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The Quest.

Once there was a restless boy

Whno dwelt in a home by the sea,
Wheore the water danced for joy,
" And the wind was glad and frec.

B But ho sald, * Good mother, oh ! let me
c\.: go : -
B [“or the duillest place in the world, I

know,
Ig this )ittle brown house,
This old brown house,
Under the apple tree.

“1 will travel east and west ;
The lovellest homes I'l] see ;

And when I have found the best,

) Dear mother, I'll come for thee ;

MR ']l come for thee In a year and a day,
B And joFfully then we'll haste away,
From this little brown house,
This old brown house,

Under the apple tree.”

So he travelled here snd there,
But never content was he,
Though he saw {u lands most fafr,
Tho costliest homes thers te.
He something missed from the sea or

: skY,

Till he turned again, with a wistful sigh
To the little brown house,
The old brown house,

Under the apple tree.

Then the mother saw and smiled,
While her heart grew glad and free.

“Hast thou chosen a home, my child ?
A!;il whera ghall we dwell 7’ quoth

e,
B And he said, ‘' Sweet mother, from east
3 to west,
B The lovellest home, and the dearest and
pest

Iz a little brown house,

An old brown bouse,
Ungder an apple tree.”

DAVID LIVINGSTONE
BY ALBERT B. OARMAN, B.A.

“¥Find Livingstone I was the brief in-
f structjon given Mr. Stanley, the youag
BR newspaper correspondent in gay Paris
¥ by that princs of publigshers, James
Gordon Bennett ; and after hard travel-
E 1ing, hard fighting, and harder planning,

on the morning of the 10th of November,
1871, the intrepid Stanley stood on the |
crest of a vine-hung bill in mid-Afriea, )
looking down on the palm-girt and

him, there rested for a moment in bis .
march
tist, an explorer, and a- man—David -
K Livingstone.
E Threading tho
Ik streetg of the town,
EStanley pushed
through curious
k. gToupg of thronging
patives until,-at gast,
surroupded by a
Bk coterig 0t his gwn,
b was geen a grey-
Bl bearded white man,
g clad in worn grey
B trousers, a faded red-
sleeved walsteoat,
B¢ and wearing a blue
B cap that had once
A been proud of its
f gold band.
® “Dr. Livingstone,
1 pregums ?”
f For six years the
great explorer had not
§ heard °**white man's™
English. ©On the
j other hand, Stanley
k atcod face fo face
-with the best iaiked-
of man among civi-
'iized peoples, .and
~could o bdback now
"and tell an anxious
| world that the Jost
Liringstone had been
foungd, Little wonder
'if the-clagped hands
tremble,. or that the
- day -‘has taded. {nto
‘evenlng, end the
Right grown LXey De-

s
PP
S e

. guarded town of Ujljl, wherein Living-- Franklin,
k stone's faithful servant Susi had just told . Dresses him with the imperious necessity

N
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QRN
N

DAVID LIVIKGSTONE.

fore tuese men have heard from each
other sufficlent of the two worlds they
represent,

LOWLY BIRTH.

The man who was thus greeted was
one of the flner vessels into which God
puts o greater share of bhis Spirit. In-
spiration did not die with the apostles ;
but now and then a creature is lifted
well above the level of common human-
ity and entrusted with a great idea,
about which cluster his will, his de-
sires, his faculties, until he seems to
move, the high-born thought vivified,
humanized. Such an one i8 free-willed
still. But it does seem to human ob-
scurity as if the Divine One sometimes
picks out a Columbus, &8 Newton, &
2 Livingstone, and so im-

of a great work that his will, free as in-

tagk. Such was David Lilvingstone.

| Born in 1813, he Was entered

AT THE AGE OF TIEN

as a *plecer” in the Blantyre Cotton
Works, that overlooked the Clyds a little
way abaove Glusgow. Xe seldom jolned
tn the sports of the other lads, not be-
cause of churlichness, but even then Iit-
tle “Davie” seemed to have no time
to spars for anything but work. His
first week’s wages bought a Latin gram-
mer, and by patient plodding at home,
meagre instructions at a night school,
and even amid the whir! of the ma-
chigery, resting his book on ’ portion
of the “ spinning jenny,” he managed to
gain quite a knowledge of the classlies,
and a rude mixture of sclence and travel
that was afterwards very much added to
by attendance during the winters at
Glasgow University.

