes were more needed than skates, und
; he went off and got tkat boy a peir of

shoes, and that's why ho didn’t have
j them sooner !’
' *“Jingo ! sald Tom with shining oyes.
y "1 couldn’t have done It; but it was
| awful good In you.”

By that time Clara’s skates were id
justed and the merry trio darted down
the pond as swift as an arrow,

I think Ned enjoy . hig skates all the

, more that day, and for aff the reat of the
'wluler. from the fact that they wer
truly Lis own. Skates that are not pald
y for do not belong to the skater, but to
y the merchant,.or to the one who lent
) the money to purchase them. Deobt i3 a
bad thing, and it would be better never
to skate than to use skates covered with
debt.
1 There Is another thing, too, of which
i 1 wish ty make mentlon . Ned was some
y thing of & hero In the oyes of his com
pantons ali the rest of the winter.
While, as Tom safd, they might not heve
been ecqual to the task of making the
sacrifice that Ned made, they were all
able to see that it was a noble thing i
do, and they admired him for the un-
selfish deed.

BEUGENIE'S VALOUR.

The cholera scars that has affiicted
Europe to a degree has recalled an in-
! cldent of the time when Napoleon 1II.
"was & the height of his power. The
‘ cholern prevalled to a frightfu! extent
at Amiens, yet never a day passed th~*
' the Empress did not visit the hospitaim
' to superintend, as {ar as she could, the
' noble work of allaying tbe sufferings of
: the stricken. One morning a cure rushed
{ lnto the ward where the Empross wax
| ennsoling a dying man.

*“0Oh, your Majesty,” cried the cure.
“two hours ago my vicar was break-
fasting with me, aad now he {s dead.”

Eugenie smiled placidly.

* That Is well""

' Well 7 replied ths cure in amsaze.
{ ment.

“Yes, 1t s well,” she anawered.
** When once the cholera oecomos as
! violent as tiat It ceazes.”

The Empress was right: from that dav
i tha plague abated.  Eugenle's valour did
‘much to fortify the proplo against tho
! epidemic to which very many. T am tal?
' fell victims through shees fright alope

. Beautles of Educal.on Pretly Schuo!
. Teacher “ Thomas, s*ateq s me of ths
, beauties of -ducation

Thomas (oldest 't':oy n the elazs)—
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ware Uommg to the Rescue, Juus winuw ai Leihs 7 The ‘."65 an waat and breakiast on s?.t.’:?rc'.! fioe in l LESSC.‘; .A" OTES.
sweied, " Fapa's old hat” ono's hand,

We ar eaming to the rescuo-—
Wn are young and brave and strong-
Anl we'ra ready for the confliet
Betwrer the tight and wrong.
Ciar nefvreg are strong and steady
Our pulsea tall and true,
or we hute the vlle tobaceo,
And beer anag clder tvo.

They tell us wo are children—
We arn glad to know the fact,
For in tho comlug tuturo
Wasll learn to thisk ard act,
They tell us wo are fenble,
But dod wo .Jo not daubt.
Lo, in hia nams for all that’s pure
Wo'll ralse a8 mighty shout

Vo hope ty grow to manhood,
And mingle in the strife.

And with loyal, steadfust purpose,
Join thn noble rauks of 1ife.
Wo'll work a fow more summers
A3 Temperanre Boys: and then
&Mo'll stand among our eiderc,
Tho Loyal Tempcrance Mea.

Yeu wo're com'ng ta the res~ue
A lnst of 'nyal men.
To fight the focs of temperance,
With tha vole or with the pen.
And we'll shout for rigut and justice,
Till the people understand
This blasting. deadly Upas
Shall ceaso to spofl our land

THE LIFEBOAT.

*“A ship on tho sands! a ship has
struck 1" was the cry that iang through
a Iittle fishing vitlage. one stormy day
tn November.

Be(ween two and three miles out to
sed thero were some treachercgus sands,
which were nearly uncovered at low
water, and on which many fine ships had
bevn wrevked.  The Jday was stonoy and
wtld, the rain fel, the wind was high,
iashing the ®aves lo fury, and the 11l
fated ship was agfuund on the sands!
Rocket after rocket was sent rp to tell
the taje of their pela tu thuse on shure.

The rockets were seen, and the life-
boat was qeick.y lLaken wvutl and pul wo
a cart, and driven across the sands that

it might be iaun.hed at the nearest point '

wo the ship. The crew, with thelr vars
and life-belts, followed it, brave, true
mon, risking their lives to save their
fellow-creatuses. The wises and chil-
dren of the flshermen, and a few friends,
struggled over the sands through the
storm to cheer the nobie aifeboat men,
and to do what they could to help.

