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No. 382,

The Fireman
PY CHARLES UMRERS.

Hark! 'tis the clang of the bell!
And thte fireman springs to his

fee!
(ke = faithful hound at his
mister's word)
At the Verv second the bell is
hearg,
In jucket and belt complete.

And away, ltke the rush of the
wing

Wwith ladder and rope and reel,
Nid the ghriek of the whistie
and hurrying beat
0t sparkling hoofs8 through the
ruddy Street,
Ana the ring of brass and steel.

Up, now, through the raging
fire

He clambers, with panting
breath—
Through the shifting smoke and
the furnace glow,
‘And falters his foot for a mo-
ment —ho !
What terror has he of death?

Flashes the axe {n his hand,
And iis dlows fall fast and

true ;
-In a secopd the shattered wall
ves Way,
And, quick am a tixger after his

prey'
WwWith a bound he dashes
throush.

- And beariug a drooping form
From the tottering rooms he flies;—

Bt if in valn s & last retreat,

And he comes no more from the ruthless

beat,
Like a fireman hero he dies.

Fireman, give me your hand!?
You with the brawny breast,
With the fron arm and the sinews of

steel,
And the dig bold heart that the world
i shall feel
Its manifest heart and best !

For out of the deeds of men,
‘The valour of human strife, )
. ‘Where is the hand with a prouder claim
To the grasp of & king and the kiss of
fame.
Than the hand that saves a life!

GETISEMANE AND MOUNT OF OLIVES,

THE BOY DISCIPLE.

ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON.

CHAPTER XV.

Ruth went every day to ask for her
sick friend, somctimes with a bunch of
grapes, sometimes with only a dower in
her warm little hand.

But there came a time when Martha
met her, with eves all swollen and red
from crying, and told her they had sent
to the city for a skilful physician.

in the night there came a loud knock-
ing at the door. and a call from Rabbi
Reuben to come quickly, that Lazarus
was worse. At day-break a messenger
was sent clattering away to hurry over
the Jordan in hot haste, and bring back
from Perea the ounly Ono who could help
them.

The noise awakened Ruth; she sat up
in surprise to sce ler mother dressed
so carly. The outer door was ajar, and
she heard the message that the anxlous
Martha bade the man deliver: * Lord,
he whom thou lovest s sick.”

* He will come right away and make
him well, won't he, mother ?* she asked
anxiously.

* Surely, my chiid,” answered Abigall.
* He loves him too well to let him suffer
80."
But the day wore on, and the next:
still another, and he did not come.

Ruth stole around like a frightened
shadow, because of the anxious lvoks on
every face.

*“\Why doesn't he come ?” she wob-
dered; and on many another Hp was the
same question.

She was so quiet, no one noticed when
sho stole inte the room where her friend
lay dying. Mary knelt on one side of
the bed, Martha on the other, watching
the breath come slower and slower. and
clingine 10 the unrespousive hands as
{f their love csuld draw him back ta life.

~— .
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Neither shed a tear. but seemed to
watch with their souls in their eyes, for
one more word, one more look of re-
cognition.

Abigail sat by the window, weeping
softly. Ruth had never seen her mother
cry before, and it frightened her. She
glanced at her grandfather, standing by
the foot of the bed: two great tears
rolled slowly down his cheeks, and
dropped on his long beard.

A sudden cry from Mary, as she fell
fainting to the floor, catled her attention
to the bed again. Martha was silently
rocking herself 0 and fro, In an agony
of grief.

Stll the child did not understand.
Those in the room were so busy trying
to bring Mary back to conscivusness,
that no one noticed Ruth.

Drawn by some impulse she could not
understand, the child drew nearer and
ncarer. Then she laid her soft little
hand on his, thinking the touch would
surely make him open his eyes anad
smile at her again; it had often done so
Lefore.

But what was §t that made her start
back terrified, and shrink away trem-
bling? It was not Lazarus she had
toucked, but the awful mystery of death

“I did not know that a little child
could feel so deeply,” said Abigail to her
mother, when she found that Ruth
neither ate nor played, but wandered
aimlessly around.

1 shall keep her away from the
funeral.”

Bnt all her care could not keep from
the little one’s ears the mournful musie
of the funcral dirge. or the waillng of
the meurners, who gathered to do honour
to the young man whom all Bethany
knew aud loved.

Many friends came out from Jerusa-
lem to follow the long procession to the
tomb. There was & long eulogy at the
grave; but the most impressive cerc-
mony %as over at last, and the great
stone had to be rolied {nto the opening
that tormed the doorway.

Then the two desolate sisters
went back to their lonely home
and empty llfe, wondering how
they could go on without the
presence that had been such a
dally benediction.

The fourth day after his
death, as Martha sat Ilstlesaly
looking out of the green arbor
with unseeing eyes, Ruth ran in
with a radiant face.

“fle's come'" she cried.
“He's come, and 80 has my
father. Hurry! le s walting
for you!"

Martha drew her veil about
her, and mechanically followed
the eager child to the gate,
where Phineas met her with the
same message.

*“0Oh, why did He not osome
sooner 2 she thought bitterly,
as she pressed on after her
guide.

Once outside of the village,
ghe drew aailde her veil. Thers
stood the Master, with such a
lJook of untold sympathy on His
worn face, that Martha cried
out, * Lord, i thou hadst been
here my brother had not died !"

“Thy brother shall tine
sagain,” he said gently.

*“Yes, 1 know he shall rise
again in the resurrection, at the
last day,” she sald brokeoty.
“That brings hope for the fu-
ture; but what comfert is there
fcr the lonely Yyears we must
lilve without him ?" The tears
streamed down her face again.