BECOMES A MISSIONARY.
Quite carly he bad determined to go,

th 1 ary, who was a sclen- , finity, is yet omnipotently bent to the ! when old enough, as a misslonary to
at missionary, who

China. studying bardest at medicine that

and thus win thefr coafldenco—an im-
portant atd to soul-heallng. On tho ad-
vice of friends, but mora from a lack ot
funds to pay his own way (something
Livin~stono decarly Iliked to d0), he
offcred his services, Iate in Septomber,
1838, to tho London Mtisslonary Soclety,
and was scnt by them to their Tralning
Collego, at Chipping Ongar, in Essox.
After some two yenars {n tho school, In
company with such men as l{ay, Taylor
and Drummond, he was judged fit to
vnter upon active work among thoss of
God's creatures who dwell jn tho night
of heathen darkness. An opium war in
China forbade the carrylng out of hia
carller schemes; so, after threa month's
sea-voyage, he found himeself at Capo
Town, South Africa, with {nstructions to
Journey on to Algoa Bay and thenco to
the thirty-ycar-old station at Kuruman,
no less than seven hundred miles from
Cape Town, boyond which ho was to
push still further inland into entirely
now territory among tho Bekuena or
Bakwains.
Sceme writers bave plctured the

YOUNG SCOTCX LAD.

as fafling at heart and half-sickening
with lonellness when thus buried in
trackless forests, nelther understanding
nor understood by tho ignorant bheathen
about him, the very leaves upon tha
trecs and tho twitter of the birds strange;
and, as human nature goes, thelr blunder
{8 quite natural. But they have falled
to read aright the character ot Living-
stone; he was travelllng fn the path of
duty; and from the time when with boy-
fsh hands lhe pushed aslde the merry
Scottish lads and lassies to con his Latin
brimer, till he died on his knees In the
heart of Afrilca, that path was never
cheerless, never lonecly. Some men do
duty from principle, Livingstone d1d it
88 a Dpleasure.

This perlod of hls life is pleasingly
outlined by a popular writer in a chap-
:;35 bearing the somewhat ambiguous

e, -

MARRIED AND NEARLY KILLED.

He 18 at least faultless in his know
ledge ot sequences. Livingstone soon
left the Bakwaina and took thrce months’
furlough at Kuruman, where he ar-
ranged the scenory for the first act of
the tragedy above mentloned, with the
ald of Bijss Moflat, eldest daughter of
the famous African missionary, ‘who
afterward proved a fitting and true mate
to her hard-willed, tender-huarted hus-
band. After some time spent in iearn-
ing the language In seclusion from all
European soclety at Lepclole, he set out
on a search after a sultable spot for the

he might heal the bodfes of the people founding of a missicn, flnally choosing

the beautiful valley
of 3¥abtosa, where,
on 2 Hon-hunt (not
for pleasure, mark
you but from the
trvae 1§cingstonian
motive of killing tho
degtrnyer «f bis pen
pir's ~attle) the gee-
ond act nearly re-
sulted {n a cruel
death under the paw
of the shaggy “forest
king.”

His marriago was
celebrated in 1844,
when ke took his
bride out araong the
Bakwains, with whom
be laboyred reap ng
mchk goed an?t a.w
trg far m.re  yntil
18149 Duriag this
time he bad van-
quished@ the *“Tain
doiors,”” won over
many of the people,
an'l s0 thoroughly
converted the chief,
Sechele.  thut  he
lrarned to read the
Scriptures and sent
away all his vnlaw-
fu]l wives. Bat Qnd-
ing his work bhere
practically paralyzed
by aZgressionsof the
slave-trading Dutch
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PLEASANT

EOURS,

Boers, he resolved to cross the great

Kalabar! desert and peneotrate the un- '

known regions beyond, virgin to civilized
foot So siarting on June 18t 1849 ac-
companted by Colcnel Steele, Mr Oswell,
and a falr traln of oxen horses and men
our miswonary expinrer pushed out in-
to the dry streteh of desert and journcycd
under great dificulty. tmpeded by hostile

tribes, and want of water and food, until -

on August 1st—exactly two months after
nis start—he stood gazing across tho
brond waters of Lake Ngaml, now cool-
ing for tho firat time Caucasian eyes.
Livingstonoe was only trammelled and
honragssed where civilized man bad come
with his

BLAVY. THADE AND I8 RUM TRAFFIC.

