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The Farmer Feeds Them All.
The klng may rule o'er land and sea ;
The lord may live right royally ;
The soldfer ride in pomp and pride ;
The sallor roam o'er oceans wido ;
But thls or that, whate'er befall,
The farmer, he must feed thom all.

The writer thinks, the poet sings,

The craftsman fashions wondrous things;
The doctor heals, the lawyer pleadls,
The miner follows preclous leads;

But this or that, whate'er befall,

The farmer, e must feed thom all.

The merchant he may buy or sell,

The teacher do his duty well ;

The inen may tofl through busy days,
Or men may stroll through pleasant ways,
Boggar or king, whate'er befall,

The farmer, he must feed them all

The farmer's trade is one of worth ;
Re's partner with the sky and earth,
And partner with the sun and rala,
And no man Joses by bis gain;

Aud If men rise or if men fal),

The farmer, he must feed them all,

The farmer dares hig mind to speak ;
He has no gift or place to seek,

To no man living neec he bow,

For he who walks behind the plough
Is his own man, whate'er befall,
Beggar or king, he feeds them all

CANADA'S CAUSE FTOB THANKS-
GIVING,

This is the Thanksgiving number of
Plepsant Hours. If the hearts of any
people in the world
should be filled

crease; 8o shall thy barns be filled with
plenty, and thy presses chall burst out
with noew wine."”

Then suall we rezlize the blessing pro-
mised in the Word of God, ** That our
garners may be full, atfording ail man-
ner of store: that our oxen may be
strong to labour; that there be no break-
fog 1a, nor going out; that there be no
complnining in our streets.”

ON THE FARM.

Most of the readers of this paper live
in the country, many of them on the
farm. There {8 no better place to live.
None that will better develop a strong &nd
sturdy manhood with vigour of body and
mind. The farmer feedeth all, the king
himself {s served by the feld. The
cittes are depending not only for food.
but for the braln, and brawn, and muscle
that run the great enterprises of the age,
on the fresh blood that continuslly pours
in from the country.

No life is more {udependent than that
of the farmer. ‘What would we do if
there was no one to cultivato and tijl
the soll for us that we may be supplied
with food ? How much in the way of
variety should w¢ kave if it were not
for the farmers, oe they tillers of acres
or of only the small garden patch. I
fear tbat some of us would be uader the
necessity of turning farmers ourselves.

And yet, lndependent as he may be of
a1l human 2aid, it seems to me that in
no other occupation i3 a man gso de-
pendent upon the Creator, for no other
lcads one so near God and heaven, if a3

found that tho Province ot Ontario, in
which we llve, raised miore wheat and
moie stock to the acre, had groater value
in farm bujldings to the acre, and
greater wealth in all tho elements of
prosperity than any State in the Unlon,
with the exceptita of two, which raise
more wheat than Ontariv. 8incs then
the extraordinary development of tho
wheat producing areas of the Pralrie Pro-
vinco of Manitoba have put Canada to
the very front in that respect also. Let
us learn to appreciate the advantages
of our own country, to be proud of it
and of the world-wide British Empire,
of which it forms u part.

THE BPINNERS.

You have often meen stlk and velvet
How smooth and glossy they are! From
what are these rich cloths made ?

There is 2 little moth, which looks
ilze a butterfly. It leys ssveral bun-
dred eggss about as large as pin-heads
or mustard-ceeds. Thess turn into silk-
worms, or caterpillars, which, as soon
as they are hatched, begin to eat snd
grow.

They are great eaters; all day long
feasting on the tender leaves of the mul-
berry tree.

After 3 number of days each slik-
worm begins to spin a flne thread, elther
yellow or white, and from it weaves the
case, or cocoon, as it is called, in which
the worm shuts itself up for a long 3lesp.

It spins the thread from two outlets

near its mouth. Of course, the little

“HANK'S® WHEEL
BY GRACE WILLIS,

Down on the boat dock, shaded by the
awn!ng roof, sat Rufus Howard and
“Henk* Klonoy, on the edge of the
Howards' protty green-and-white row-
boat. Rufus waa whittllng & boat out
of o block ¢* wood, and shabby little
Hank, the pastry-cook’s son, sat beside
bhim, watching the chips as they fell.

*“You kpow, pa and I sent homo for
our wheols,” romarked Rufus. * Well,
they're coming on the saven ao'clock
boat.”

Hank looked up in pleased attention

“Mine's got a silver namo-plate with
oy name oz,” continued Rufus.

Hank had no idea what a “name-
plate * was, byt it sounded quite grand.

*“ Apnd I've got a cyclometer. I rodo
orty-elght mmiles in just a fow days be-
fore we came away. l've got g chair
and leck far it, and a bell and a lamp.

Hapk’'s face beamed as he 1llstened.

“ It rideg just slick, Hank. 1canrld
clear to the end ¢i the boulevard a'
home without ever taking hold of the

handlebars. I tell you, it's a dandy
wheel.”

Hank's timid little face worked
thoughtfully.

*Qay, Rufe,” he ventured, with sup-
pressed delight, “Q° you s'pose you'd
lemme try your w-ee] 2

*“Well. I should say not!” shoute!
Rufus, with a look that crushed Hank

“PDo you think I want my wheel
punchered 2%
“I think we shall
bave to dlsturd

%ith thapksgiving
1t ghould be those
of the people of
Canada. The pre-
sapt writer Las
Seep man¥ Jlands,
tut he has seen
none where the
conditions of ex-
istence are more
advantageous than
in our beloved
Cannda, Seldom,
if ever, have these
conditions been
more favourable
than they are to-
day. God has fav-
cured our country
with a bountifal
harvest, The price
of graln =nd sU
kinds of producs
fn all the markets
of the world gives
the Canadian far-
mer a splendid
recomvensa for his
toil.