Then for the first time came
those words that have brought
balm intc thousands of broken hearts,
and hope into countless tear-blind eyes.

1 am the resurrection and the life.
He that believeth in me shall never dle.
Believest thou this 1"

Martha looked up reverently, * Yea,
Lord. I believe that thou art the Christ,
the Son of Gogd, which should come inte
the world.”

A great peace came over her troubled
apirit as she hurried to her home, where
the many friends still sat who had come
to comfort them. A number of them
were from Jerusalem, and she knew that
amrnz them were some who were un-
friendly to her brother’s friend.
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So she quietly called her sister from

the room, whispering, “ The Master is
come, and calleth for thee !’
) Thoese who sat there thought they were
zoing to the grave to weep, as was the
custom. So they rose also, and followed
at a little distance.

Mary met him with the same exclama-
tion that her sister had uttered, and fell
a feet.

tl-?g,sseeing in her white face the marks
of the deep grief she had suffered, was
thrilled to the depths of his_ hnmanity
by the keenest sympathy. His tears fell
too, at the sight of hers. .

“ Behoid how he loved Larzarus!” said
a man to the one who stood ’peside hlm’;
“Why did he not save him then ?

mocking answer.
w.;"g’ljl?:y say he has the prwer to open
the eyes of the blind, anq- even ‘to rals'e:
the dead. Let him show it in this case!

It was a curious crowd that followed
him to the door of the tomb: men who
he*ed him for the scorching fire-brands
of rebuke he had thrown into t!leir cor-
ropt lives; men who feared him as a
dangerous teacher of false doctrines;
men who knew his good works, but hesij-
tated either to accept or refuse; and men
who loved him better than life,—all
walting, wondering what he would do.

“Rol the stone away !” he command-
ed; a dozem strong shoulders bent to do
his bidding. Then he looked up and
spoke in a low tone, but so distinetly
that no one lost a wora.

“Father,” he s®said,—he seemed to dbe
speaking to some one just beside him,—
“1 thank thee that thou hast heard me,
and I knew that thou hsarest me al-
ways : but because of the people which
stand by I sald it, that they may believe

ou hast sent me.”
th;t g:ld shiver of expectancy ran over
those who heard. Then he cried, in a

i “ forth

nd  voice, Lazarus, eome
II?;:EM was & dreadfnl pause. Some of
the women clutched each other with

. el
ightened shrieks: even strong men fe
g;gll(l as out of the dark grave walked a
tall ,.ﬂgure wrapped in white grave-

clothes,

His face was hidden in a napkin.

“Lo00se him, and let him go.” said the’

almly.
Mgft’?l;ie;;a; stepped forward ahd ]009@1;9{;
“ie outer bands, When the napkin :
‘rom his face, they saw he was deatil;lhy
white; but in an instant a warm, health-
‘ul glow took the place of the corpse-

3 Tr.

Hklsotpatli]guhe spoke, however, could the
‘rightened people bhelleve that 1t was
Lazarus, and not a ghost they saw. .

Never had there been such a s,zh;,
since the world began: the manﬂv_;hn Im’ro
‘ain four davs in the tomh waTcing ot
Yy side with the man who had ealled

to life.
h"'lt'lheba:f!;eéts were full of nnorﬂ.o, 1.an,gh-
‘ng, shouting, cryine, fairly beside them-
‘alves with astonishment.

#miths left their frere “~ eral on the
anvils; bakers left their bread to burn
in the ovens; the girl at the fountain
dropped her half-fillcd pi_tcher; m}d a
woman making cakes ran into the street
with the dough Ip her hands. .

Every house in the village s*ood

empty, save one where a sick man
moaned for water @11 unheeded, and an-
other where a hbaby wakened in its
cradle and hegan to cry.
JT‘%ng after the reunited fsmily had
rone into their home with thair nearest
friends, and shut the door on their over-
whelming %oy, th~ crowds still s‘ood out-
side, talking among themmolves.

Maxiy v;fho had taken part against the
Master. before, now believed on account
of what they had seen. But some still
saild, more openly than before, “ He is in
leagie with the evil one, or he could
not do such thines.” "These hurried back
to Jerusalem, to spread the report that
this dangerows man had again appeared,
almost at the very gates of the great
Capital. .

That night there wes a secret co_‘.mcxl
cf the chief priests amnd the Phar]gwes.

~*What shall we do,” was the anxious
question, “I' we I8t him alone, all
men will believe on him; and the
Romans shall .come and take away both
lace and our na'ion.”
{m}gv%ry heart beat with the same
rhought, but only Caiaphas put it in
words. At last he dared repeat what he
hed ondy muitied e Yimanlf hafnre -

“It is expedient for us that one man
should die for the people, and that the
whole nation perish not.”

While the streets were still full of peo-
ple, Jesse crept up to Joel, as they sat
together in the court-yard. “ Don’t you
think it would be Just as easy to cure a
leper as to raige Rabbi Lazargs from the
dead 7’

“Yes, indeed 1’ answered
tively, “I've seen it done.”

“ Oh, have you ?” cried the boy, in de-
light. “Then Joseph ean have his
father back again.”

He told him the story of Simon the
leper, and of his visit to the lonely cave.

Joel's Sympathies were aroused at

Ever sincs hig own cure, he had
felt that he must

one in the wide
source of healing,

Just then a man
%o ask for Phineas,
to know him well, in th
been travelling togethe

The boy SpTang up eagerly. “ Do you
know when the Master ig going to leave
Bethany 7 he acked.