The firat monster had been choked to
deathh under the knee of Magna Charta
Englishmen; the second—the more In-
gidlous devll of the two—Iis still pushing
its deadly tentacles into the very heart
of poor Africa, tearing the Bible from
hefare hopeful oyes to thrast {n the rum
bottie, closing forever all avenues against
the misslonary and the Christlan, and
doing all this under the sanction of the
British Government—nay, more, answer-
fng the indignant protests of a sober
and suffering people with the cruel giit-
ter of Britsh bayonets. God has made
Englund his chosen natlon in modern
times ; to her he has gliven In sacred
trust Africa, India, and the “ isles of the
sea " but If her emblern among these
peoples—eraving for the true light—be a
beer-keg, let her not be sugprised it the
flag of Waterloo fall from fae vanguard;
1f her navy—degraded to be the bully of
the rum-lords—be broken {n power, and
some other natlon, with purer rulers and
higher motives, be given the guardian-
ship ot

00D'S ORPAANS.

Livingstone, finding no healthy place
through this ‘marshy district, journeyed
down to the Cape with his wifo and Jit-
tle ones and sent them to England,
while he went back to search out some
spot that could be made a centre for
Christian work among these
‘Fhus buried alone in Africa for years,
his friends- in which list you may safely
catalogue every heart in civilization—
knew nothing accurately about him.

Within the lmits of a brief article, it
1s simply impossible to give the most
barren outline of his explorations; 80
we $hall take long leaps and brief rests.
Livingstone felt with acute pain that at
his death the tortuous path by which
ho had reached them would be sealed up
and all his life-work wasted and, per-
haps, forgotten. Late in the autumn of
1853, this tdea culminated in a deter-
minatton to reach the coast and chisel
out an avenue by which other men,
traders and teachers, would come in and
finish the work he had begun. With
this object, though very much weakened
b7 fever, he gathered a party of natives
and travelled by boat and on foot to-
ward l.oanda. While on this journey
occurred a characteristic example of his

PRACTIC\L TEACHING.

One Makololo had tried to kill another
man’s ox, and was clearly copvicted by
his spear, which was found driven into
the creature's side. He was bound hand
and foot and placed in the burning sun,
until he should pay a flne; but, belleving
111 his declared innocence, his mother—
ah ! these mothers of ours, no frowning
judge nor condemning Jury can shake
their confidence prucured a hoe and
forcibly cut his bonds, setting him free.
Sekeletn referred the case to Living-
stone, who suggested that the prisoner
be made to work out the value of the ox
—an {dea which so took these babes in
jurisprudence that all simfilar crimes
were af{terward punished {n the same
wise way.

At Loanda the slave trade and Portu-
guese {naction very effectually forbid
him the broad :venue for which he
sought the sea; and after a few months’
rogt he gathers his band about him and
journeys painfully, but without a mur-
nmur, back to Linyante. The numerous
presents obtained at  Loanda for the
Chiet Sekeletu, amcng which was a
colonel's gaudy uniform, make that
worthy very <willing that Livingstone
should follow out his next plan of reach-
ing civilization by way of the east coast,
hoping that here the road would not be
so fatally barred to good influences. So
again eq ippe? by the fal htul Makololo,
he passes with a little company down

the Zambesi to the great Falls, and on ,

through marches and over vast plains;

now bribing the hostile natives, made ,

wickedly cunning by the demoralizing
slave trae araip subduing another tridbe
by a display cf force. He reaches the
oxean, reeru'ts awh'le at Mawritus, and
on the 12th of December, 1S56—just In
time for Christmas—he steps from the
deck of the steamer Canada onto Eng-
lsh soll