During the Queen’s
Jubilee year the
tles batwean the
daughter and mo-
ther ountry have
been drawn closer
than ecver before.
The splendid position of Canada as the
very foremost of all the great colonles
ot the empire, comprising two-fifths of
its whole extent, has been recognized in
the mother country and throughbout the
worid. The generous gifts of Canada
to the famine-stricken sister dependency
of India profoundly {impressed the
wother country with a sense of the
great resources of our country. At the
Jublles ne honours that could be heaved
on Canada or its representatives were
too great.

The discovery of the gold and wealth
of Rogsland, Klondike, and Wawa, and
the still greater wealth of our guiden
hervests have attracted the attention of
millions beyond the sea. We may ex-
pect 8 near future development of the
resources and Increases of the poprlation
of our Ddeioved Canada such as it has
never geen dbefore.

God crowneth the year with his good-
ness; and his paths drop fataess, If
wo Wwould, as a nation, express our true
thankggiving. we should obey the in-
sancticn of the wise king of Ysrzel,
* Honour the lLord with thy substance,

apd with the st frults of a1l thine in-
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who Is «sgagea n it will only let §t lead
him. The “ green tkings growing * ever
point upward. Day after day fs the
farmer taught his dependence upon God.

He prepares his sofl, sows his seed, and
while God is watering it with his rain,
and ripening it with sunshine, the hus-
bandman must walt in bope for the har-
vest; and the plenteousness of his har-
vest depends in a 1measure upon the
amount of Jabour and care he has be-
stowed upon the sofl and the tender
young things,

Many allvsions are made in the Sacred
Scriptures to the husbandman and his
labours. Our Saviour was fond of draw-
ing lessons from the sower, the corn, the
wheat, the barvest, and the reapers, and
what are the lessons he teaches us? Let
ts scarch his word and find oat, if we
do not know glready. Will yon?

The engravings in thls numbder {Nus-
trate 1ife on a2 Canadian farm, and no-
where in the world, we think, can finer
farms and farm baildings, horses and
cattle, be seen than In our owa land.
We had occasion some time ago t0 com-
pare the farmiag capabilities of Canada
with those. of the United States. e

you little foigs”
sa'd Papa Howard
kindly, as if e
had oot jumt over
b vr@ Rufus’ im
poiite speech. 1
want to take mam
mz out rowing"
S0 the two bors
g up. and the
groen - 3nd - white
boat was pusherd
out into the water
That evening
Rufus &and Afr
Howard took 2
ittle spin on the
smooth drive, jus
to see whether the
wheels were as
good ag  ever.
Hsnpk watched
them off in wistful
admirzation. The
road followed the
12ke, and about
halt a mile from
the hotel, on a
fallen log, sat the
pastry-cook, smak-
ing a plpa.
*“Thats 1little
Henry's papa. you

know, Rufus,” szid
Mr. Howard. * He
doexn't stay loug

spinners must writhe and twist them- ' in one blace, but goes from one hotel to

selves around very muck to shut them- . another.
selves up In thefr prisons of gold and ' shows a very ugly temper.
. mother is dead, and he has to go around

sllv’er; but God hss taught them how to
do it
Whaen the caterpillar bas thoroughly

Sometimes he gets drupk, and
Henrys

with his father, and look out for him
gelf most of the time. Pis father doesn't

wrapped itself in the cocoon. it goes into | zeem to pay any attention to him. I

a half-sleeping state for about two weeks,
or perhaps longer; thenm it bursts the
cocoon, and comes out a gay moth, and

files away to ltve a short but jqyous life. |

But most of the worms are kflled be- ! Rufus.
{ thinks a penny is & lot. Somebody gave

Tho coccone | him a firhing-line ths other day, and he

fore taey become motks.

Why cre they killed ?
are placed In & heated oven or over
steam: long enough to deprive the poor
worms of life, otherwise the moth would
plerca the cocoon, and, instead of one
lorg and reguiar thraad, would leave
nothing but a mass of gilk wadding.

After the worm {s dead, the thread s
wound upon a reel, to be woven into rich,
costly fabrica—silks, vatins, velvets, and
ribbous.

You would cry out to ses a caterpiliar
on your silk dress or your velvet cloak:
but, It {t could speak. it might say. “1t's

: guess he doesn’t bave a very bappy time,

He doesn't bave any spending mcasy,—
does he, Rufua 2"

*“Well, I shonld sray mnoi” replied
“He rever has any, and he

couldn't even buy a sinker for {t. So
I gave him mins.”

“That's right, my son. Do all you
can for the poor little 12d to help him
have = good time.”

Then Papa Howard said nothing, and
Rufus was busy thinking for the next
mile.

Tho mpext morning, as Mr, Howard
steppod out on the porch of his cottage,
with hammer and tacks to fix a torn

screen door, he saw down on the road
! just what he had expected to sec. Hank

mine, it's mine: T made it; §t iz part of : was on the bicycle, 1o a somewbat awk-

myself; it was stolen from me.”

| ward position, to be sure. and hanging
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PLEASANT

onh for dear life,—-but such a pleased,
happy exprossion as there wus on the
Jittly round face' Rufus held with one
hangd the back of the gaddlo, and with
the gther gulded wne wheel. He was
very patient, and whzeled Hank back
sid forth a good many thmes, until he
cCuy) run alono It went on that way
{or four or five days. Itufus loaned his
wheel quite often, but Hank never asked
to borrow t, only accopted the favour
vory thankfully when Rufus offered hiin
the wheel.