“In the morning
“and right glad T am
830n.  For when we
thought 1t was but to
is beset on all sides by seeret enemies,”

“ And wil} he B0 out by the mame road
that he came ?”

“It i5 most probabie.”

Joel waited for N0 more information
from him, but went back to Jesse to
learn the way to the cave,

Jesze wog a little fellow, but g kean-
eyed ore, and was able to give Joel the
few =haple directions that would lead
him the rizht way. °

“Oh, T'm g0 vlad you ar
exciaimed, “ Shan
Joseph what you £re

“No, dp not saY a
ansgwered Joel. «1
very short time.”

{To be continued.)

Joel, posi-

stopped at the gate
Joel han learned
€ Weeks they had
T, it was Thomas,

answered Thomas,
that it is to be go
came down here,
die with him. He

e goino I hae
I run and tel]
going to do 7

word €0 any one,”
shall be back in 8

JONIOR, EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER—MEETWG TOPIC.
AUGUST 16, 1894,
Mount Nebo.——Deuterommy 34,
THE M(H')ITA!‘»'.

Deuteronomy, which
the book wthich contai
means the second law,
new law, but the first and only law re-
peated. It ig a remarkable book, in-
asmuch asg it ig g summary of Moses’
sayings and addresses to thae Deo-
ple whom he led out of Egypt to-
wards Canaan. From this mountain,
Moses was permitted to see the gaodly
land, which had been promiged by God

fo Abraham, Isaac andg Jacob for their
descendants,

is the name of
D3 this lesson,
It i1s not g

PISGATL
This was the part of
which Moses stood, Meses was a man
greatly honoured of God, and wag re-
markable for the meekness of his char-
acter, and yet he erred very egregiously
On one occasion, because of which he
was not permitted to enter the goodly
land. How careful even good men
should be lest they bring themselves in-
to condemnation, by disobedience ang
dishonouring Cod.
Canaan, youn know, is sometimes re-
garded as an emblem of heaven. Moses
saw the good land. Christians some-
times contemplate heaven, By faith
they look across the valley, which
separates them from their heavenly
home, and sometimes sing in triumph,

the mountain on

“Yonder's my house and portion fair,
My treasure and my heart are there,
And my abiding home.”

MOSES” DEATH.

‘When men of eminence die, we expect
to read at length an about thelr lives,
and the circumstanceg of their death.
Dut how little of these do we know con-
cerning Moses. Ilig life was one that
excites our admiration. e lived to the
age of 120, which 1is reg:

as being the pering of man’

than threescore ang ten, or even four-
feore years. There wag no ostentating
o diaplay  ghom Moses' death  ang

—_

burizal, Nothing of this kind ig re-

In a mos: artless manner is
) and buria} recorded. Gog
buried him, We know not how many
ayriads of angels were )
Had the Israeliteg kno
~f his g

have
God

his death

—_—
Th: Maple Tree..
BY E, C.\I{S\\'HLL.

Of all the trees in Nature’s realm,
T1:o’ noble trees there be,

The boas: anq pride of othep lands,

r

The maple tree for me.

It gives its h
The sweetn
The glory
The fro

onied blood to make
€88 of the Spring,
of the Iandscane when
sts of autump sting.

A solace in the summer when
It shelters yug below,
And sunghj

ne in the winter,

With itg warm and ruddy glow.

Whether draped in brown
In erimson or in green,
She standg in grace ang beauty stin
Midst othep trees a queen,
The emblem of our Canada,
Its leaf shall alwaysg stand,
To represent g loyal race,
A Iree ang happy lang.
That it May say to all the world,
Wherever it may fly, ’
Canadians are British born,
And Britong they wiil die.

Then on the Blory of the world,
evered by young and olg,
We'll weave a golgen maple leaf

Upon itg crimson folq.
And then upon th
A simple maple
That every
A Bri‘on

Or purple,

eir graveg will
wreath,
basser-by may know
sleeps beneath,

lay
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A BRAVE MAN.

This {s the way John G. Woolley talkeq
concerning the saleon to the fifty thou-
Band Endeavourers who were at Boston

“ Somebody muat talk  plan, and |
have no parish to please, no trustees to
satisfy, no session to consult, no sub-
seription list to consider, no eareer to
foster; no pregiding elder has an eyve on
me, no bishop counis me in hig diocese,
and this s Boston, the home of inde-
Pendent thinking anq free speech,

T “Why have we

not voted the saloon
to death long 820 7 The answer is
simple © The rmling pPHiticlans wonla
not let wa  ITow eonld  they

Trevent o

- 1,
abJec
Are Christian men slaves ? Yed nin®

Mmotley slaves, contraband ofut\lpand
S atesmanship, and annually P arty:

&0ld upon the auction block fgh ‘I; ot

 Quadrennially the voting " 0‘9l
80lves fnto a bipartisan mo"1 . l"*n
to the Gethsemane that we cal g 0

