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A SCENE IN JUNE.
{ woap . . 36COMpanying picture represents a
:;?:l}te " J“nel.) %oﬁgbtgess there are many
H Whe, cenes during this matchless month,
E B %n Nature is at her best and the e:u_‘th clad
B Jupoduty.  Poetry is full of laudations of
wone' Among them all there is none more
2 to rthy the theme than the tribute paid
hig <3, dueen of months by Lowell in
b Vision of Sir Launfall,” a poem,
: 1~g (;'he way, which every one ought to
1 ™4 Mr Lowell says:

And what is so rare asa day in June?
Ther v if ever, come perfect days ;
®D heaven tries earth if it be in tune,
Whn over it softly her warm car lays ;
\ ether we look or whether we lister,
® hear life murmur or see it glisten ;
Very clod feels a stir of might,
instinct within it that reaches and
towers,
And, groping blindly above it for light,
..Climbs to & soul in grass and flowers.
The flush of life may well be seen
Thrilling back over hills and valleys;
Che cowslip star:les in meadows yreen ;
The buttercup catches the sun in its
chalice,
And there’s never a leaf nor a blade too
mean
To be some happy creature’s palace.

#

 “ Now is the high tide of the year

And whatever of life has ebbed away
omes flooding back with a rlp(l)lmg cheer
Intoevery bare inlet, and creek. and bay.
Ve may shut our eyes, but we caunot help
knowing ) .
4 That skies are clear and grass is growing,
-4 I'hat maize has sprouted, that streams are

o owing,
3 And the river is bluer than the sky,
4 That the robin is plastering his house near

by.

‘¢

JJoy comes, grief goes, we know not how;
,Tv_ery thing is happy now :

A 88 eagy now for the heart to l.)e true

8 for grags to be green or skies to be

blue' »

S Ry
=

BOYS.

,‘bow E never get tired talking to or
F oot boys. We suppose it must be
Fa <Use we were once a boy, but never
’i‘lm%lrl’ We know what boys are. We
} trutirst’“nd all about them ; and, if the
Fdea) Inust be spoken, we think a great
E £ of them, At this time we wish to
‘ 0y 8 few words about different kinds of
s’ingy si) And first, there is the persever-
heye Y. This boy sticks to a thing;
Sue " gets discouraged, never gives up.
loeg & boy will always succeed. He
N0t know what failure means.
ioni:‘. Dr. C&?ey, the celebrated mis-
Way ¢, Y to India, was a boy, he tried one
; ery 0 climb 5 tree. He didn’t succeed
ell Well, for his foot slipped and e
‘Rhe faut € ground, breaking his leg in
i : Tor weeks he was confined to
3 : bub and suffered a great deal of
fenoy, a8 soon as he was well
| ;’llgh o go out, he went directly to
ing it ™e tree, and succeeded in cli{nb-
§aud 3, ere was no give-up in him ;
fthay . W88 this determined perseverance
Tye}, ;:(:;r God, enabled him to do so

4 18 hoyge

-2

hen D‘;

y°l1th, h mosthenes, the great orator, was

a

Stam e had a thin, feeble voice, and

an orT:)red badly; but he determined to be

be m’f‘ To gain strength for his voice
baed declaiming on the sea-shore,

i

Months and months he persevered, until his
voice could be distinctly heard above the
voar of the waves. 'To correct his rapid
and stammering way of speaking, he put
small pebbles in his mouth ; these compel-
led him to speak slowly and distinetly. His
perseverance was rewarded with wonderful

A SCENE

success. In time he became the most re-
nowned orator of his country and, perhaps,
of all the world. o .
Then there is the enterprising boy. This
boy has an eye to business; he means to
earn his own living, to make his way in the
world, and he will do it too. If one thing
fails, he does not go meping ahout hut

turns his hand to something else. A boy
of this kind called on a merchant who was
a perfect stranger, and asked for the loan
of a shilling, for which he would pay next
day. The merchant looked at him with
ntuch surprise. There he stood with ragged
clothes and without a penny in_the world ;

IN JUNE.

; boy’s face and manner interested
};?:Lthfle le}:]t him the money and took his
name. Weeks passed away, and téxe éne}:;
chant saw nothing of the boy—in (i:’:l, he
forgot all about him ; but’ after a w dl e he
walked into the merchant’s store, anc }::ah
he had come to pay the shilling which he

had borrowed, It appeared that he in-

vested his shilling in newspapers, and by
buying and selling he had supported him-
self. This was the beginning of his for-
tune.

Then there is the obedient boy. A dis-
obedient boy is a hard case. It 18 not easy
to do anything with him ; and we don’t like

such a boy, and we don’t like to
think about him ; but a truly obedient
boy is the delight of our eyes. He
will come out right and make a man.
Once upon a time a circus came to
town, and everybody knows how the
music and the grand tent and horses
set all the boys a-going. Pennies and
shillings are in great demand ; and many
a choice bit of money have the circus
riders carried away which was meant
for better purposes. A little boy was
seen looking around the premises with
a great deal of curiosity. ¢ Halloo,
Johnny,” gaid & man who knew him,
‘“‘going to the circus?” “No, sir,”
answered Johnny, ¢‘father don’t like
them.” ‘O well! I'll give you money
togo, Johnny,” said the man. ‘¢ Father
don’t approve of them,” answered
Johnny.  ““Well, go for once, and
T'll pay for you.” ¢ No, sir,” said
Johnny, ‘““my father would give me
money if he thought it was best ; be-
sides, T've got five shillings in my box.”
‘“I'd go, Johnny, for once; it’s won-
derful the way the horses do,” said the
man, ‘‘your father needn’t know it.”
¢ I'sha’n’t,” said the boy. ‘‘ Now, why?’
asked the man. ‘‘’Cause,” said Johnny,
twirling his bare toes in the sand,
‘“after I've been I could not look my
father right in the eye, and I can
now.” The man gave up, and didn't
try any more. Johnny was a brave and
}élucky little fellow ; but he was brave
ecause he was obedient.