Unbekoown to the boys, a gentleman
ut the hotel watched themn a good deal,
a8 Le sat day after day on the plazza,
trying to regain strength after a long
1linezs, and one day he came down to
the road, leanfug on his cane, just as
Hank wus starting off for a ride. Rufus
b« come down to watch him off.

“Look herc, boy,” called the gentle-
man to Heury, “ that isn't your wheel,—
is it 7~

" No, sir.”

"'Well, you can ride pretty well, -
W't you? Do 3ou wish you lad
w heel 7

“Yeu bet !
startliing enorgy.

“Well, I've a boy at home wWho hus
beon riding for twy or three years, and
I wrote his mamma that I thought Ralph
had outgrownr his bicycle. aud that she
had better send it to me, and get him
bigger onc. It's up at the hotel. 1It's
a Pretty gocd wheel yet, and §f you care
to come up und try i, you can have it.
I &uess 1t's just about your size.”

And Hank followed on up to the hotel
fn a daze, his eyes shining like two
gtars  Mis happiness was complete, and
it was lJargely because Rufus loaned him
bis wheel and tavght him te  pide —

answered Hank, with
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4 PAPER FOR OUFE YOUNG FOLK !
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PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
NOVEMBER 21, 1897,

Thanksgiving.—Psalm 65,
358. Church Hymn-Book, 91,

OBLIGATION.

One zrest object of worship is thanks-
giving. Those who render thanks to
God feel themselves under ob!'gation to
the Giver of all good. What have we
that we have not received, except sin ?
Favours conferred demand grateful ac-
kpowledgment.  Nobddy wsteems an
ungrateful man. No man is more hated
thaa ho who has the reputation of being
ungrateful.  We could wish that every
EpWorth Leaguer would commlit the
Psalm of the text to memory. The
wholp book of Psalms §s very largely a
book of praise. Tho composition Is
proof of the state of the heart of him
who composed it.

TOE NYNN,

To commit hymas to memory is good
exercise. Its author was a man renowneg |
for plety. KHe wrote a charming book |
on the " Rise and Progress of Religion .
o the Soul” It is still worthy of ,
prayerful study. The hymn is tull oti
kallowed breathings. Dr. Doddridge, |
the auther, roviews his obligations, and i

Hymspal,

with a dovout hearst asks the continuunce
of Llessings from his heavenly Father, .
‘The hywmmn concludes with u noble resolu-
tion tu make the lord his porttion fur-
ever. An example worthy of emulation,

OL R DUTY.

The Almighty once complained respect-
Ing the conduct of his people, and made
use of this touching expression, ' My
peopl~ do not consider.” Such a com-
platnt night stlll be tade respocting
ourselves, and we might be sent to the
beasts of the field to learn a lesson ot
grateful acknowledgment  We would be
glad if every ovne who reads these lines
would learn this verse :

“ Birds of the air exalt thy fame,
And shall | silent be ?
No, lord, thy goodness I'Il proclaim,
And give my heart to thee.”

GRATITUDY, INCREASES HAPPINESY.

When Peter Jones, the indian, was
converted, he shouted aloud the pralses
of God, because he was happy. When
Jurry McAulay tound peace with God he
was in prison. and he made such a loud
nolse that the prison-keepers threateried
to report him to the Govermor of the
Tombs, but he sald God had converted
him, and he would praise him. Think,
dear frlends, of the grutad country In
which you live. Think of your temn-
poral mercles, and above all vour spirl-
tual Dblessings, including the gift of
Jesus, the Saviour, and then we feel
sure that you, too, will exclaim, ** Bless |
the Lord, O my soul, and all that ig !
within me, bless his holy name.” 1

HOURS.
got to the pond before lunch time. Don't
walt.”
“ All right.  Good-bye,” and Jack

slaruined the street door a8 be ran off.
Fred took up the tack-lifter slowly,
and went down on hls knees agaln; und

. as he worked with his fingers, his mind

worked busily, too. Yes, it was a shamo
to usk bim to do that work. If ho could
Just itft the tacks around the door where
the water-pipes were, it wouldn’t be so
much; that wouldn’t take so long. But
to go over the entiroe floo~, so that the
matting could be changed around, that
was uareasvnable. No! it wasn't un-
reasonable; for {f the matting was
changed around, it would last six months
longer, and {nstcad of buying a now one
fn a little while, mother could get the
muff she bhad Yeeo wanting so long.
Thut's what she had said at the break-
fast-table. And. bes!des, he bad offered

. to Jo the work himself; he hadn't been

agsked. Wasgn't his birthday last wecek,
and wasn't he thirteen years old, jusi as
old as his father had been when he be-
gan to work in a store to earn his own
living 2 That would be tough, to have
to get out of bed mornings at half-past
five, and go oft down town to sweep
offices and make fires. No; lifting tacks
wasn't so bad, and the floor wasn't so
cold; and did any one ever have a better
mother than his mother was ?

By the tlme the plumbers appeared
with their bag of tools the matting was

: rolled up into five compact rolls, and the

floor was ready to be swept.

* Now, then, mother, I'm off skating, if i
My work'’s done,” called .

you don't miad.

Who Oan Answer?
BY ORACY. A. CANNON.

The queostion's not a new one, dear,
But one that ov'ry day

Comes to some girls ard boys 1 know
Whlle at thefr work or play.

My Nanny comes to me at morn,
And with besocoching louk,

Asks me if I can tell her where
She'll find her slate or book.

And Teddy comea to mo and says,
Sometimes with dowmncast oye,

“ Mamma, dear, won’t you please to corac
And help me find my tio 2

And Allce, too, comes with a frown,
When going out to play :

**Ch dear, mamrma, what did I do
With my har yesterday ?**

No hat 18 fouad out in the hall;
The book’s not in {ts case;

No tie f8 found upstairs to be
In Its accustomed place.