election, when the Son of man o ers
bis face and prays, and Salooin::ﬁ)the
distillers, brewers, gamblers, 2
unclean brood of politicians,
and libertines sgeize him, put nwjtll’
robe on him, arm him in derlSiocro ge
reéed in his right hand, plait & ow &
thorns and put it upon his head, cf'ymgi
knee before him, and mock him, = =i
‘Hail, Saviour of men I and the
Urrn him and smite him in risda?
and ninety-five per cent. of the a do ®°
voters stand with the mob an
thing, g o e
“The voting church, by trymto't""tll
true to parties, has been untru® T mpe
“hristianity and citizen.shlp'p ¢
Christianity that stays in d‘ﬁyﬂsheso
loses itg savour precisely as the ir € o8
Mammoth Cave - have lost the y-A72
: - . Last general election nmn ed 10
Per cent. of Christian men °°”E'§elp o8
shut their fyes to the saloon to t ho
Moderate drinker beat another fave P&
White House, and yet that nmet}"to T0°
Cent. are continually asking us sh youF
Pose something practical. Wa
hands; that is practical, tter, tHe
Come up where the air 18 beha sky”
horizon wider, and where in t cakiDE
ward silence you can hear God 'spntul'i"ﬂ
The battle royal of the ce er' ¥
s on. The voice of the ‘trimrt!:a 88y
heard in the church and the stae’ or?
ing, ‘Let the saloon alone on round
€ampaign, and let me lead you ald of
about the good by stealth and the & .¢
énemies.”  Away with trimmers,

1
and smail. Cowards to the "e'ﬂr “guideé
in the picketg ! Close ranks! ttle”
centre ! Forward with this new
¢y, ‘The Church for Christ !
ABOUT BFING CAPTAIN. 48
I heard a drol story the omesr 0
about g ¢ompany of little felloW cher:

were formed into a club by their t'eﬂliisht'
She had planneq a great many de They
ful things for the club to do. pase;
were to go on excursions, to play and
ball, to have regular military drills: %,
I don't know what ela> which boy®
pride and pleasure in, " othing

But all the fine plans came to 0O met
Can you imagine why ? When theY nted
to organize the club every boy wasent
to be captain, Nobody would “°3 not
to be in the ranks, and as all could Ty
command, the little teacher gave uP
despair,

It is very well to
but Aunt
ber that

b0y9v

be captains, o

Marjorie wants you to rem

shirking of duty. in
A person who wishes to be Capta(ﬂ
must learn, in the fist place, to contr a
himself. Yo know what the Bible sa¥
about "this, do you not ? “He that
slow to anger is better than the mlght’;{
and he that ruleth his own spirit tha
he that taketh a city.” e that bat?
no rule over his own spirit ig like a Cit;,
that is Broken down ang without walls-

ties in the way will never be able i
manage his forces. Control vourself-
and then you may hope to govern othefs’
You see that though it i3 quite simp“:;
vet the office of leader has its gfa‘:,
tares.  Before vou can gaiide you mu']‘;
know how ta follow, and betore you ru
others you must have yonrself in hand.
Then, 100, you must lenrn o great daed’
and be quick to gee what ought to
done and prompt in ordaring jt. "ngg.
means the man who “can” do a ”‘1&9 .
and when a boy is Rex or King on the
Play-ground, or at ths picnic, or in o’
school-room, you may make up yme
mind that he is a lad who can do B0
things better than his comrades, a1 .
whe o gther hove gre prond. —
per's Young Paople,

9
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A Little Pilgrim

Ong
Summe
down r evening, ere the sun went

When OWD,
L ¢y men were hastening from the
" tOWn g
) re ’
gch their homes—some near at
hy I‘ap%nd’ some far,—
To o 11) train, by omnibus or car,
4 meyond the reach of city’s din,—
¢ e%far stopp’d, a little girl got in,
Ty looking girl, scarce four years
Alty old ; .
°“bgllldnot shy, ber manners were 1ot
B oid ;
Ut al] alone! one scarce ecould under-
8h stand.
*t’l held g little bundle in her hand—
ut ny handkerchief with corners tied,
which did not some bread and butier
A hide ;
w Batin scarf, so natty and so neat,
as o’er her shoulders thrown.
took her seat,
And 1aid her bundle underneath her

She

arm,
And smiling prettily, but yet so calm,
She to the porter said, May I lie here?”

He apswered instantly, “Oh yes, my

i dear.”

And there she seemed inclined to make
her stay,

While once again the tram went on its
way.

The tall conductor—over six feet high,

ow scanned the travellers with a busi-

ness eye ;

But in that eye was something kind and
mild,

That took the notice of the little child.

A little after, and the man went round,

And soon was heard the old familiar
sound .

Ot gathering pence, and clipping tickets

™ too—
he tram was full and he had much to
« do.
Your fare, my little girl,” at length.
he looked @ moment, shook her little
head.—

-
I have no pennles; don’t you know,”
“ said she,
My fare is paid. and Jesus paid for
me ?"
He Jook’d bewildered—all the peopie
« smiled :
I didn't know ; and ,who is Jesus,
o child ?”
hy don’t you know he once for sin-

P ners died,
or l'tle children, and for men beside,
0 make us good, and wash us from our
sin :
.Ys thls His rat'way [ am iravelling in?”
Don't think it is! I want your fare,
. vou know.”
T told you Jesus paid it long ago:
Y mother told me just before she died,
That Jesus paid when he was crueified :
hat at the cross his railway did begin,
ich took poor sinners from 2 world
of sin ;
My mother said his home was grand and
fair ; .
I want to go and see my mother there—
want to go to heaven, where Jesus
lives,
Won’t you go too
gives
A loving welcome—shall we not he late?
O let us go before He shuts the gate :
He bids us little children come to him.”
The poor conductor’s eyes felt rather
dim,
He xnew not why—he fumbled at his

? My mother said he

coat.
He folt a substance rising in ‘his throat.
“The peoplie lstened to the little child,
‘Some were In tears—the roughest only
smiled,
And some one
amazed,
«« out of the mouths of babes the Lord is
pratsed.”
“{ am a pilgrim,” said the little thing ;
«7T'm going to heaven. My mother used
to sing
To me of Tests and hig Tather’s love,
Told me {o meet her in his home ahove,
Angd so to-day when aunt went ont to tea,
Anq looking out T eould nef father see.
got my bundle-—kissed my tittle kit s
T am go hungry--won't you fave a bitD
Anq got my hat, and then T left my

whisper’d as they looked

A lome, .