people. |

IN Y.NOLAND,

For somse ecighteen months he remains
fn England. * Resting,”
suggesis, Not o bit of it—that would
not be Livingelone—but labouring harcd
with tongue and pen—neither very facile,
from long disuse, but both wholly In
carnest—that he might tell the philan-
thropic world some iittle of the many
" needs of the dark and darkened mlillions
in tho heart of Africa. The summer of
1858 agnin found him with a small party
and a steam launch, named Ma-Robert
after the native appellation for his wife,
threading his way up tho fickle Zambesi.
At ‘Tette, Livingstone found the faithfal
Makololo guard, who had escorted him
to the coast, and now for nearly two
years had been awnaiting his return. The
progress of the Ma-Robert is speedlly
checked by tho strength of the Zambest
current, which necessitates an order
from the explorers for a heavier-engined
vessel, but, in the Interim, Livingstone
drives his “asthmatic,” as he had dubbed
the launch, three times up a large branch
of the Zambes§, and finally orguanizes an
overland expedition that discovers an
{mmense inland sea, Lake Nyassa. Then
making a hasty journey to the Makololo
country, that he might redeem his pro-
mise to bring his guldes safely back,
he hurried down to the coast to meet the
new boat, the Ploneer, that carried the
111-fated Bishop Mackenzie and his party.
After soveral attempts to explore tho
Zambes! and its branches, that wero
baulked by tho large draught of the
Pioncer, during which the terrible
African fever had left Livingstone al-
most companlonless, he went, tired and
weak, down again to the coast. Here
he was joined by his beloved wife and
several ladies, meant for the fever-slain
Bishop Mackenzie's missions, and by a
"new {ron vessel for his exploration.
Thtis, however, was soon sadly shortened
by the death of her, under the scorching
heat of an African fever, who had joined
; her life with his away back at Kuruman;
and it had rippled on by his side & re-
, freshing, heartening rill, all across the
; dry desert where his path of duty lay.

Paying a short visit to England in
1864, Livingstone scon hurried to Africa,
where ho organized a party, by virtue
:0f his power as British Consul, and
again plunged into the continent where
he had spent his life. Before long som>
of the men who accompanied him appear
at the coast and claim to have seen the
great explorer killed during an attack
from hostile natives. This canard, after
causing great uneasiness, is exploded by
a bold expedition, headed by Mr. E. D.
Young, an old companion. However, a8
the years wear on and little or no word
comes, Knglana gets uneasy -bout her
hero, and fits out an expedition, much
in the spirit of Miss Florence Nightin-
gale, who wrote: “If it cost

TEX THOUSAND POUMNDS TO E3END HIM

A PAIR OF ROOTS

'we should send it Bul our readers
know that the plucky Amerlcan, Stanley,
{ got there first; and then came away
agaln, leaving the man, upon whose con-
science Alrice seemed to rest, plodding
on at bis great work.
v It seems hardly needful to say of
Livingstone that he died in harnesy; he
- had po time to stop work, no leisure to
dle. Just a year after Stanley groped
+ hig way out to the coast with tidings of
+a found Livingstone, the great mission-
» ary-cxplorer lay in & low thatched hut
+at Kabenda, tended only by his faithful
+ Makololo boys, preparing to start on an-
1 other voyage to * an undiscovered coun-
{ try,” not dark with error and supersti-
jtion and crime, but bright with the
j effulgence from the Great White Throne.
After death, the attendants removed
{ the beart, according to an African
fashlon, buried it in the soil that, living,
ft loved so faithfully. ‘Then carefully
drying the body, they wrapped it in
» barks and carried it, with much labour
and hardsbip, two bundred miles, to
» Zanzibar. Crossing the ocean, this
'mortal remnant of the good missionary,
! the great explorer, the giant soul, was
« greeted by sorrowing hearts at South-
+ ampton, and laid away, amld the griev-
 ing tears and the proudes memories of a
» world, in that hallowed mausoleum of
» Britain's mighty dead—Weriminster
+ Abbey,

. Examiner (to small candidate for con-
firmation)—" Now, recite the command-

] ments for me.”

Small candidate breaks down on the

, second commandment.

Examiner—" Why, how s this? You
, have rccited the creed and the cate-
, chism very well, why don't you know
, the commandments 2~

,  Small Candidate—' Please, sir, I
haven't practiced the commandments
lat‘%}y.';]

. e have seen older le simtiar]
aficted. poople & v

my reader .

! A Queer Boy.

tle doesnt 1ike study, jt * weakens his
eyes,”

. But the right sort of book will fnsuro

. a surprise,

Let 1t be about Indlans, pirates, or bears,

ANnd hes lust for the day to all mun-
dane afalrs ;

, By sunlight or gaslight hls vislon {8
clear ;

Now, 1sn’t that queer ?