Now me the reason tell, my dear,
And quickly if you can,

Why all these things may not be found
By Alice, Ted, or Nan ?

The question’s not a new ore, dear,
But one that ev'ry day
Comes to some boys and girls I know

While at their work or play.
—Harper's Round Table.

WORKING FYOR LOVE

“Fred! 1 say, Fred, where are you ?
Why., heve you are!" exclaimed Jack
‘Tower tc his cousin Fred Waters, as he
put his head through the haif-opened
door of the dining-room. * Taking tacks
out of that matting? Well, I never!
1 thought you were to be ready to start
at nine prompt. It's a glorious morning;
thermometer only ten above; the flce
f.asn't a flaw, and the skating's superd.”

1 lon’t beliv.e that I can go, Jark.
Pifes froze up last night, and the
plumbers are to be here at eleven.”

‘1 don't see whar they have to do
with you. TWhy docsn’t your mother get
old Pete to do that kind of work > He's
always wanting a job.”

“ Pete’s laid up with the rheumatism
this week.”

* Jat one of the servants do it, then”

“ Tkis 18 their busy day. motner says,
and they've got too much to do™

“Well, if T were you, I'd just skip.
Scraedody will find time to do it

“Yes,” answered Fred, * somebody
weculd, I suppose, but if 1 don’t take thig
matting up, mother will. It's got to be
done, and it's too hard for her hands,

— e e - o ———

These tacks were put ip for keeps. My
hands are stronger than hers.”
*Well, I can't waste tlme talking™

sald Jack. " If you like skinning your
fingers better than skating, all right for
you; but you're a goose, all the same.”
Fred hesitated. Should he go with
Jack ? Could any boy honestly say that
he liked to dig rusty double-pointed nalls
out of half-worn’ matting ? and the floor
was cold, too, and his fingers were not |
only getting rough and scratched, but
were stiff in the bargain. It was only
for a moment. If §t was hard work
for him. what wou'd it be for his mother? |
“No, Jack; I can't go. Perhaps I'll :

THE BELVOIR FARM, DELAWARE, ONTARIO.

Fred upstalrs to his mother. “I'll help
put that matting down after lunch, if
you want me to.”

“You're a darling, Fred. I don't
know what I'd do without my helper. It
was too bad to take so much of your
morning.”

* Never mind that, mother.  What's
the use of baving a dboy, i1 he can’t help
a little now and then ?”

When Fred reached the pond Jack was
about starting for home.

* So you are here at last, are you ? I
don't.know but you're soon enough, %oo0.
The wind's been blowing a perfect gale.
I've got to go home to thaw out; and
You've got a nice little sum in your
pocket, too, 1 suppose.”

*“ What do you mean ?” asked Fred.

“ Vhy, of course aunt paid yecu for
Your aoraing’'s work, didn't she 2"

**Jack Tower,” sald Fred, his face
reddening even under his rosy cheeks
and ears, 1 wasn't working for money,
I did it for—"

Just then a gust of wind nearly swept
the two boys off their feet, and the lart
word of Fred's sentence flew so far away
that no one could catch it. What was
it—" pleasure,” “duty,” or *“Jlove” 7—
Suaday-zchoc! Times.

MARY'S PRAYER.

" Dear God, bless my two lttle eyes,
and make them twinkle happy. Bless
my two ears, and bhelp them hear
my mother call me. Bless my two
iips, and make them speak kind
and true. Bless my two hands, and
make them good and not touck what
they mustn’t. Bless my fcet, and make
them go twhere they ought to. Bless
my heart, and make it love God, mother,
father, George. and everybody. Please
lot ugly sin never get hold of me—never!”

CAUGHT IN SMUGGLER'S CAVE.
A CANADIAN STORY.
BY J. MACDONALD OXLEY.

*“Say, Charlie! hst does that
mean ?” cried Sten Clarkson, throwing
down his pick, selzing his torch, and
darting off into the darkness,

Charlie Franklyn paused in his vigor-
ous shovelling, and looking anxiously
after Stan, while the boys on either side
of hiwm, overhearing the latter's excla-
mation, stopped work also, and gazed in-
i quiringly into his face.

. “What is it, Charlie ?” asked Con
Tupper. * What's become of Stan ?°

“He's gobe ‘to the mouth of the cave,
I guess, but I don\ know what for,” an-
swered Charlie.

The next moment Stan cume rushing
back, his face pallid with fright, his eyes
starting from their sockets, and his hand
trembling so that the torch almost fell
from his grasp.

** Boys,” he gasped, as he sprang iasto
the clrcle of light cast by half a dozen
torches and lanterms, * the tide’s in, and
we're caught in the cave!”

At the utterance of these words a
chorus of exclamations of alarm rose
{from the boys, and dropping thelr tools
they gathered about Stan Clarkson, pep-
pering him with excited quections, to
whicn his only reply was: ‘' Quick!
iake the lightg and hurry for your lives.”

Snatching up the Jights, but leaving
their picks and shovels, the whole party
scurried toward the mouth of the cave.

Almost defore they kKnew it their feet
were splashing in tbe water, snd thelr
hearts stood still with fright as the peril
of thelr position broke upon them. The
smaller boys shrank back.in terror, and
some of them. bégan to whimper. But
Frank Athortom, -the.cldest and biggest

Lt et - .
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of the party, handiug his torch to Con
Tupper, spoke out bravely : * Don't begia
to blubber yet. Givo mo plenty of light,
and I'll see it we can't get through.”