"DON'T SMOKE.
BY ROBERT J. BURDETTE.

«*“Be not rash with thy mounth,”—
Kecl. 5. 2,

My boy, if my nose hath not forgot
her cunning—and I think she still car-
ries it on her person—I have a distinet
impression as I catch the faint, yet not
too faint, perfume of your good strong
breath, that although you have cast
away the cigarette at my unexpected
approach, the scent of the rice paper
hangs round you still. Now, suppose
we sit down and talk this thing over
for, say, five minutes or an hour.
What? This preaching about smoking
makes you tired? Son, it doesn’t
make you half so tired as your first
cigarette did. If you can truthfully
deny that statement I'll agree to buy all
the tobacco you can use during your
natural life. Another thing ; it doesn’t
make you half so tired to hear me
preach, as it makes me to see you try to
smoke.

Moreover, it makes you disagreeable
company. When you bring into society
the maladorous taint of stale tobacco-

smoke in your hair and clothes, your
presence is always more gratefully wel-
comed when you stay away. You are
pleasanter when you sit by the open win-
dow. On the outside of it, at that. Aren't
you a little ashamed to carry about with
you & breath which you have to disinfecs

before it is safe for your mother to biss
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you'? lsometimes wonder what some men
would do, if every time they kissed their
wives they had to endure what the poor,
long-suffering women do.

So don’t smoke, my boy. It makes you
St\lgfd, 80 it does not help you in your
studies. It is bad for the heart, so it does
not advance you in athletic sports. It
makes you nervous, so it doesn’t make you
a better shot. It makes you smell like a
tap-room, so it doesn’t make you pleasant
company. It doesn't do you one particle
of good; it makes you appear silly and ridi-
culous ; it is as disagreeable ang’ offensive
to yourself asit is to anylody else; you

on't get a bit of comfort out of it, and you
know it ; so don’t smoke !—Golden Kule.
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A STOLEN BIRLE.

Sour years ago there lived in a peaceful
Mmountain home an Arabian vinedresser.
15 life was quiet and uneventful. Dut
suddenly war broke out, and he was drafted

to the Turkish army, and was forced away

fom his budding vines and quiet howme.
® change in his life was bad for him, and
before long he had become as rough and as
Teckless ag any of his comrades, the Mussul-
man goldiers. While the company with
which he served was out on one of their
ora_gu.xg exl.)editions they attacked a small
8 Ostian village. The terrified vi lagers
8d; and the soldiers ransacked their
ouses, seizing all the booty they could
(f)a off. The Arabian sol ier was very
}:)n of reading ; and he took away several
00ks, choosing them haphazard, regardless
of their cantents.
o bne of the books thus carried off proved
® & Bible. He scarcely glanced at its
contents till the war was over ; but as soon
88 he was allowed to return home, and he
a8 away from the excitement of camp life,
® Began to read the stolen Bible. Then
® determined to read it carefully. As he
read, hig attention and interest grew, and

S0on he said to himself, ““ This book is far

better than th an <"’ s
with e Koran ;” and he was filled

wonder at its contents. Then he
:8311 to wonder at himself ; for in the
Study of his word God revealed himself to

® young soldier, and in its light the poor
TMan saw the sinfulness of his own heart
and life, He had no human teacher ; but
© earnestly studied and searched God’s

::)ord, It taught him to pray, and to whom
Pray. It taught him his sinfulness, and

Pointed him to the Saviour. e came to

© ed_eeglner of whom he read, and was
800n_rejoicing in him as his own Saviour
and Friend. ~His family and friends were
;‘ﬂ(:ft‘l‘ndlgnant when they found that he
ad “turned Christian,”” and persecuted
ar;ld insulted him as much as they could.
q 8y mobbed him in the streets ; they
iestroyed hig carefully-kept fruit trees.

But nothing could shake his faith and his
love to God.  An English winister heard
of his distress, sud gave him employment.
More and wore precious did the Bible
become to the persecuted Arabian vine-
dresser.  Prayerfully he studied it; and
rapidly did he ““grow in grace and in the
knowledge of our Lord and Saviour Jesus
Christ.” Three years afterward he was
happily settled as a Christian teacher and
preacher, in a Syrian village on Mount
Lebanon; and among the converts there
under his charge were some who had been
his bitterest enemies and persecutors when
first he began to serve the Lord.

This is just one proof that ¢ the Word of
God is quick, and powerful, and sharper
than any two-edged sword, piercing even
to the dividing asunder of soul and spirit,
and of the joints and marrow, and is a

discerner of the thoughts and intents of the
heart.” :

——

A SALOON INCIDENT.

TurErRE was the sound of the chink,
chink of glasses, ribald langhter and curs-
ing, while the atmosphere was thick with
the fumes of tobaceo and alcohol. The
hour was near midnight, and the eyes of
the men sitting around the little tables
drinking and playing cards were heavy
and bloodshot. Theround, red face of the
bartender was flushed with beer and exer-
tion : for his patrons were drinking heavily
and often. Presantly there was a lull in
the business, and the barkeeper improved
the opportunity by leaning forward and
resting both elbows upon the counter in
front of him.

For some time a shabbily-dressed old
man, standing near the door and leanin
against the soiled wall of the room, ha
been watching the dealing out of the
liquor with feverish, blood-shot eyes. His
facoe was pale and thin almost to emacia-
tion, and his gray hair and beard were long
and unkempt. The thread-bare black coat,
which elung loosely about his attenuated
frame, was buttoned up tightly around
his throat and down his breast. As he
stood there, his long, thin hands would
clasp and unclasp themselves nervously,
whiﬁa every now and then a tremour
would pass over his frame. When the
barkeeper leaned his fat arms upon the
counter, the old man gave a quick, nervous
glance around the room, and walking up to
him asked, in a husky voice, for a glass of
whiskey.