1t was an asfur ume. The hungry
waves lookea ready to engult the ship
and drag it down; it shivered and stag-
gered with every wave, and seemed rzauy
to 3fok fn a woment Tbe life beat was
soon launched, and started amid the
cheors and proyers of those cn shore, who
watched it with straining eyes, as now
ft floated on the top of a wave, and then
wae almost lost to sight deep down Ip
the trough of the billows.

After what seemed a long, long time
to those on shore, the hoat was seen re-
turaing full of saved ones. Giad cries
and weltomex zrected them, eager hands
wers stretched out to help them, and
the lifeboat was pulled on shore swith
manv heart, cheers, as it was known that
all on board were saved, and that though
the rhip was rapidly sinking no live-
wera lost.

How much we rejoico when lits, is
saved at sea, how much we admue the
brave men who risk thelr lives to save
others, but, oh, how little we %hink of
the love of the lLurd Jesus, who not only
nizhed hus Jife, Lul “gase &t up,” that we
might be eaved from everlasting death
and misery !

Arc you in the lifeboat, dear child ?
That is, have you come to the Saviour,
and are yuu now sailing on over the seas
o! this worid 15 the bright lani on the
other side of the sea? It so, live for
Jesus, sbine for him, and do ail you can
w bring others to him, too.—Every
Youth's Paper.

TEMPERANCE THOUGHTS AT
RANDOM STRUNG.
A racy speaker pul-the d.ftereut phases

ot the temperance probleza in & nutshell, {

at & reccut prohibition meeting. He
sald . ~ Iake 1wenty-five spakes, ang
turn them 10930 on your premises : that
ts free whiskes. Put the samo snakes
in = tox snd bore twenty-five holes in
the box : that 1s low license. Shut up
ail the boiea but .ecn. that s high Ii-
cenfe. Kill the sbakes . tuaat is pro-
hibitton.”

When a school-boy, a drunkard's son,
wes asked to &pell g 1-a-s-s the teacher,
after the leticts bad beea alowly pro-

Many a man has ruined his eyesight
by sitting 1i the bar-reom luoking for
wock.

A corrispondent from South Dakota
writes .~ \We have had only ono =aloun
in our town for a year past and that is
now clored. The proprietor was con-
verterd Ilast Sunday night, in the Meth-
odist church, and this morning poured
out a:il his beer grd liquor in tho street.”
We have known tho same thing to be
done in these partr.

The Mail says, edstorially, that ‘drink-
ing at the open bar is rapldly becomlag
disreputable.” It was always ro in our.
estimation,

It 18 fald of a youpg man who at-
terded a certain church and gave ong
cent when the co'lection plate came
round, that he smoked throe flve-cent
cigars the same day.

THE NOBLE ART OF SELF-
DEFENCE.

Do you think it would be wrong for
{ me toearn the nchle art of eeit-defence?”
a reuglously incl.ned youth inquired of
hi3 pastor.

* Certatnly not,” answered the mints-
tor; 1 learned it In youth mysclf, and
I have found it cf g -eat value duriug my
life.”

* Indced, sir! Did you learn the old
English system or Sullivan’s system 7"

- x;‘elther. I learned Solonson's sys-
tem I"

-

L

— —— -

** Solomon's system ?”

y Arst verse of the filteenth chapter of Pro-
verbs . “A soft answer turneth away
wrath.' It is the best systum of self-
defence of which I kaow.”

SOMETHING ABOUT LIZARGS.
BY REV. EDWARD A. RAKD.

Oh, the kingdom of the lizards '~
brown, black, olive-green, leat-tailed,
broad-tailed, turnip-tatled, banded, crest.
ed, speckled, but every one & lizard.

Iu the above statement, I did not er-
bhaust the list of colours in the lizard
kingdom. We find tints of blue, req,
chestnut and ye.dow.  Jiher features we
will notice as togethér we louk at thig
large, wideiy-scattered family.

} Whan tho spring sun shines on the
1 green  hizard, its colonr i8 brightest.
That master-painter, the sun, when he
passes his brush over tbs earth, does not

forget the memmbers of this f, mily. In
retarn, this creature loves the sun. It
fs Just a lazy loafer, secrningly, In
1-localities bathed in sunshine. If one

thrust his band forward as if to selze
j 1t, the loafer is gone, ke bas darted intg
sumo sale retreat. Pauence and Xxind-

w. Urod, asked, ” Whatl do yon pat ln‘ oess will tams Mm. and he wil! coms at

- dose too difficult for them.

- above the ground, he is pleased.
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DURL BETWEEN TUE LIZABD AND THE SCORPION.