Then, throwing off his cont and boots,
Frank dashed into tho water. Beforo
him the darXness was intense, and at
each step the water deepened, until at
last ho had to swim, Yet fearlessly ho
prossed forward, hoping every stroke to
ges beoyond himn the patch of light that
would mean escape. Suddenly his head
struck something hard. He put up his
hand., It wae the roof of the cave!
The mouth then was already full, angd ali
chance of cscape tut off. There wns no
alternative but to turn back and await
tho worst. He and his companions were
as helpless as rats in a trap.

There was not a braver boy In the
ccuntry than Frank Atherton. But who
could blame him for feeling llmp and
nerveless n8 he made his way back to
the little group, tremblingly awaiting his
return ? They knew his answer before
he spoke, and as he despondently drag-
ged himsgelf out of the water, the poor
little fellows, who had been tiying hard
to control their sobs broke out afresh.

*“Come mnow, boys; stop that,” said
Frank, in a comomanding but not un-
kindly tone; * crylng won‘t help matters.
There's nothing for us but to wait here
until the tide gous out agaln. Let us
go back to the end of the cave.”

Thereupon they all made their way to
the farthest rocess of the long tunnel,
dug out by the persistent waves, and
putting down their lights, gathered close
about Frank for comiort and direction.

Their situation was one of sufiiclent
danger to appal the stoutest heart, and
a fevs words of explanation are nceessary
in order to make jt clear. The party
consisted of a dozen boys, ranging in age
frora ten to fourteen years, all of them
pupils at Chebucto Academy. Among
the many legends of the sea current in
Chebucto was one to the effect that a
certain cave, which penctrated deep in-
10 the side of Sambo Head, and bore the
parce 9f Smuggler's Cave, although no
smuggler had been known to make use
of it for generations past, was one uf the
hiding-places where Captain Kidd had
bestowed a portion of his ill-gotten gain.
1his legend every boy at the Academy
devoutly delieved, ana it was a frequent
subject of discussion smong them, al-
though no attempt had ever been made
an thelr pe.t to test its accuracy until
Frapk Ather on, one of those boys who
always take the lead among their fel-
lows, & handsome, athletic, daring lad,
;ot qQuite fifteen years of age, having
heard the story until he believed every

word of it, became possessed with the

determination to see if there wgs any-
thing in it. .

Any enterprise that Frank Atherto
headed was sure of plenty of volunteers,
and he had no difficulty in organizing
ap exploring party quite as large as he
desired. Choosing a Satu.3ay when the
tide would be at its ebb about noon,
these youthful searchers after buried
tieasure provided themselves with picks,
shovels, crowbars, lanterns, and torrhes,
and set o iz two boats for the scene
of thelr operation. -

The day proved as favourable as could
be desired, the harbour had hardly a
ripple upon its surface, the sun shone
from & cloudless sky, the alr was warm
without belng oppressive. In high spirits
the pary rowed away to Smugglers
Cave.

When they landed the tide was just
running out, and they had but a little
while to wait before the entrance to the
cave was clear. Fastening their boats
eecurely at the foot of the cliff, they lit
their torches, shouldered their tools, and
marched out of the glare and warmth of
the sunlight into the shadow and chill
of the dripping cave. Far into its depths
they made their way, singing and shout~
ing nolsily to show how bold they feit,
until they reached the extreme end,
where they put down their tools and
awaited thelr leader’s instructions.

Now, a certaia old "salt,” who huag
about Market Square, having apparently
no other occupation than to shift his
quid, hitch up his breeches, and retail
dshy yarns for the Ddenefit of whoever
would listen to bim, had, as & very great
favour, and in consideration of one dol-
lar down, and a thousand more payable
in evcent of justifiable success, given to
Frank a decldedly dirty piece of paper
upon which Were scrawled certain
crooked lines that parported to be 2
plan of the interior of the cave, and to
fndicate the precise spot where Captain
Kidd had made his deposit of builion
and jewels.

The boys gathered eagerly about Frank
a3 with knitted brow he studied Ben
Sculpin’s mystic scrawl. Evidently he
found it no easy task to identify its in-
dication.. But at longth his-face.lght-
“¢ned: " ‘He:thought . o -had. eaught:

cluo an right, and soon under his direc-
tions the whole party was tolllng away
vigorously in a corner of the cave that
certainly looked a fitting hiding-pluco for
pirate treasure,

So heartily did thoy work, inspired by
hopes ns splendid as they were vague,
that they took no thought of time until
thelr stomanchs hinted that refreshments
would be in order, when they knocked

off for half an hour, ate their lunch,had a
little rest, and then recommenced with
undiminished ardour. After another
hour or so, however, signs of weariness
| began to show themselves, one of the
first tu tire being Stan Clarkson, who
was a lazy kind ot a chap at any time,
{ and 1t was while resting o hls pick that
nis quick car caught the sound of waves
breaking softly upon the sand, which
caused aim to rush towerd the mouth of
the cave with the result slread, de-
scribed.
{ When the boys realized that they were
prisoners unti} the tide should fall agaln
and set them free, their first thought
paturally was, did the tide fill the whole
cave, or did it leave sufficlent space at
| the far ead for them to wait in safety
, their deliverance ? By common congent
| they referred this question to Frank
{
i
1

Atherton, and his prompt answer, given
in a cheeriul, confident tone, was.
“We'll be all right, boys. Den't get
scared. We'll bave to stay here a ittle
longer thaa we expected to; that's all.”
His companions tried bravely to imi-
tate his composure, sithough thetr spirits
were sinking fast, and uader his direc-
tion they sought around the walls for
ledges and other projections which would
enable them to get as far oat of reach
of the water as possible.  In doing this
some of the lights were extincuished
through being dropped or overturaed.
which mishap heightened their srowing
terror until they were on the verge of a
panic. But Frank diverted thelr thoughts
for the muoment by scolding the clumsy
ones vigorously and bidding the others
be more cureful; and scon ail save he

had secured some sort of a foothold
which raised them abovs the level of the
cave's foor. There, in anxious uncer-
tainty, ther awaited the coming of the
tide.