The gartender looked at him contemptu-
ously for a moment, and then inquired :
¢ Have you got the chink 1”

¢ Certainly, certainly ; of course I have.
I'm no deadbeat,” replied the old man.

The saloonkeeper handed him a glass of
the ticry beverage, and he drank it down at
a swallow.

As he put the empty glass down upon
the counter, he turned to the man behind
the bar and said : *“ 8ay, old fellow, I have
poured a large fortune, a beautiful home
and a loved wife and child into your till,
and you have poured ruination down my
throat ; so I guess you ean stand this one
drink, for T have not a cent left in the
world,” and he turned to go.

‘“Not so fast,” cried the enraged sa-
loonkeeper, as he sprang over the bar and
seized him by the collar.  * You drunken
old brute, pay for that glass of whiskey,
or I"ll kick your old carcase into the gut-
ter.”

The old man’s voice trembled as he re-
plied : *‘Don’t, don’t, old friend. For
you I have lost a fortune, home, wife and
baby ; surely you will not begrudge me a
single glass of whiskey? 1 had to have it
or [ would have died.”

“Qut upon {()u, you snivelling old hy-
pocrite,” yelled the saloonkeeper, with an
oath, emphasizing his command with a
brutal kic\( and a violent jerk on the coat
collar.

The collar gave way, and the greedy
eyes saw a thin gold chain to which was
fastened & small gold locket, hanging
around the bare, wrinkled neck.

““Ha, ha ! you old mu.er,” laughed the
brute, as he tore the chain violently from
off the old man's neck. Tl keep this
little trinket till you pay for the whiskey.”

For a moment the old man stood as if
dazed, and then, clutching wildly with both
hands at his throat in a vain search for the
locket, cried out: ““For God's sak

e give
me back my locket !

Give me back my

locket ! Don't open it!” he yelled as the
saloonkeeper began to examine the locket.
“diveit tome! For the love of heaven
give it to me.”

* You blubbering old idiot,” laughed the
saloonkecper, ‘‘ who'd have thought you'd
have a sweetheart .at your time of life 1
Come, boys, let us see what kind of a look-
ing gal she is.” )

Then the lookers-on saw a strange sight.
The gray-headed old man flung himself on
his knees before the brutal saloonkeeper,
and while the tears ran down his hollow
cheeks, begged and implored him to give
him back the locket.

But the salooukecper only laughed and
said : “ Must be a pretty girl to make all
that fuss over. 1 wouldn't miss seeing her
picture now to save my soul from purga-
tory.” As he said this he opened the locket.
A long curl of beautiful golden hair fell
out, and, catching on his fingers, twined
itself around them like a thing of life,
‘“Saints and angels!” he yelled, as he
hurled the locket, hair and all, upon the
floor, and began to stainp upon them.

Like a tigress fighting for her young, the
old man sprang to the rescue of the golden
curl. A short but terrible struggle en-
sued, and then there was a gleam of glit-
tering steel, a thud, and the gray head
fell backward to the floor, while. the red
blood spurted up in the face of the mur-
derer,

Btrong hands seized the saloonkeeper j
but the old man was beyond help, '

“Oh, my darling, my darhn I” he
murmured, as his life-blood ebbe away,
‘ who would have thought, when you put’
your soft white arms around my mneck to
clasp that locket, kissing me as you did sp,
and saying in your sweet baby voice :
‘ Papa, 1 love ‘a0, 1love 00 sa. Won't ‘oo
ti®% me ’cause I gives ’oo such a swoet
birfday’s present}’—who would have
thought that I should die a drunkard's
death, stabbed in a drunken quarrel over
a lock of my dead baby’s golden hair}
Forgive me! Oh, forgive me! my mup-
dered wife and child ! And then raisin
himself on one elbow, he almost shrieke
while his face took on a look of mare than
mortal anguish : “ May God ecurse and
blast whiskey and all who desl in it, aa
whiskey has cursed and blasted me and

mine ! ”—and he fell back a corpse.—.dlvin
Jovenil, in Union.

OOULDN'T GET THE GATE OPEN.

More than sixty years ago, a boy, ten or
twelve years old, started one morning to go
to school. He didn’t like his teacher, and
did not like to go to school. He wanted
to stay at home, but he knew he could not
do that because he was not sick, and had
no excuse. But he thought he could invent
one that would answer.

His mother started him off with his
dinner-pail in his hand, and thought, of
course, her little boy would go straight to
school, as he often had done before.” Byt
after he had been gone fifteen or twenty
minutes the little fellow came back.

Was hesick? No. Had he been hurt{
No. Did anybody or anything frighten
him? No. What then?

Well, he told his mother, ““he couldn's
get the gate open.”

His mother knew this was a poor excuse.
She knew he could very easily climb over
the gate if it was fast, and that her little
boy was only shamming.

What do you think she did? TLet him
stay at home? Go and open the gate for
him? No. She just went towards the
wood-pile, and picked up a little awitoh,
and then, turning to the boy, said ;

““Come on, I will help you to get the
gate open.”

Her son took the hint and was off as
nimble as a cat, not caring for gates or
fences either.

This boy lived to be nearly eighty years
of age. e died on the day before last
Christmas.

During his long life he found many gates
to be opened—as we all do —and that a
lively switch will help not only over gates,
but over wide ditches, steep hills, and high
mountains,

After many years the gray-haired man
cawe to the last gate. It opened of itself
and led into the graveyard, where he now
sleeps,

That last gate is before us all.
be just a little way off, or it may be

It may
a long

T bid

I ’ d
journey. No matter, it is surely 3};‘;‘;
somewhere, and we will come to it 800
ar later. When we reach it, may if on
only lead inte the graveyard, but beiairs
it into the brighter world where gray o
and trembling liunbs are never seel-
Luehunge.