7 itt1e pilerim np to heaven in raam

: then your carrlage stopned and 1
Sould see

. ™ looked so kind

1 eaw you beckon
b e, _

\\g/’—/,

1 thought you must belong to Jesus’
train,

And are you just going
again ?”

The poor conductor only shook his head;

Tears in his eyes—the power ot speech
had fled.

Had conscience by her prattle roused his
fears,

And struck upon the
tears ;

And made his thoughts in
whirl ;

At last he said, “ Once 1'd a little girl,

I loved her much; she was my little pet,

And with great fondness I remember yet

home to heaven

fountain of his

sad confusion

How much she loved me. But one day
ghe died.”

«“ She’s gone (o heaven,” the little girl
replied ;

“g8he gone to Jesus—Jesus paid her
fare.

Oh, dear conductor, won’t you meet her
there ?”°

The poor conductor now broke fairly
down ;

He could have borne the harshest look
or frown.

But no one laughed; but many sitting by

DBeheld the scene with sympathetic eye.

T{e kissed the child, for she his heart
had won.

1 am so sleepy,” said the little one,

“1If you will let me, 1'11 lie here and wait

Until your carriage comes to Jesus® gate;

e sure you wake me up and pull my
frock,

And at the gate Jjust give one little
knock !

And yowll see Jesus there P’ The strong
man wept!

I could but think as

How oft a little one

The narrow pathway
abode ;

Through faith in Christ has read its title
clear,

While learned men remain in doubt and
fear.

A little child ! the Tord oft uses such

To break or bend, the stoutest heart
to touch,

Then by His
cease,

And gnides us once for ever into peace,

from the car I stept,
has found the road,
to that Dlessed

Spirit bids the conflict

And ihen along the road the news we
bear, .

We're going to heaven—that Jesus paid
our fare!

NAN'S OBJECT-LESSCN.

Nan was very critical on & certaln
summer morning.

«1 don’t like cream toast.
some peaches,” she moaned.

« But yesterday morning
for toast,” said the mother.
this cn purpose for you.”

«T’s burned,” said the child.

“(Qh, no; only prowned the least bit
too much.”

Nan managed to eat a few mouthfuls,
but there was a scowl on her smooth
forechead, and her face, that could be
very sweet, was decidedly sour.

«'ghe ism't feeling well,” thought
mamma. «The morning is hot, and
she is tired out with school.”

This was partly true. But Nan was
a robust little body, and easily regained
her physical losses. The fact was that
she had been petied a great deal, and
had come to think her wishes ought to
be the law of the housebold.

After breakfast the seamstress, who
was making a frock for Nan, required
sewing silk and buttons. !

The child was asked to g0 to the shop
for them. * But, mamma, my toe hurts,”
was the instant excuse. So Miss Gardner
was set at something else till Bob should
come up from the office and could be
sent on the errand.

At dinner time nothing was quite
satisfactory. The roast beef was too
rare: the pudding sauce too tart. Papa
exchanged glances with mamma.

“Thig mupst he stopped.”’ he said, but
what they

I want

you wished
* Jane made

Nan  did wot nnderstand
meapt,  That evening the little girl
syent up fo pana fuil of enthnsiasm about

a litte drawing ahe had made. The
fa‘hor scowled in a most nnamiable way,
fanlt possible with it.

and fonnd oil the
rap tried havd fo Veen hack the tenrs,

put finally gave up and went away sob-
L,

CHow cenld you 2 gujd MAIMWL

-

In a day or two there was to be a ride
into the country, a lunch with a friend,
and a return by moonlight. Nan sup-
posed that she would go as a matter of
course. But she soon found out that
she was to be left at home.

« 1t is too much -trouble to take you,”
said papa.

« And your toe,” added mamma.

“ And the warm weather which you
are afraid of,” continued papa.

“ My toe is better,” pleaded Nan.

« But the lunch won’t suit your fasti-
dious taste,” said papa. “ The Browns
live very plainly.”

Nan ran sobbing to grandma’s room.
The dear old lady drew the child within
her loving arms.

“«Do you not see’” sald the gentle
voice, “that your father and mother are
trying to show yourself ag in a mirror ?
Papa found fault with your drawing that
you might see how very unpleasant it is
to be criticised. You took great pains
with your little sketch, but mamma takes
pains every day in ordering the dinner,
and Jane takes pains in cooking it. You
wish to have the pieasure of the drive,
and the visit; but you do not care to be
helpful when help is necded and so give
pleasure to others.”

The lesson was a very plain one, that
even a child conld understand. It was
hard to sce the carriage drive off with-
out her on that bright afternoon; there
were tears and sobbing, but the experi-
ence was not in vain

When the father and mother came
home that night, they found a subdued,
appreciative little girl who was Vvery
glad to be talked to and kissed, very
pleased with the flowers and bonbons
that had been sent to her by the little
Browng, and very resolute in her deter-
mination to be sunny and satisfied with
what came to her instead of sour and
complainingﬂ.—Examiner.

LIE—NEVER.

Not long ago, on board an English
steamer, four days out from Liverpool, a
small boy was found hid away behind
the cargo. He had neither father nor
mother, brother nor sister, friend nor
protector, among either passengers or
crew. Who was he ?  Where did he
come from ? Where going 7 Only nine
years old, the poor little stranger, with
ragged clothes, but a beautiful face, full
of innocence and truth ! Of course he
was carried before the first mate,

« How came you to steal a passage on
poard this ship?”’ asked the mate sharply.