As gently and playfully as though in-

the:} capable of-harm the dark water stole up

over the sand wave after wave, waxing
bigher inch by inch. The soft ripples
seomed to Lo chasing one another in in-

‘noccnt merriment; for althougb the

wind blew briskly outside, none of its
violence was felt withi., and the tide
advanced simply by its inherent force.
Tor stane time the boys were slient; the
slow yet irresistible progress of tho water
excrcisod a sort of fascination over them

FAL INTO TUE DEFTHS THEY MADE THEIR WAY.

. akin to that exerted by a serpent over o

bird. They did not know but that each
| glistening wavelet brought death a little
nearer, and they had no thougbt for
anything else. Presently, his young
, nerves unablc to stand the straio ar7
, longer, little Regle Bartan burst Into
[ iteous sobs, and dropped his torch which
vanished with an expiring hiss into the
water at bis feet This set off others
of the smaller boys, and soon the rave
was filfed with sounds of weeping and
lamentation.

Braced agalnst the extreme back of the
cave, and holding fast the brightest of
the torches, Frank Athertor alone of
the twelve, fully retained self-control
As the organizer of the party he felt re-
sponeible for the safety of its mewmbers
. and, being naturally of 2 co0l, courageous
, temperament, his spirit sustained him fo

the face of a growing dread that their

case was honeless. .

“ Come come, bovs” said he. firmlv,
but soothing'y, “don’t be cry-babies
, There’s more water in the cave now than
we waui, and it's no use adding your
tears to it Keep a good grip on your
lights, and don't lose your foothold. and
you'll get out of here all right enough.”
Higher, steadily, smoothly, piterusly
_higher rose the tide. It played about
| Frank’s feet, washed gleefully over them,
| crept past his ankies up towerd his knees,
and the higher it climbed the deeper
sank his brave young heart. For the
huadredth time he peered eagerdy around
_in the hope of discovering some ledge.
some cranny that would cnable h'm to
climb above the water's reach. But the
s»>arch was vain. Such slight ajvan-

AXD ETILL THE TIDE ROSE.

tages as there were had already becn
siven over to the other boys, and, after
all, they might only serve to postpone
a feww momenis longer the death that
seemed inevitable. To add to the ter-
rors of the situation tho ofl {n tho lights
begun to give out. Oune after another

they grow dim. Qickered for a iwowmont,
and then cxpired, until av length only
the torch held by Fraak, which happily
was otio of extrn slze that had been well
filled at the outset, remalned burning.
By this time most of the boys had be-
come too terrificd to shed tears; chilled
to the marrow, and almost paralyzed
with fear, they clung liko limpets to tho

slippery rock, the pallld faces looking
Inexpressibly pitcous {n tho doep-
caing Zloom.

“Let us say our prayors”
whispered Regle Barton; and his
companlons, by a common Im-
pulse, began with chattering lips
to repcat the prayor most famillar
to them. In the very midst of
this there came & sharp cry of
fright, followed by o theilling
splash.  Poor little Regle, in mak-
ing o slight movement, had lost
nis foothold and fallen Into the
water.

Thrusting hls torch into the
hand of the nearest boy. with tho
command, * Here. take care of
this; I'lt get Regie,” Frank pluaged
after the youngster, who In his
chilled condition was almost holp-
less, and dragged him back to his
placa.

“Hold on tight now, Regle, snid he.
Then scoing that the boy was really too
weak to keep himself upright, he took
his stand beslde him, although the water
was deeper there tkan in Lis former
position.

And stil} tho tide rose. The alr, con-
fined within narcowlng lUmits, and d~awn
upon by twelve persons and a flaring
torch, became foul and oppreasive, pro-
duclng a stupofying effoct upon tho boys.
‘The water lapped about Frank’e walst.

{ It encircled his heart. It climbed upon
| his shoulders. A few Inches more, &nd
| the stern struggle would be over. Oh!
what a dreadful way it was to die pent
up In that dark, drnipping cave, Whore
their bodien might perhaps remaln un
discovered, hidden away to be food fus
the crabs and lobsiers that now were
crawling hungrily aboui their foeet ! No
loving Hps to give the last kige, no
y 8cntle bands to tenderls close the glaz-
ing eyes, but instoad, the morciless
i deadly embrace of tho sca, and the cruet,
greedy maw of its hidevus progeny !

The sobs had ceased. ‘There wes
sllence save for the soft lapping of the
waves against the walls slimy with sca-
weeds, The tide need riso but a fow
| inches more, and its work would be com-
plete. It already touched Frank Ather-
ton's chin. With a fortitude truly
heroic he awnaited bis fa.e.

But what wa this? Had the wetor
; really ceased to rise ? or was it guly his
; Imagination playing him false ?  Trem-
{ bling betwixt the extren.2 of hope and
y fear, Frank stood for some minutes hard-
i 1y breathing in his agonizing uncertalnty.
Then a ory of joy burst from his llps.

“ Hurrah, boys ! he shouted, waving
his torch triumphantly. *“The tide's
golng down spain. Keep your places.
and we'll all be saved.”

There was first o feeble effort at a
anited cheer in responge, and then, their
tongues being loosencd by the good news,
the boys began to hall one another cheer-
fngly, and (o hazard guesses as to how
long it would be before thoy would be
| released from their prison.