—————— - ———
“Bpys Will Be Boys.”

d
“Bovs will be boys:” We resent the ol
saying
Current with men; ing:
Let it be heard; in-excuse for our stray!"s
Never aguin | or
Ours is 8 hope that is higher and clea'fer”
Ours is a purpose far brighter and dear ;
Ours is a name that should silence
jeerer ;
We will be men !

““ Boys will boys ” is an unworthy slander:

Boys will be men ! )

The spirit of Philip in young Alexander
Kindles again. "

As the years of our yonth fly swiftly ,ﬂg T

Asbriglitens about us the light of life's "’"e

As the glory of manhood dawns on u8

say,
: We will be men |

When ““boys will be boys” you exch"
with a wink,
Answer us, men ! ¢
How old are those “‘hoya?” Is their "
. do you think,
Fifty or ten? t0
1t may he the boys with whom you uaad
0

g i
Considered wild oats not nnpleasant ta SQSIA{
But how looks the harvest you hoped wo¥

not grow, '

Now you gre men? b
**Boys will be hoys !” Yas, if boys may ”
prire,
Medels for men ;
If their thoughts may he
truthfulness sure, -
Say it again ! 0
If boys will be bo;s such as boys nghtt

be— d
Boys full of sweet-minded, ligh,ti'he”‘ﬁ"‘a

glee—

Let boys be boys, brave, loving and frees
Till they are men !

A Modern Prodigal

modest, th'

Mrs. Julia McNair W"’ight'

CHAPTER III.
CONCERNING THE WRATH OF ACHILLES'

"
THE next morning, drawn by the ¢
mand of the good Quaker as by an irres¥
ble destiny, Achilles appeared at the ho¥
of Friend Amos Lowell at the appoi® Iy
time. Achilles in his attic had risen €8
«washed carefully, dressed in his nek,
olothes, and, carrying his shoes and chﬂ,
ings in his hand, had Jeft the house “h‘.
known to any one and walked down *
mountain, the three miles tp the vill# o

He put on his shoes and hose 88
waited for Amos to come out. el
The day was just breaking as P M

reached the station, where only Ono},ir
two passengers besides the sheriff and p
prisoner were waiting for the cars. Frie
Amos approached Thomas Stanhope, #
held out his hand.
“Thy words yesterday, Thomas, &
me hope for thee. When a man sees g
errors and confesses that his punishmefor
i{s just, when he begins to take care i
others] a good work is going on in P
goul. I have come to tell thee that Mer®
and her children shall not lack a friend 8"
8 helper while Amos Lowell is spared P!
the good Lord.” : .
Achilles meanwhile was gazing on B
father from behind the shadow of "}’
portly Amos. Here was a new iathei
His clothes were clean and well mend f
He was washed and closely shaven. "
fiery glow of alcoho! had faded fromd,
eyes and skin, and his features, thinn€
little by abstinence and anxiety, g
returned to something of their D8y
refinement.  Prisoner as he was, h°w,m’
himself niore erect and had a firmer § o
than when he shambled along half-0F
the crouching bondsman of alcohol. oﬂ‘ﬂ’l
“Friend Lowell,” he said, “I "ing f"tb
what T have got, and I ask noth’ 4

8t
W
t




e

———

m

any;e(}fl; ! But help them to get work—
Ladp if you have any influence here 1D
eenury’ close those saloons which have
ehou ?y ruin before my two boys get old

g togo the evil way T have gone 1
Lorq T;ld certain others whose hearts the
daily ﬁa}tlh touched,” replied Amos, “do

® ¢ ght this traffic. Whether or not
tell gnt drive out these saloons I cannot
Oy’g ou by God’s help we will keep thy
sit fu_c of them. Poverty and the neces-
¥ of hard labour keep, by God's bless-

In
m%ﬁ {;‘a’“)‘ a boy from mischief. When
him o ecame a sinner, the good Lard gave

l0pe }]ilessmg in labour. 1f Deacon Stan:
exam lad left thee his good name an
a 'dpe and not a dime, he might have
have bmore worthy successor. Thomas, £
He rought thy son to bid thee farewell.
blank] stepped aside, and Thowas stared
Was no)t,; at Achilles as at a stranger.
with by hab the boy, thus put face to face
ligeren;'f‘: looked suspicious, defiant, be,l-
actiong | for years Thomas Stanhopes
Achille lad been of such a nature that
ing ebs could show to him no mare pleas-
Stlblr Xpression. The lad's nature Wed
an yland war-like ; there was more 1ol
cllriouc AY 1n his make-up. What was
ime fs to Stanhope was that for the first
and nor years he saw his son in new §hoes
pel‘cal:W cap, a tidy suit, a necktie, @
Ished ) shlr_t7 and scoured to the unblem-
1t ¢q, eanliness of his Quaker protector
respectan];? to Stanhope that this eminent
congig; ility night have been the mora
Sudde on of Achilles but for him. e
e Ny remembered a day when he had
i:,lth his own father, the good deacon,
hilsmt’l‘)“) to start on a pleasure trip
the adelphia. He had then been about
&gea:ehat Achilles had now z‘ea,ch(}a‘c‘lé
birth 8 good clothes, had been bl
I'afllltlfght' What a happy, inr}ocent,
his fynced boy he had been, holding by
Such 4 er's hand, so trustful and fond o
hig 4 good father | And here—here Was8
deﬁanon’ clothed by = stranger’s Care
0 8ge '[',-wmth brooding in his soul, come
Yeary! is father carried off to serve a ten-
Was g Sentence ! His lips trembled, there
hang. c°P, in his voice, as he held out s
S thiﬁesl,s deell))ly injured son and said,
. . my Oy ! 35
eﬁ(’}(l)l!l‘les was not one to be placated by &
"linixtes to forget ten cruel years in 0Ve
Withoyt | He took his father’s hand, bub
Joug cordiality,
N :t‘g are they 1" asked the prisoner.
while » of off than they’ve been this goo
N ,0 S’ald Achilles. ‘Stanhope winced.
child, Wl be good to the mother and the

com

« ,el'l, my bOy,”

sh(’t,l’ ’lls;)i?i l;etter than you have, by 2 long
8  son.

th‘if:;fhop e turped paler at this home-
“w 2

withf):te been very bad. You're bgtter

Achilles ,r‘n TI'm ‘going for a long tine,
‘(N .