At thought of an errand he's “tired as
a hound,”

Very weary ot lite, and of tramping
. around ,

But {f there's a band or a circus in sight,
,  He wui tonow 1t gladly from morning
till night.
, The showmaun will capture

day 1 fear,

For he 18 80 queer.

him, someoe

It there's work in tho garden his head
aches *to spiit,”
And his back is so lame that ho “ can’t
dig a bit,”
But mention baseball, and he's cured
very soon,
And he'll dig for a woodchuck the
whole afternoon ;
Do you think he plays * 'possum ” ? Ho
geems quite sincere ;
But—isn't he queer?
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Rev, W, H, Withrow, D.D., Editor.

—

TORONTO, FEBRUARY 13, 1897.

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC,
FEBRUARY 21, 1897

The demonfac boy who was healed,—
Matt. 17. 1%-18.

AN AFFLICTED FATHER.

Verse 14. It is wonderful How many
persons there were in the days of the
Saviour who were afflicted as the son of
this father was. Why was it so? Be-
cause in all probability the devil knew
that his power would soon be greatly
lessened, so he does all the harm he can
before he loses bis grasp upon humanity.
\What anxiety pareats feel on account of
their children. How they have to care
for them, feed, clothe, and educate them,
and fit them ‘o positions in soclety.
And when they have done all in their
power for them, perhaps the children be-
come ungrateful, and forget their obliga-
tions; or, maybe, they are afilicted, and
their parents are called to bury them,
and thus they have trouvble upoa trouble.

HE CAMB TO JESUS.

Verses 15 and 16. He acted wisely.
In everything me2'te known yocur requests
to God. Afliction {38 designed to induce
us to seek the Lord. Trlals may be
God's rod of correctior to induce us to
become faithful followers of the Lord
Jesug. The poor boy's aflliction must
have been of the most heart-rending
Kind. The poor father, as he beheld his
son, would be almost heart-broken; and
would not know what tc do on his behalf.
He had the idea ttat Christ. could help
him, bence hig prayer. The disclples
could not vender him any ald. Thelr
lack of faith prevented them. They haa
been slow in learning the lessons which
Christ taught. He constantly Insisted
upon. tbe. imporiance of faith. They

had seen him perform many miracles,
and they might have done the same but
for thelr faithlessness. How we should
' feel admonished, for though enjoying
more of Gospel blessings than any who
' have preceded us, yet how faithless and
unbelfeving we have been, and yet you
* know faith is the anchor of the soul.
" Paul says, * We live by faith,” and when
speaking of himself he sald, I live, yet
not I, but Christ liveth in me,” ete.

)
!
| CHRIST MEALED THR DOX
t
i

Verse 18. Ho rebuked tho devil, No
one disputed his authority. All power
was glven unto him in heaven and in
earth, He was superior to all {n au-
thority, winds and waves obeyed him,
diseases wero cured at his command, and
here he rebukes this monster which has
been crushing and tormenting this poor
boy. The mliracles which Christ per-
formed were an ovidence that he was no
fmpostor. This was what convinced
Nicodemus that Christ was not man, but
God, for no man could do such miracles
as Christ performed. He must, {norefore,
be God,

WHAT SHOULD WE LEARN.

i We cannot but admire the goodness of

the Saviour, in that he was so benevo-
lent, so touched with sympathy for those
In trouble. In this respect we should
be like him. We are commanded to be
kind and tender-hearted toward those in
trouble, but above everything else we
ghould learn to understand {aith, which
worketh by love and purifieth the heart.
Christ repeatedly dwelt upon this. How
gently he reproved the disciples for their
lack of falth.

Verse 20, “ Remove mountafnsg.”
This was a proverblal expression, whick
means anything that may be difficult, or
even insurmountable. Faith In God will
be a strong help to success. In secking
the blessing of pardon, or desiring to be
increasingly conformed to God's imrge.
| faith Is of vital importance. In all the
afrairs of life there will be seasons when
'we will almost be overwhelmed, and

—_—— e - —

2 ‘ when we will be very apt to become dis-

couraged, but at such times we may hear
a voice saying, “ O thou of little faith,
wherefore didst thou doubt 2 We are
afraid that even those wha work do not
always work in faith, hence the condem-
nation will be lack of falth. Let us
pray with the disciples, * Lord, icroase
our faith.”

——

HOW TO OOME.