«“ My step-father put me in,” answered
the boy. *“ He said he could not afford
to keep me or pay my fare to Halifax,
where my aunt lives. I want to go to
my aunt.”.

The mate did not believe the story.
He had often enough been deceived by
gstowaways. Almost every ship bound
to this country finds, one or two days out
to sca, men or boys concealed among
the cargo, trving to get a passage across
the water without paying for it And
this is often troublesome, as well as ex~
pensive. The mate suspected some of
zailors had a hand in the little boy’'s

the
escapade, and he treated him Dpretty
roughly. Day after day he was ques-

tioned about his coming, and it was al-
ways the same story—nothing  less,
nothing more. At last the mate got
out of patience, as mates will, and, seiz-
ing him by the collar, told him unless
he confessed the truth, in ten minutes
he would hang him at the yard arm. A
frightful threat indecd !

Poor child, with not a friend to stand
by him! Around were the passengers
and sailors of the mid-day watch, and
hefore him the stern first officer, with
his wateh in his hand, counting the tick,
tick, tick of the minutes as thev swiftly
went.  Therr he stood, pale and SOrTow-
fnl, his head erect, tears in his eyes;
pbut afraid ?—mno, not a bit !

Ficht minutes were already gone.
“(ply two minutes more to live,” cried
the mate.  “Speak the truth and save
voue e hov”

“yay T opray 07 a=kad the child, look-
ing up into the havd man's face.

The officer nodded his head; but sald
pothing,  The hrave hov then knelt
down on the deex, with eloened hands

1 , . * i . . Qo

i ' H
Lord’s Prayer, ani then proved the dear

Lord Jesus to take him home to heaven.
He could die: but lie——never ! All-eyes
were turned toward him, and sobe broke
from stern hearts.

The mate could hold out no longer. He
sprang to the boy, took him in his arms,
kissed him, and told him he believed his
story, every word of it. A nobler sight
never took place on a ship’s deck than
this—a poor, unfriended child willing to
face death for truth’s sake.

He could die; but lie—never! God
bless him ! Yes, God stands by those
who stand by Him. And the rest of the
voyage, you may well think,- he had
friends enough. Nobody owned him be-
fore; ewerybody now was ready to do
him a kindness. And everybody who
reads this will be strengthened to do
right, come what will, by the conduct of
{this dear child.—Sel.

THE CROOXED TREE

“guch a cross old woman as Mrs.
Barnes is! I never would send her Jelly
or anything else 'again.” said Molly
Clapp, setting her basket hard down on
the table, “She never cven said, "’
“Thank you, but ‘Set the cup on the
table, child, and don’t knock over the
bottles’ Why don’t your mother come
herself instead of sending you ? Il be
dead one of these days, and then she’ll
wish she had heen more peichbourly.” T
never want to go there again, and I
ghouldn’t think you would.”

“Molly ! Molly ! came quick and see
Mr. Paws straighten the old chervy
tree ! called Tom through the wind w
and old Mrs. Barnes was forgotten s
¥olly flew over the green to the next
vard. :

Her mother watched with a good deal
of interest the efforts of two stoat men
as, with ropes, they strove to pull the
crooked tree this way and that, but it
was of no use.

«1¢'s as crooked as the letter S, and
has been for twenty years. You're just
twenty vears too late, Mr. Daws,” said
Joe, as he dropped the rope and wiped
the sweat from his face.

“ Are you sure you haven’t begun
twenty years too lote on tobacco and
rum. Joe ?” asked Mr. Daws.

« That's a true word, master, and it's
as hard to break off with them as it is
te make this old tree stralght. But I
signed the pledee last night, and with
CGtod’s help T mean to keep it

«With God’s help voun may hope to
keep it, Joe” responded the master.
« Qur religion gives everv man a chance
to reform. No one need despair so long
as we have promises of grace to help.”

« That’s my comfort, sir.”” said the
man, humbly, “but T shall tell the hoys
to try and not grow crooked at the be-
ginning.”

«“ Mother.” said Molly as she stood by
the window again at her mother’s side,
«1 know now what is the matter with
old Mrs. Barnes. She needn’t try to be
pleasant and Xind now, tor she's like
the old tree; it’s twenty vears too late.”

«1p’s mever too late, with God's help.
to try to do better. but my little girl
must begin now to keep back harsh
words and wunkind thoughts; then she
will never have {o sav. as Joe sald abornt
the tree, ‘it is twenty years too late.”
—Child's World.

How many of us have spent weary,
wretched hours over our mf@hematics —
and to those to whom figures do not
come with ease, what a task it is! There
was, however, a voung French lad, named
Blaise Pascal, whose father had to hidr
his beoks so that the boy might not study
mathematics too much. At the nage of
twelve, Pasecal rediscovered for himself
elementary gecometry. At sixteen, he
composed a treatise on Conic Sections,
and af nineteen he invented a calenlat-
ing machine to aid his father, who had
taken a positicn in the Treasury Depart-
ment of the French government. You
sec this boy could not he kept down, so
great were his gifts. Though he died in
1682, hefore he waz forty vears old, he
lived long erough to become one of the
greatest philosopbers and scholars of his
time ; to-dav his writings are read all
over the world, and be remains one of
the most astonishing of the famous men
of al times.—* Old  Tleads on Yonng
Soatiers” Aribur Hoeber, in the
Jupe §it. Nicholas

Ty
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A POLYNESIAN IDOL.