“wh:ne too long,” retorted Achilles.
big gu ™ YOU come back 1 will be a man, a3
8rown You are, and the rest of 'em will be
P at lcl)p' You'll find you can’t carry O
have. leu! house any more the way you
by that 11. have a good place for mother
Somg time, and she i1s going to have
“ Peace and quiet in it.”
humyy J9P° 50, she pocds it,” seid the
My chy fa't.her' “T have thrown away
Shal) n:ce In life and ruined you all.
uild uver come back to trouble you-
and o P the home I destroyed, Achilles,
that y a‘}}, I hIave not been and nothing
etig] : suppose your mother an
“6& are lglad to bg rid ())’f me t}QO(‘" .
WOIHen’ t ey cried " like e\'e,rythmgi
dong kare so dreadful soft-hearted am
cOllrSe tllllow) W]l;‘],t’l.l g()()d for 'em ; but of
back » '®Y'd ba geared enough to see yOU

Th .
the riain whistled. The sheriff touched
Prisoner'y - ]

Thom§0d~la¥e, Achilles, my boy,” said

sk th:- orgive me if you c¢aAn and
than )'om %0 ; don’t think harder of me
fa‘ther i;l Lan help,  I’d have been a goo
¢ ‘:;t hadn’t been for drink.”

kney, (:) did you drink for when you
Obfi“ratevgclhting?dg you agt?” said the
Crie ® 580ond whigtle blew. ‘Al aboard!”
ela’*’Ped he_ conductor, Thomas suddenly
Then o 18 801 in his arms and kissed hin
Platfo, *V10g the astounded lad on the
Sherig % D@ entered the car before the

chilles stood dazed for a momenty

car window, where

ran along b the ! ero
e uld sce his father, n.nd ’bh(butud_
2 oo Tl give ’em your

e - father ! y
GO!Od } (?;;’t fret. Il take care of ’em.
love s To the sound of

) »
We'll be all right now !  the sound of
which ASBUTanoe, ] Hlli?d p Dave
double meaning, the train ro L’t
tation. Achilles }ooked after it. B
e There,” he said ta Friend Amos, you
wanted m,e to-come Say good-bye, and [
du}‘]';hee has not &
the Quaker quietly,
has a hard head. e
good-bye moreol:lu:;hgri.
¢ S .
o:1 (:goirli‘xbaﬁ and kicks, nor bc}:{:;d
our little sister nor chased your mother

i al gold your stecr..
aut the rall o greakfast with me,

very soft heart,” said
“a‘xd I conclude thee
[ could bid the prisoner

He never treated

] come to :
A ‘l‘lirrll}c:sa"wgaid Friend Amos, trusﬁrjg
r;thex‘ tto, tiine than to argument to soften

injured lad.
z of the 1n] s Friend Sara

in her arms.
in a new

¢ the Quaker’s door wa

Lo{‘vtull with little Patty n
"washed and curled, c¢:.a

white M{m}l o e

i friend loow

e supphes e };':)used up to give a
Both Achilles and
of the ample breakfast

Amos took them

g store and g:u(fie Patt){ a
i : Joll, a woolly do% and a

htt'ﬂli’ 5?%:;3?1?7 aU;o;l Achilles he bestowed
1C .

: rake and 2 hoe.
¢« This is as muc

miles up the hill,

most BO
After breakfast,
into his adjoinin

h as thee can carry three
» he said. Friend

He

. ig pot far from thee.
J;'wob. Py’ai‘; l:eed potatoss, and cabbage
will e and lend thee {:1 :fptnde.
\ times, and let me
den made hethree’wee ﬂ.what
flairs. Thee 18 not

better & -
thoe lzas ?:«:iii:g what thee will do; éet us
SlOW 0 ¥ u be equauy gOOd a per-

if thee Wl
see if t”

forix:lg%‘s six o'clock @
up, drinking the dews
ing. The grass
side ; the chickwe

nd the sun was well
“of the April morn-
a8 green on the road-
od and shepherd’s purse
were in blossom- As Achilles, full of hope,

] ra,ke v the
i over one shoulder,
Sped along, hi )

14 begin to work
o o d tell his

in his 1011gme happy Tortunes of Patty.

mother © VP preading 168 golden
Seelg dglxéisli)olﬁ‘lin% water in the y(?aid-
disc by t proke into & joyous whistle.

i n -jay chased each
A black-biY 3Lunder the rails vn the fenced,

hin the flash of %reen ng;:k :tlns
and Wt s, Achilles o1t as if scale
eyes, and for lt,.he‘r first
3 a2t he was living 111
- thgt‘v “;mc he b;en
ood’s heritage of joy!
he little home, his

t
h:nd Samuel were busy

ani Mercy at
. use-cleaning. .
with & V‘gOﬁ‘éutigiut of heart, £00 wtﬁirll]e;d
1~ undertake any )
aown to undertts ssibility of

broken o
%ﬁ(tl Letitia had Se?lri)fg g){;ﬂ th; first time,
decency and l”ms her : <« Pon't give uP