Pres. Samuel Plantz of Lawrence Unl-
versity gives sage advice about prepara-
tion for the League devotlonal meeting.
He makes points thus:

1. Come to pray.

2. Come to pray pointedly.

3. Come to pray out of a full heart.

4. Come to qQuit praying when you are
through.

6. Come to pray differently than you
did a week previous.

6. Come to pray honestly, confessing
your sins.

7. Come to pray thankfully, recognizing
God’'s blessings.

8. Come to pray adoringly, 1emember-
ing God's greatness and mercy.

9. Come to pray beseachingly, reallz-
ing your needs.

10. Come to pray expectantly, belleving
God’s promises.

11. Come not only to pray, but also
to testify if the leader shall throw the
meeting open.  “ Ye are my witnesses.”
—Epworth Herald. .

HOW OLD MUST I BE?

“ Mother,” a little child once saldq,
*“how old must I be before I can be a
Christian 2

The wise mother answered : * How old
{ will you have to be, darling, before you
| can love me ?”

* Why, mother, I always love you. I
do now, and I always shall; but you
h:n;)e not told me yet how old I shall have
to be.”

The mother reptied: * How old must
you be before you can trust wholly to
me and my care 2"

«1 always did.” she answered ; *“ dut
tell-me what I want to know.” And she
put her arms around her mother's neck.

The mother asked again* *How old
will you have to be before you can do
what I want you to do

Then the child whispered, half guess-
ing what her mother meant : “ I can now,
without growing any older.”

Her mother said ¢+ “You ecan be a
Christian, now, darling, witkout wal*ing
to be older. Don't you want to begin
now 7
*  The child whispered, * Yes.”

' Then they both kuelt down, and in her
, prayer the mother gave to Christ her
" little one -who wanted to de his.

— e e e -
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His Coming.
BY DR. HORATIUS BONAR.

They tell mo a solemn story,
But 1t 1s not sad to me,

For in its sweet unfolding
My Saviour's love I seo.

They say that at any moment
‘The Lord of Lifec may come

To It meo from the cloud-land
Into the light of home.

They say 1 may have no warning,
I may not cven hear

The rustlo of his garments
As he softly draweth near,

Suddenly, in a moment,
Upon my ear may fall

The summons, * Loved of our biaster,
Answer the Master's call.”

Perhaps he will come in the noon-tide
O!f some bright, sunny day,

When with dear ones all around me
My life seems bright and gay.

Pleasant must be the pathway,
Easgy the shining road,
U%trom the dimmer sunlight,
nto the light of God.

Ferhaps he will come {n the stiliness
Ot the mild and quiet night,

When the earth is calmly sleeping
'Neath the moonbeam's aflvery -light.

When the stars are softly shining
O'er the siumbering land and sea,

Perhaps in holy stillness
The Master will come for me,

J.Cole,meBoy Hero

BY
EMMA GELLIERAND.

CHAPTER V.

The next day I still felf sure he wouid
come, and I went down into the room
where he used to sleep, and saw Mrs.
Wilson bad put ail in order, and fresh
blankets and sheets were on the little
bed, all ready for him. So many things
put me in mind of the loving, gentle
disposition. A little flower vase I valued
very much had been broken by Bogic
romping with one ot my nieces, and
knocking it down. It was broken in
more than twenty pleces; and after I had
patiently tried to mend 1t myselt, and
my nieces, with still greater patlence,
had had thelr turn at it, we had given
it up as a bad job, and thouglit it had
long ago gone on to the dust-heap.

There were some ghelves on the wall
ot Joe's room where his treasures were
kept, and on one of these shelves, cov-
ered with an old white handkerchief,
was a little tray containing the vase, a
bottle of cement, and camel's-hair brush.
The mending was. dnished, all but two
or three of the smallest pleces, and beau-
tifully done; i must have taken time,
and an amount of patience that put my
efforts and those of the girls to shame;
but Joe's was a labour of love, and did
not weary him. He would probably
have put it in its usual place one morn-
ing, when mended, and said nothing
about it until I found it out, and then
confessed, in his swn queer way, “Please,
1 knew you was £orTy it was broke, and
so I mended it then he would have
hurried away, flushed with pleasure at
my few words of thanks and praise.

On the mantelplece were more of Joe's
treasures—four or five cheap photo-
graphs, the subjects quite erT.acteristic
of Joe. One of them was a religious
subject, * The Shepherd with a little
lamb on his shoulders.” A sllent prayer
went up from my heart that somewhere
that same Good Shepherd was finding
lost Joe, and bLringing him snlely back to
us.