A POLYNESIAN IDOL.

The wholc of the inhabitants of the
vast Polynesian  Archipelago, in the
Sotithern Paciflc, were at the beginving
of the present century idolaters. The
vast proportion of them are now Chris-
tians. Never even in the days of the
upostles, nor when the Roman Emnpire
was converted to Christianity, have ihe
triumphs of the Gospel been so marked
and so glorious. In the Fiji Islands,
where only & few years ago the inhabi-
tants were the most degraded cannibals
on the face of the earth, there are now
900 Wesleyar chapels, 240 other preach-
ing places, 54 mnative preachers, 1,405
local preachers, 2,200 class leaders, and
106,000 attendants on Methodist worship
nut of a population of 720,000: and this
ja very largely the result of the Iabours
of the heroic missionary, John Hunt, 2
1..ncolnshire plonghboy, who grew up to
man’s estate with no education, and dted
at the carly age of 36. Yet in twelve
short years he became the apostle of
I1j5, and brought necarly the whole na-
tion to God.

The picture above shows the character
of some of the hideous idols, which the
South-Sea heathen in thefr blindness
used to worship. But, thank God, they
are casting thelr {dols to the moles and
to the bats, and turning to the living and
true God ! Our own church has its mis-
slonaries among the heathen, whose la-
bhours have been gloriously blessed. We
hope that every school and every scholar
i Canada will bave a part {n the grand
work.

Shall we whose lamps are lighted

With wisdom from on high,

Shall we to men benighted

The light of life deny ?
Waft, waft, ye winds, his story !
And yon, ye waters, roll !

‘I'ill 1tke a sea of glory,

It spreads from pole to pole!

Fogg oouldn’t understand why the
baby should cry because, as its mother
sald, it was cutting a tooth. When ho
discovered that the real state of the case
was that the tooth was cutting the baby,
he said he didn't bdlame the baby for
crying.

Ia the alphabet, as not infrequently ir.
iite, the ¥’s are far down in the lst; but
you will always find them in goodiy
soviely,

U /‘ }’: / - - /""”r ‘Mj‘“ / - Mr Bad-temper and
' '/ ! ',’7/ " AT ./\ Mr. Cross-words wero
Rl T (,; i/ A 3 ’.-n Al triends. They
i i '

——

WAS IT YOU?

r

great
were  always golng
about together, and
the worst of it was
that, when people did
not shake them off,
and suy, * You are too
disagreeable, and [
wull't have you near
me,” they were very
suf¢  to make them
sust as hateful as they
were. Frowns come
wh faces and pouts to
lips that before had
veenl very pleasant to
look upon.

There wWas8 a very
dear lady who bhad
lived soventy-eight
years. Her face was
just as sweet as sweet
could be. So onec day
1 asked her if she had
ever known the horrid
Mr. Bad-temper and
Mr. Cross-words, and,
it so, how she made
them stop troubling
her.

“Oh!" said she, I
will tell you all about
it Mr. Bad-temper
and Mr. Cross-words
were always popping
up near me just when
I didn't wish to see
them, and I am sorry
to say I began to grow
like them; but then
Mr. Shut-your-mouth
came to help me. He
told me just to put my
lips together tightly
whenever I felt I must
say things like Mr. Cross-words, and cach
time 1 did so would be easier than the
first, and that, before I knew it, Mr.
Smiles would come along, looking so
good-natured that I should have to
laugh, and, instead of saying, * You mnean
thing,' and such naughty words, I should
hear myself say, ‘I am sorry I wanted
to speak hateful words,’ and very likely
I should put up for a kiss the very lips
that had wanted to pout.

“You try it,” concluded the dear lady,
“and see how happy you will be.”

1 had been listening 8o earnestly that
I had not seen a little boy come into the
room. But he too had heard, and the
next day, when he was walking in the
garden with his mother, I overheard him
say :

*“1 love you dearly, mamma, and T am
roing to make Mr. Shut-your-lips and
Mr. Smiles stay so near me all the timo
that those ugly men, Mr. Bad-temper
and Mr. Cross-words, will have to go
away and stay away,”

And he skipped down among the roses,
his dancing eyes just as blue as the sky;
and Mr. Smiles was so close he was al-
most treading on his heels

/
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LESSON NOTES.

——

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN OLL TESTAMENT HISTORY.

LESSON VIIL.—AUGUST 16.
DAVID'S CONFESSION AND FORGIVE-
NESS.

Psalm 32. 1-11. Memory verses, 1-5.

GOLLDEN TEXT.

Create in me a clean heart, O God ;
and renew a right spirit within me.—
Psalm 51. 10.

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—Read the Lesson (Psalm 32).
Answer the Questions. Get ready a
lesson Story.

Tuesday.—Read Paul's description of
human pature (Rom. 7. 14-26).

Wednesday.— Read a bright offer made
to rad people (Joel 2. 12-19).  Learn the

Gouler Text.
Thursday - Read a good honest con-

fossion (I3zra 9. 5-16). Learn the
Memory Verses.
Friday.— Read a penitent's plen for
pardon (Psalm 51. 7-19).
Saturday.—Read of how we can be
more clean within (Ezck. 36, 22-31).
Study Teachiugs of the lesson,
Sunday.—Read the pralse offered by

one forgiven (Psalm 103, 1-18).
QUESTIONS.