: treated % i reb
and had enou L fgel better 11f) uyr?’ltl (%is_
nmther:“d on something “ew'l ance for the

our ml < we've got @ 01‘; o e el
courage uS lives o .
. H r 11ve8. v y n
first el N 0% Ty iten will run SR
us on, T'm o was talking of mh};flse T e
desPAT os un awaY ! Ad!
e !I’—’I criet{l‘ ysli(;r;(y];‘,u give him anything to
«He wo 10
: ) gaid Tetitis . oor
g ]f30rt,,wsl?;§e i‘s he now g7 cried the p
ot u
1 gaid her
m%her'king far work, mayk ) Msus show
Look! 13 He’u come back 3 thing O
daughter prying t0 make somethils
are

him we 3% N

this place: thoughts of her (fh.lll
° . “Achilles, begar

Y for

K of her house-

be done with

the

arred by
by fears
yrr the wrec
tol ; ods what conld
hold goods: :
it ; casting "
I‘O:,ld, her heart
i momen
tS];x]: was & glnd womnng
| : in. .
b illll)lelllellts, C'“tllllz train to see kfat,lxer
Pye Dot Mr Lowell made ne-

. H
’ he sald. " ) .
IIe ga.ve me thlS h()b‘ ()Jld Iﬂke f 5 (l ing 1t,
d };Ie&kf&ﬂt I saw f & tty. bhe IOOked
an o

-

PRy ek oo

St € other ftolks ; ¢
her a doll, a cart, ‘3&, ;(::)%Mé‘. Lowell gave
candy. You ought to s‘:;e 018: a'n,gi some
little sister was of much m 1er The
than the father. 1 more importance

O Achilles, you saw yaur father! H

1 o 71, . oW
g}gr(l:; IOOk? What did he S‘dy'l” eried

““ He looked a heap bette
saw him look before, Bei:;gt};an rIisglver
does him good, seems to me. Hepsa.id f;
was sorry, and he was never coming back
to trouble us, and for me to take care of
you, and he cried and kissed me.”

Mercy sat down and burst into violent
wesping. ’

“Wish's 1 hadn’t told you,” said
Achilles, *‘making you cry so. Don't,
mother. ’I, thought you'd not be crying
any more.

Mercy tried to control herself. Evi-
dently her son was not fond of ecrying
penple.  He had had overmuch of erying
and sighing in his shouvt existence.  Letitia
whispered to ler: ‘‘Don’t discourage
Achilles so, mother. I think it was a good
sign if fathor felt bad.” Achilles caught the
words.

«'Tain’t no use. Mother’s bound toery ;
she’s got ‘customed to it, I did think may-
be we'd have good times now, but we
won't. I think father ought to feel bad.
1 told him so. I told him I’d see myself
further if I couldn’t be better to all of you
than ever he was. But there! ’taint no
use to try.”

And again in Mercy’'s heart the wife
gave way before the claims of the mother.
She wiped her eyes.  ‘‘There, Achilles,
you will not see me cry any more. I'm
going to keep up heart for you children,
and yowll all help me. We'lltry to do all
those things we planned yesterday, Achilles.
You shall lay out the work and we’ll help

ou. You are the man of the house now.”

¢« There!” cried Achilles, who liked to
be at the head of affairs, that’s something
like. Whatever you want, mother, you
just sing out, and it'’s going to be done.

t's a little after seven now by the sun.
Some day we'll own a clock.  As soon as I
get off these nice clothes I'm going to work.
I say, Tish, I've been to town and back.
Won't you go over to Lyman’s and get a
spade for me to dig with, and ask for some
seeds, and plants, and secd potatoes?
Things had ought to be in right off. You
tell ’em I'll help “em haying or harvesting,
to pay for what I get. We ain’t going to
beg—we're folks now.”

Tetitia at once set off across the pasture
lot for Mr. Lyman’s. Samnuel pulled his
mother’s arm.

¢ Say, mother, can’t I put on the new
clpthes and go to school now? I had to
stop 'cause of my trousers and no shoes.
Can't T go?”

¢ Maybe Achilles wants you to help him
in the g:u‘den.”

«Q Kill 1" pleaded Samuel, *“You let
me go. I'm forgetting all I learned about
reading, and I want to read, and if I can
read 1 can have that beautiful story-book
mother got down last night. And I like
the teacher, Kill, she’s so nice to me. 1
will work like sack, Kill, ’fore an’ after
gchool, an’ Sat’days, if you'll let me go to
school, Kill.” )

Highly flattered at heing thus created
into the family autocrat, Achilles paused
with his foot on the atbic stair and contem-
plated his little brother. ’ _

“1 say, mother, he ain’t much size for
his age, and ain’t much good to work—
g'pose we send him to school, and make a
gcholar of him, like some of the big-bugs
down in the town A

¢ Well, Achilles, just as you say; he
has always had to be kept home on account
of his clothes. But since Mr. Lowell
brought him some—yonu must help brother
out of school though, Samuel. Brother
can’t do all the work."”

« 11l work just as tight as I can lick,”

sponded Samuel.
reg‘l‘)(\‘sell, then,” said Achilles, ‘“it will be
an hour before you need get ready. You
begin gathering all the rubbish up from the
ya,;d. You put all that will burn in the
stove, in a nice pile close to the house for
and make a heap of the rest.
any old tin, or rags, or shoes

and white apron,

mother,
Don’t leave
around.”
Samuel darted out to obey. )
o Achilles,” said Mercy entreatingly,

“if you only could

now he's gona :

LI | forgave him—a utﬁey “m " the
depot,” said the boy. “1 ssid good-bye,
and we'd be all right now. 1 cpn'’t forglve
hun, the hull of it.till I ean forget, and 1
don’t know how good 1am at rérgetting-
%\g;lgibe when I see you all right, and things

YoKin, rett; ic forgi i
so'a? !ﬁoxl')e," ¥ mice, ,1 may -forgive. ,hm
ith what pride and security did Achilles
naw look about his. poor hginefif%r& him-
;elft}flree ta work forita stfectual réstoration.
1 the new manliness.aroused. by his inde-
pendent position); - he - sudden] - began to
wonder why the house and its twenty
surrounding acres had not been sacrificed
in the devastations wrought by hisfather
He asked his  mother, after Be had re-
f‘l;x"in:gk :o, t?ld clothes gnd bpre feet, and
l ken time to. wva- i '
worlfli(ng thoroug}(;lifa,p,“}vQ %‘”el for not
“Your grandfather. left it to you chil-
dren, said ‘tlie mother, ‘‘so t;)ouyi":) ufazggr
001‘1‘1d neither sell it nor mortga, it.”