Oh, how cruelly slow the tide was In
cbbing out again! Surely it took twice
as long to fall as it did to rise; at least,
so it scemed to the exhausted boyss, who
could barcly keep thewselves from slip-
ping into {ts cvld dopths. ‘But at
lengtk, and not a momen:i {oo soon, it
retreated sufficiently to permit them to
move about {reely on the fioor of the
cave, and an hour later they splashed
thelr way to the entranca.

To thelr amarzement thay found that
It was as dark as pitch outside as welt
as insido the cave. They had catered {t

- —

t
1]
:at midday. It was now not far from
, midnight. Not a sign of their boats
, could tkey find. The high water hai
ttoru them from their mo.rings, and

carried them away. Furtunately Frank

knew pntty well the lay of the lznd,

and stumbling slowly along the shore,

they oventually reached the cottage of a

tisherman, who, in response to their ap-

peal, took them in at once, made a big
fire for them, and dld hls best for their

i comfort.

i The next m roing he carried them In
hls big boat back to Chebucto, where
they found their mysterious disappear-
anco the seasation of the town, and
partiea brlug organized to go in search
of them. Their romarkable story aroused
intense interest. Frank Atkerton: found

{ bimself the hero of tue dsy, and in their

+ abounding joy at the safe return of thelr

1 sons, the parents of his companions

- freely forgave him for having organized

i the axpedition which had =0 aarrow acn.

+ egcape from perishing in Smugglers

Cave.—Weslcyan Mcthodist Magazine,
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A Thankagiving Lesson.
BY J. D, OOWLES,

Out through the cold of a city streot
‘There hastened a child, alone,

All scantliy clothed was the Nttle form ;
A garrot she called her home.

She shivered, as blew the winter wind,
With hunger her face was drawn
Beneath the fulds of her thun,
shawl
She carried a locket—to pawn.

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.
STUDIES I8 THE ACTS AND EFISTLEA

LESSON VIIL.--NOVEMBER 21.
THE CHRISTIAN ARMOUR.

wora

The lockot had hung oer her mother's -

heart,
Since the time her father had died ;
But now it must go-—they could not
starve,
And she held it close as she sighed.

‘The bargaln was meado; meagro food was
bought,
And back to the garret she sped ;
And 1? I had watched her und followed
her howne ;
1 was restless and willipgly led.

1, with ono disappointment, which fretted

me Il
I had sald,—it was Thanksgiving
night—
1 had nothing for which I could reander
Him thanks,

Then the child attracted my sight.

dlo sped up the stairways, she opened
her store

For the dear mother-face to approve,

Eph 6 10-2)  Memory verses, 13-17.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Be strong in the lord, and in the

power of his might.—PBph, 6. 10.
OUTLINE.

1. The Christlan’s Foo, v. 10-12.

2 ‘The Christlan’s Armour, v. 13-18.

3. The Christian’s Duty, v. 19, 20.

Time and Place.—The Eplstiv to the
Ephesians is the first in order of those
written from Rome (aot far from A.D.

1 62).

HOME READINGS.
M. The Christiau armour.—Eph. 6. 10-20.
Tu., The warfare.~—~Rom. 7. 12-25.
W. Our weapons.—2 Cor. 10. 1-6,
Th. * It 16 written.”"—Matt. 4. 1-11,
F. The enemy vanquished.—Rev. 20. 1-10.
8. The arm of salvation.—Isa, 59, 12-21.
Su. Ovr refuge.—Psalm 46.
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1. The Obristian’'s Foe, v. 10-12.
Wherein are we bidden to be strong ?
Golden Text.
‘What is it to be strong in the Lord ?
Whai are we exhorted to put on ?
Wll;at is this armour called in Rom.
13 ?

A LITTLE FIDGET.

“ That little Jimmy Brown I8 aperfect
1ttio Nidget,” sald one lady to the other.
“He is not really a bad boy, but he
given just as much troublo as 1f he was.”

Margie Lawton was Jinmoy's dear
friend, and sho was sittng right in the
room with the ladles, and could not help
hearing this speech. She was much dfs-
turbed by it. When she had slipped
away, to herself she thought and thought
about it, and wondered what she ought
to do. Should shs tell Jimuy's mother ?
Should she tell her mother? What
would be best 7 Presently sho ran down
to the garden fence and called :

“Jimmy ! Jimmy !

“ What 7” answered Jimmy from some-
where near the top of one of his father's
applo-trecs,

** Come over here.
te tell you."

Jimmy scrambled down from the tree
at fearful risk of his neck and followed
Margie to & bench in a far-off corner
of the garden.

‘“Jimmy,” sald Margfe, “you are the
nicest boy in the world, except our own
Harry and the baby."”

Jimmy nodded; it was a taken-for-
granted fact.

* But you've got a fauit,” Margie went
on.

*“What 18 it ?” asked Jimmy.

* You ar¢ a fidget. You are not reslly
bad, but you give people a great deal of
trouble.”

Jimmy had been told tuis very often in
8 great variety of ways, but when he
looked at Margle's solemn face it seemed

I'vo got something

And then by the bedside she dropped,
while they said :
‘* Wo thank thee, O God, for thy love.”

And 1? Abh, 1 learned a lesson that
night,
Which tlme can never remove ;
And 1 too, as I knelt by that old broken
door,
Said, *'I thank thee, O God, for thy
lovet

INTERESTED IN THE BICYOLE.