1. Confession of sin, verses 1-b.

1. What i{s mecant by transgressing ?
What 18 God's forgiveness like? 2. How
does God regard the forgiven one” From
what must we be free ? 3. What is the
effect of trying to hide our guilt and
fear ? 4, How was God’'s hand heavy
upon David 2 6. When did he acknow-
ledge his sin ? How did he show that
he was in earnest ? To whom did he
confess ?

11. Confidence in God, verscs 6-11.

6. When saved oursclves, what should
we do? May wo seek the Lord too
late? To what does David compare
God's judgments? How does ho describe
the belfever's safety 2 7. From what s
God our refuge ? Show that a great
change had taken place in his case. 8.
Whom does he seek to instruct? 9, It
we fail to follow tho advice of good men
and seck the Lord what then? 10.
What will follow sin ? 11. Why should
Christians rejoice . Is shouting ever
justifiable ? To what kind of heart does
Christ compare the good ground ?

TEACHINGL3 OF THE LESSON,

Timidity causes many to keep their
griefs to themselves, The silent mourner
is the greatest sufferer. When God's
Spirit strives with us we should lose no
time in secking the Saviour. Religion
is valued most fn great danger. When
saved God does not leave us to ourselves.
If gentle means do not avall God will
use severer ones. People pay dear for
the pleasurcs of sin. Religion 18 good
for this life,

HOW GLACIERS MAKE SOILS.

Up on the sides of the mountains the
frost keeps splitting the immense edges
of rocks into large and small pieces.
These sometimes fall of themselves, and
sometimes the snow avalanches carry
them down. So the ice river, or glacier,
has mixed in with it large numbers of
rocks and stones of varfous forms ant
gizes. Some of these fall down into thu
cracks to the very bottom ; others are
carried along the sides, and grind with
tremendous force against the rocks there,
The moving ice grinds not only the
sides of the gulch, but also grinds to
powder the stones fallen in where they
are under hundreds of thousands of tons
of ice, it may be. They also giind and
crush, and wear off the bed. These
stones are in great part ground to fine
soll. When this material flows to, or is
pushed to, the lower end of the gulch,
it is carried away by the water, and de-
posited as soil, far away. Why, the
Arve river s 3o charged with this
crushed rock, that it looks almost milk
white, and as it runs swiftly you can see
fts white waters fifty miles down stream,
where it enters the clear blue Rhone.
Then the white Arve water {s Dplainly
seen for a mile, before it mixes with and
is lost in the clear Rhone. The Rhone
river, for many miles below its head,
at the Rhone glacier, {8 also white with
the ground-up rock. But it enters the
upper end of the broad Geneva lake (or
lLake Leman, as it {s called on the map),
which {s fifty miles long and eight wide.
Here it spreads out and runs so very
slowly that the ground rock sediment,
or soil, sinks to the bottom, and the
water flews off beautifully clear at the
Jower end. near the city of Geneva.

Many glaclers are to-day making soil
in Switzerland, which is carried off in
the Arve and Rhone, and deposited in
part In Southern France, and in part
carried into the Mediterranean many
hundreds of miles from Mount Blanc,
where it was formed. The soil supplied
to the Rhine river is carried to and en-
riches portions of Germany, far north.
Other rivers, like the Ticino. flow 8south-
cast and carry new sofl to portions of
Narthern taly. Various streams are
doing the same in mapy other directions.

————

A large part of Greenland and of ¢
far northern lands, is almost cove
with glaciers, which are grinding do
the mountains and carrying them iat}
tho occan.—Selected.
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Father and Son.

‘I must look to the sheep of the fleld,
See that the cattle are fed and warm,
So, Jack."tell your mother to wrap roy

woll,
You may go with me over the farm.
Though ll;m snow i8 deep and the weathe;
cold,
You are not a baby, six years old.”

Two feet of snow on the hillside lay,
But the sky was as blue as Jume,
And father and son came laughing homs
When dinner was ready at noon—
Knocking the saow from their weary
feet,
Rosgy and hungry, and ready to eat.

“The snow was so deep,” the farmey
sald

“That 1 feared 1 could scaroely L]
through.”
The mother turned with a pleasam
smile—

*“Then what could a little boy do
“T trod in my father’s steps,” said Jack;
“ Wherever he went I kept his track.”

The mother looked in the father’s face,
And a3 solemn thought was there ;
The v;ms had gone like a lightning

To the seat of a noble care:
“1t h?i treads in my steps, then day by
ay
How carefully I must choose my way !

“For the child will do as the father does,
And the track that I leave behind,

It shall be firm, and clear, and straight.
The feet of my son will find ¢

He will tread in his father's steps, and

8ay,
‘I'm right, for this is my father’s way.'"

Oh ! fathers, treading life’s hard road,
Be sure of the steps you take;
Then the sons you love, when gray.
haired men,
Will tread in them still for your sake
When gray-haired men, their sons will

say,
*“ We tread in our father’s steps to-day.”

JUST PUBLISHED.

THE CIRCUIT RIDER,

A Tale of the Heroic Age of
American Methodism,

By EDWARD EGGLESTON.

Price, 69 cents.

This grand story has jast been |
brought out in England in a cheap
edition, and we have procured a
supply. The book has heretofore
sold at £1.75, a price that kept it
out of most achools. The pictare
of Western lifo at the beginning of
this contury is here vividly poe-
trayed : the sharp contrasta of comn-
shuckings and enn:g—moetin of
wild revels followed by viﬁ"u—
vivals; the contacts of highwas
and preacher ; the strangs Jm
ture of picturesque simplicity, gro-
tesque humour and savage ferocity,
of abandoned wickednees and aus-
tere giety, a condition of things
scatcely conceivable to the resder
of to-day. Get the book fex your
library.
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