But he wrgelted it all he could,” said
the boy.  ““Qurs, is it? Walk; Il 'make
it worth having, and if ever he 'does try to
come back he just ‘won’tfg‘ét in! 'l be a
man then. Samuel | den’t run about so
here and there.- . Begin at a corne? of the
hm}llse, and WOEk clean as you-go.” .

ere came Letiti s
with e itia flushed and breathless

“Kill! Mr. Lyman’s ever so ki
says he’ll come riyght over now(,) :rl:(lld].ﬂouﬁl?
the garden, cause you can’t work it up right
with a spade.  And he’ll bring seed pota-
toes, and plunts and seeds, and he says he
bellfwes there’s good stuff in you y and
youw'll make a man if you have half a c}’mnoa
And, mother, Mrs. Lyman's baby is siok,
and Mrs. Lyman says if I can come o or
and work for her for a month, she’ll give
me a hen and chicks, and a little pig, and
amnew calf.  Can’t I go? Can’t you iimsh
up here and get me a dress and some
aprons made, so I can be decent while T,
and work ? Mrs. Lyman said she’d lénd"gg
an apron and a sack till you fixed some.”

“A ‘5)1g ! shouted Achilles, ““a calf! g
hen and chicks?  What are you stopping
for, Tish ¥ Why don’t you go back as fas%
as ever you can ? T'll take hold and hel
n}other till Mr. Lyman gets here, I uesls)
now we can have things that won’t be
carried off for whiskey. 1’1l make coaps
and T'll build a little pig-pen, and merIx)d
the barn-yard fence, for our pig and calf
and chickens, Tish!” = ’

Letitia was soon speeding back across the
pasture, and Achilles put his brawns
strength at his mother's service., Hz
swept down the walls, straightened: the
stove-pipe and fastened ib up, and rubbed
it clean with some paper. ) -

¢ He didn’t leave us much, only what
things were to strong to break, and tog
heavy to take to town,” he said, as looked
at the stove, table, bed, two or three chairs
a tub, pail, and washing bench, which
formed the major part of their household
gear. “‘I'll mend some of those things
mother. I will make you a stool or so.if, I
can get hammer or nails, Couldn’t lybﬂ
cover them the way Mrs. Lyman does?
And can’t you take the old clothes and
rags, and braid us some mats the way she
does?”

¢“Put all the rags you find here in this
tub, Samuel,” said Mercy, stepping to the
door. ‘T did use to make mats, but your
poor father sold them and I gave it up.”

“Poor father ! said Achilles, between
his teeth, going out to help Mr. Lyman
unload the plough from the waggon and
begin work on the garden. ¢ Tl show
poar father a thing or two, if he ever sets
foot in this house again.”

(To be continued.)

forgive your fathee—
g

SELF-DENIAL.

A LITTLE box came into a missionary col-
lection inscribed with the singular words,
““'Tig But.” It was from g lady who had
never felt that she could do much for mis-
sions. But she had been accustomed to
buy a good many things for herself which
she did not absolutely need, saying, ‘“'Tis
but a dollar,” or ““Tis but a trifle.” - This
year she determined, when so tempted,-to

ut hor *’tis buts” into the missionary-
ox; and it surprised her to find that they
smounted to $160, S




UNDER GREEN APPLE BOUGHS,

THERE is not. a.more beautiful sight on
earth than an apple orchard in full blossom,
Who cannot recall such a vision as he looks
at our illustration. Why, you can almost,
smell the fragrance of the sweet pink and
white blossoms. Do you not remember
how often you used to steal away with
your favourite book and curl yourself up
In that notch or on that old gnarled,
crooked trunk, away from all disturbing
influences? 1 can remember many such
delightful hours. )

I'know an old apple-tree that has lived
over half a century. ~ What stories it could
tell if it could speak ! Tt once stood in the
middle of an orchard ; now it stands alone.
All its companions have either died _or
have been cut down to make room for im-
provements, so-called. The orchard is
gone. It was gone before my recollection,
but this one old tree still stands and bears
fruit, good frujt; not so much as it
formerly did, of course, when (1t was
young and vigorous, but every spring il is
covered with blossoms.

1 remember many, old and young, who
oftentimes rested beneath its friendly
shade, who have passed away from earth,
but whose lives have left a fragrance as
sweet as the old tree’s blossoms.

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.

OLD TESTAMENT TEACHINGS,

B.C. 977.) LESSON X,
REVERENCE AND FIDELITY.
Eecles. 5. 1-12.]

GoLDEN TexrT.
Not slothful in business : fervent in spirit ;
serving the Lord. —Rom. 12, 11,
OUTLINE.
1. The Fear of God, v. 1-7,
2. Doing Justice, v. 8-12,

TIME aND PLace.—Perhaps about B.C. 977,
but very doubtful.

[June 4.

[Memory verses, 1, 2,

ExpraNaTIONS.

** Keep thy foot”—In the East, shoes or
sandals were taken off when entering the
temple. ‘‘Be more ready to hear,” etc.—
An attentive, teachable heart is better than
formal worship without sincerity. ‘“ Be not
rash with thy mouth "—Wise counsel in any
case, but it here specially refers to inconsider-

,Prayers and vows to God., ‘4 dream . , ,

"y Jogl'y voice "—Droams mean nothing,

and they eome most frequently when the mind
is more than full with taxing, ill-arrange |
businese,  So a fool's voice means nothing,
No one depends upon it for guidance, and ity
utterances are characterized not by good
sense, but by a multitude of ill-arranged
words. The Hebrews rightly judged that
the men who disregarded God were fools.
““ Suffer not thy mouth to cause thy flesh to
sin ”—That is, Don’t make rash promiseg
which cannot be kept. *“Defore the angel »
—God’s representative. ‘* Matter ”—Purpose,
‘*The king himself is served by the field 7—
Dependent upon its cultivation.