* Yes, you will find it laid down in the | leaves,

I retreat, and {s.such u soft-footed traveller

There I8 a lizard called the officinal
skink, which might bo loosely transiated
a8 the medicinal skink, Gice it wasg
hizghly valued by the doctors. They
dried It: they pounded it, and gave it to
thelr patienta. “* Lizard " was reputed
to be a wondertul healer. It i3 sald
that the doctors would sometimes prove
thelr bellet in this panacea by taking a
doso themselves. This was only falr,
They did not hesitate to swallow some
of thelr other remedies, such as * the
grated flesh of a mummy,” also * the
burnt llver of a hyena,” and * the moss
from a dead man’s skull” was not a
Do you
laugh ' Coming geonerations may smile
and wonder at some of our remedies.

And here {s the hroad-headed piestiodon,
but T will ticket him witk o= casler namo
by which he i3 known--the &corpion
lizard. He Ir a native of our continent;
and it he can find the forsaken home of
a woodpecker, say, thirty or forty feet
With-
out asking who the landlord s, and what
the rent may be a month, he drops In at
once and is happy. Be Is called venom-
ous, and caa indeed put 80 wuch strength
into his bite that people will have oc.
casion to remembor aim at least an hour
or two. So that very popular visitor,
the mosquito, has enough virulence in
his stinger to make us wish him at the
bottom of the Atlantic, and yet neither
scorplion, llzard nor mosqultc {8 a dread-
ful creature. Tais lizard is fond of a
home In a tree, Junches on jnsects, and

likes to sip the dew sparkling on the
Another North American lizard
is the flve-lned plesttodon, or, as com-
mon folks would say, the blue-tail.

And who is this eyelng us out of
circular eyelids ? This is a house gecko,
the fan-foot, common in Egypt. He is
an agile traveller, running over the flgor
or a wall, and {s nimble in picking up
8 bug as he gees along.  While comuun,
he is not popular. In Cairo, they nick-
name him abou-burs, or, ‘ father of ths
leprosy.” ‘The common gecko, or ringe?
gnckn, 18 very much at home in India.
By fay it hides, and here it differs from
th? lizaid that loves the sunshine; sor at
night the common- gecko darts out of 4is

that ignoran! people in Indla give him
a place among supernetural beings,
When ccld weathe:r sets in, he retires to
winter barracks, and is bhelieved to be
nourished by means of “two fatty
masses ** on its body.

Kind Old Party (to sobbing urchin)—“Ay
little 1ad, you shouldn't cry that way.”
Urchin—* What other way kiu ! cry ?*

Don't be afrald to push your way in
the warid. The richest man now Hving

was born without a penay in his pocket.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIKH IX TOE GUSPEL BY JOHN,

LESSON V.—~JANUARY 29,
CHRIST AT JACOR'S WERLL.
J.hn 4. 5-18.  Memory verses, 13-15,

GOLDEN TEXT.

Whosoev2r drinketh of the water that
1 shall give him sghall never thirst.—~John

4. 14,
OUTLIND.

1. The Well of 8ychar, v. 5+9.
2. ‘I'he Well of Salvation, v. 20-18.
‘Iime.~A.D. 27 or 28. The date is not
very certain.
Placo.—~Jacoh's well, in the valley ot

8Sichem.
HOME RDADINGS.

M. Christ at Jacob's well.—John 4. 5-15.
Tu. True worship.~John 4. 16-26.

W. Christ the Revealer.—John 4, 27-88.
Th. Samaritans belleving.—John 4. §9-42.
F. The water of life.—Rev. 22 1-7.

8. Without prico.~Isa. 55, 1-7.

Su. Wells of zalvation.—Isa. 12,

QUESTIONS FOL. HOME STUDY.

1. The Weil ot Sychar, v. 5-9.

Near what city was Jacob's weli ?

In what parcol of ground was it?
See Josh. 24. 82.

What weary traveller gat by the well ?

At what time of the day was this ¢t

What visitor cante to the well, ahd on
what errand ?

Where were the disciples ot Yesus ?

What 4id Josus ask of the woman ?

What question 2id the woman ask ?

What reason did she give for her sur
prise ?
2. The Well of Salvation, v. 10-15.

What did Jesus sasy about the llving
water ?

What did the woman say In reply 2

What question did she ask about
Jacod ? .

What did Jesus say about the water
from the well ?

What about the living water * Golden
Text. .

What ahout everlasting life T

What request did the woman make ?

PRACTICAL 1'BACHINGS.

Whtere in this lesson are wo taught—

1. That earth cannot satisfy our nearts’
longings ?

2. That Jesus can satisfy our hearts'
Jongings ?

3. That through Jesus we can help to
‘gatisfy others.?

Depends updn its Waarer.~* Tell me,”
said the teacher, * what is the differ-
ence hetween wronght iror and cust
fron 2" :

“ Weli,” repiled Will, smiling, *the
shoe worn by & horse ig & wrought iror
shoe, but when the horse loses the shoe
f;om its foot it becomes a cast iron
‘shoe.” ~
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