Every one who visits Centmal Perk,
New York, knows how tame the squirrels
are. A gentlemsn was riding a bicycle
through the Park; all at once he felt
mmethlng run up the outside of his leg
acd fumd into his coat-pocket. He put
nis axns in the pocet, and immediately
the something jum; .4 out and ran under
his coat. Out vok 4 3 little gray nose,
and then tho head .f a squirrel. The
squirrel waa not at « « distressed by his
anovel ride. He settled down comfort-
ably and went spluning around the
Park tundor the rider's coat. The
squirrels sit in the road, and watch the
wheels coming in jonocent amazement,
and the wheelmen have to tura aside to
avoid them. *“One morning,” says a
writer in The Qutlook, 1 was walking
along 2 mountain trall, and a squirrel
came ou* of the dbusghes just In front of
mo, and looked at me ith a most in-
quisitive expression. I was evidently
as much of a curtosity to him as he was
to me. He kopt just tn front ol me for
quite a dlistance, and then perched on
top of & boulder and watched me pass, !
seeming to say, °1 guess youn are harm- !
Jless, I can trust you to play fn my .
md.. ”»

AN ONTARIO FARM VIEW.

Who is our enemy ?

‘What s his character ? 1 Peter 5. 8.

‘What is safd of our foes in verse 12 ?

Can we alone successfully contend
against them ?

Who will help us, cud how ?

10, 13,

2. The Christian’s Armour, v. 13-18.
What 18 ouar duty during the evi] day ?
‘What shall be our duty at the end ?
What shall we have girt about us ?
How is this stated in 2 Cor. 6. 7?7
What is our bieastplate ?

How is it mentioned in Isa. 59. 17 ?

What should we wear on our feet ?

How i3 tnis {llustrated by Isa 52. 7 ?

What is our shield ? And its use ?

What should be on our head ?

What is our sword ?

What {s the first duty named ?

What does this show ? Our need of
divine help.

How should we pray ?

From whom should we pray ?

What other duty is named ?

Agalnst what must a soldier watch ?

How should we_ watch ?

What is Chris®s command ?

24 42,

What is Paul's exhortation and its

reason ? 1 Thess. 5. 5, 6.

3. Tae Christian's Duty, v. 18, 20.

For what special grace doecs Go& ask
prayers ?

1 Cor.

Matt.

What does he mean by the phmse “an-

ambassador {n bonds" ?

TRACTICAL TEACHINGS.
Where in this lesson do we learn—
1. That there is an ev!) spirit ?
2. That we need protection ugainst his
wites °
3. That we can have power to with-
stand him ?

much more serious to him than it ever
had before. His own face grew very
red, #nd he hung his head.

it.:‘l don’t care,” he caid; “I can't belp

*“Oh, yes, youdo! Oh, yes, you can!
You have to help your faulta. I fidget
some, too. But mother says I must re-
member that people have got merves.”

‘“Pshaw ¥ sald Jimmy. “I can't re-
member them.”

“You must. You must try. I'll tel!
you, Jimmy.” Nargle lowered her
voice. * I guess you'd better say it with
your prayers.”

“How ?” asked Jimmy.

“Yray, don't you know, in the *help
me’ part. I put my faults in there, and
it makes them a lot easier. And then,
of course, you can say them separately
any other time of the day you like. It's
much the best way.”

“1 know it,” said Jimmy. For hedn’t
his mother told him ail about those
things ever since he was little, and didn't
be go to Sunday-schooi besides ?

“ All right, then,” said Margle. “1
hope you'll soon be cured.”

That night, Jimmy, to his mother's
surprise, added something new to his
prayers.

“ Oh, Lord,” prayed Jimmy, *“help me
not to be a fidget and glve £3 much

troudble as if I was bad. And please
help me to remember everybody’s
nerves.”

Soon after this there was to bte a chil-
dren’s entertalnment, in which Jimmy
was to have a part. It took o great
many practiclngs to get ready for it, and
those practicings were times of great
danger for Jimmy. Margie watched him
with much anxfety. It was one ¢f the

two ladles whom she had heard talking |

about him who had charge of the enter-
talnment. When It was all over she
was calling on his mother, and Jimmy
came into the room. The Jady smiled
at tho sight of him and shook hands
very cordially.

* This {8 the boy,” she said, * who ali
durlng my coucert, and all during the
practicings, bebaved himsel! Jlke a8 rice
littlo gontleman.”

*“That was o great encouragemoat for
you,” Margle said when Jimmy told her;
‘' 50 now f'ou must keep on cur{ng your
fault till it's perfectly well.”

Jimmy promised to try.

Having told you of one oi his fauits
it is only Iair to tell you of one of his
virtues. One of Jimmy's virtues i{s that
if ho promises to do a thing he means
to do {t.

Thanksgiving Day.
BY MARY D, BRINE,
Dear Lord, true Lord, there is no day
That should not a * Thanksglving "
hold,
For mercles more than I can say,
Increasing as the years grow uid,
There’s not a moment of each day
That is not laden with thy love,
Nor ¢'sn a second which I5 shorn
Of bounty from the hand above.

Do we forget 7 Dear patient Xing,

Whose subjects err from thy com-
mands,

Have patience yet & longer while,
And stoop to reach the eager hands

Held up to clasp thine owr, when men—
Grown timid—seek at last a guide,

As they go stumbling oz their way,
From the right path, so oft aside.

Seed-time and harvest come again,
And yet again upon the earth,
Ohb, Lord, who diea that we might live,
Let heart of man give glorious birth
o thoughts of prayer, and praise, and
love.
For thee, who, come the storm or
shine,
Doth ne'er forget the wants of those
Whom thy dear blood made ever thine.

(vather the harvest of our prayars—
The harvest of our grat‘tude—

For !ife, and all that makes it sweet,
For health and strength, for air and

food,

And let the incense of this day—
Set thus apart for joy and praise—

Burn in our loving hearts through ail
The years gift-crowned days.
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