PracricaLn TeacHINGS,

Where does this lesson teach that it is fool.
ish and wicked—

To be irreverent in worship ?

- To utter prayer or testimony or ritual
without sincerity ¢

. To make vows of reform without con-

sideration ?

. To become discouraged by the wrong-

doings of others ?

To seek permanent happiness in tran.

sient wealth ?

6. To expect luxury to minister to health ?

\Where does this lesson teach that it is wise
and right—

L. To reverence God in
vate ?

2. To remember the unsatisfactoriness of
earthly treasures ?

3. To keep all promises made to God and
man ?

4. To cherish firm faith in the J udge of all
the earth ?

5. To take one’s religion into daily life?

THE LEsson CATECHISM,

1. What is our first duty when approach.
ing God? ¢ Reverence.” - 2, By what is g
fool’s voice known? * By multitude of words.”
3. What three duties are enjoined upon yg
by the Golden Text? *“Not siothful in busj.
ness : fervent in spirit ; serving the Lord.»
4. What is said about wealth ? s He that
loveth silver shall not be satisfied with silver,»
5. What is each of us exhorted to do ? Fear
thou God.”

DocTRINAL SuGGESTION. —The
ence of God,

[ T N O

public and in pri.

omnipres.

CATECHISM QUESTIONS,

What is an eternal Spirit ?

One who is without beginning and without
end. . .

What do you mean by saying that God is
infinite ? .

I mean that his nature and attrlhutgs are
high above all understanding, and without
any limit.

Goop vinegar always has a ““mother” and
the better the ‘“mother ” the better the

vinegar.  And itis generally so with g hoy,

.

[}
I
1\“

BEDTORD JAIL,

BEDFORD JAIL,

YEars anq years

unyan was gept, to

Preaching the gospel

© Was confined in By

4 picture of whie), i
or twelve yearg,

he was in this prj

Breat part of thay, wonderful L)

), John
Prison fo
of Chpigt,

18 Jailer proved to be ki i

hl};m his enemies, and sometiﬁldeir ;1(1)011113
him to go ang see hig family, i o
Suspecting this, gent g
to question the jailer,

8ee him.” He was called, anq
and all wag well.  Aftep the
left, the Jailer said to
may i

What Will You Do?

WHaT will you do with the

,.. The question is asked to-day

To you who are travelling onwarq
© the land that is far away,

new year ?

! consider,
Wwith the new ?

Do you wish for ha; new
Without one anxiogsy(;are ? year®
They turn to the face of Jesus,
t up your soul jn prayer;
Trust yourself to his keepiny,
J0low him as your guide,
Willingly work in his vineyard,
Closer press to his side,

Do you wish for a holy new
Then sit at the Master’s fg;:ﬂ:l' '
And ask for his Holy Spirit
To gulSe your faltering feet s
en resting upon hig romise
Without g doubt or ear, ’

Ou may step out with ladness
Into the fair new yea.rg *

T——————
AN EMPTY POOCKET,

. THE 0ld manwho had long swept thecross-
Ing at the entrance of one of the city parks,
was stricken down by illness early one sum-
Iner morning, and as he was taken up to be
carried away to the hospital, a policeman
handed his broom to Tom J. enks, a poor
ragged boy who was standing by, saying,
“ éere is a chance to f1] your empty
pocket.”

still, quiet street, with 4 very sad face,
His pocket was empty, and his stomach also;

for he had neither home nor friends,

-4

: omh?

Asif reading his thoughts, the pOIVl'cT b2
sald, ag he came marching back oe novef
beat, o few moments later, ¢ OB ay b
need have gy, empty heart ; that I, 7cgl
filled wit), love toward God and on® :
OW- ey, ” : Ton
That thought pbut new courage lnbgliging

t made hiy, kind, thoughtful, and © -
to old People, and little children in dimé
cular ; aug it brought him many 2 ki“d
and nickle, 4,q many a smile and :
word, b

o
It brough him something better fev;he
than thege ; for the superintendent oe old
Park had gy, €ye on him, and when b 'on!
SWeeper came back to his cro*"““-’%; ool
Was given 5 Place in the park, wl't t
wages and a neat uniform, where his P:
At face anq Polite manners made M
avourite. yer
Tom is ap earnest Christian, and ne'nl'
loses g chance to te]) of God’s love t0 h:’,lle
self, or of Passing on the good news 0 st
Poor anqg friendless, and if one has of
empty pocket, he may have a life full
mdly deeds dope for our Saviour's sake-

———
4 New Pansy Book.

TWen(u-Minutes-Late

Mrs.. Isabella M. Alden

(Pansy -

Cloth, Illustrated, 70c.

We have just placed upon the market
this new story by a writer whose name
is known and loved by many thousan:'s
in Canada.,

The book is uniform with our well-
known Canadian Copyright Editiou,
the previous volumes of which are

1. Eighty-Seven, A Chautaugua Story.
%. Judge Burnham’s Paughters.

3. Aunt Hannah, Martha, and John.
4. Miss Dee Punmore Bryant.

5. A Modern Exodus.

6. Her Associate Members,

7. John Remington, Martyr,

We have a complete list of Pansy’s
books, with portrait, of the au,
we will gladly mail to
application,

hor, whicl,
any addresg o

—_—

WILLIAM BRiGGsS,

Methodist Book and Publishing House,
Toronto,

C W, COATES, MonTREAL.
S ¥, HUESTIS, Haures.