There were some pebbles he had picked
up during a memorable trip to Aargate
with Dick, a year before I saw him :

which pebbles he firmly believed were.

real “aggits,” and had promised to have
them polished soon, and made Into
drooch and earrings for Mrs. Wilson.
There was a yery old-fashioned photo-
graph o? mys £ that I had torz in half
and thrown Into the waste-paper basket.
I saw this had been carefully joined to-
gether and enclosed in a cheap frame—

the only one that could boast of belng.

g0 preserved. I suppose Joe could only
affo.1 one frame, and his sense of the
fitness of things made him choose the
Missig’s picture to be first honoured.
How sad 1 felt looking round the
yoom1! People may smile at my feeling
80 sad and concerned about & servant, &
common .page-boy. Aye, smile on, it

‘you wiil, but tell me, my friend, can you'

say, if you were in Joe's position at that
time with clrcumetantial ovidence so
atrong against you, roor and lowly as he
was, are there four or flve, or oven two
or three of your friends, who would be-
lleve In you, stand up for sou, and trust
in you, in spite of ali, ag we did for Joo?

1 had goze up tuv my sitting-room, after
telling Mary to light tho fire In poor
Joe'a room, and let it look warm and
cosy, for I had suomo sort of presentiment
that I should sce the poor boy again very
soon—how 1 knew not, but I have all my
life been subject to spiritual influcnces,
and bave scldom been mistaken in them.

We were all thinking of going carly
to rest, for since the robbery, none of us
had had any real sleep. Suddenly the
front door bell rang timldly, as {f the
visitor were not quite sure of it's belng
right to pull the handle.

** Perhaps that’s Joo,” sald my sister,

%ut I knew Joe would not ring that
bell,

We heard Mary open the door, and a
man’s voice ask if Mr. Aylmer Illved
there.

 Yes,” £aild Mary, “ but he {s abroad,
but you can sce Mrs. Aylmer.”

Then came a low murmuring of volces,
and Mary came in, saylng:

 Oh, ma‘'am, it's Dick, Joe’s brother ;
and 0?2 says, may he see you 7"

* Send him in here at once,” I replied.

And in a moment Dick stood before
me ; Dick, Joe's beau-fdeal of all that
was good, noble, and to be admired. 1
must say the mind-picture I had formed
of Dick was totally unlike the reality.
I had expected: to see a sun-burnt big

fellow, with broad shoulders and ex-
pressive features,

The real Dick was a thin, delicate-
looking young man, with & pale face, and
black, straight hair. He stood with his
hat In his hand, looking down as if
afraid to speak.

* Oh, pray come in,” I cried, golng for-
ward to meet him. “1I know who you
are. Oh, have you brought me any
news of poor joe? e are all his
friends here, his trua friends, and you
must let us be yours too in this treubdle.
Have you seen him 2"

At my words the bowed head was
H{fted up, and then 1 saw Dlck’'s face as
it was. If ever truth, honour, and
generosity looked out from the windows
af @ soul, they looked out of thosc large
blue eyes of Dick's—eyes so exactly like
Joe's In expression, that the black lashes
instead of the falr oncs seemed Wrong
somehow.

* God bless you, lady, for them words,”
sald Dick ; and betore I could prevent it,
he had knelt at my feet, caught my hand
and pressed it to his lips, while wild sobs
broke from bhim.

* Forgive me,” he said, rising to hls
feet, and leaning with one hand on the
yack of a& chalr, his whole frame shak-
.ng with emotion. *“Forglve me for
zivin® way like this; but I've seen them
papers about our Joe, and I know what's
2elng thought of him, and I've come
were ashamed to see you, thinkin® you
belleved as the rest do, that Jee robbed
you after all your goodness to him.
Vhy, lady, I tell you rather than I'd be-
tleve that of my little lad, as I thrashed
til} my heart almost broke to hear him

~h. for the only lle as he ever told in
all h!s life; 1.1 could believe it, I'd take
father’s.old gun and end my life, for I'a

be a deast, not fit to live any longer.

{

 And 1 thought you doudbted him too; dut
,now 1 hear you say youre his friend,
{ and belloves tn him, and don't think he
 fobbed you, 1 know now theros good
y folks in tho world, und there's mercy
; and justice, and 2 ain't ail wrong, as I'd
como a most to think as it was, when 1
first kncw'd about this ‘ere.”

* Sit down, Dick,” I sald, “ and recover
yourself, and let us see what can bo
done. I will tell you all that has hap-
pened, and then perhaps you can throw
somo light on Joe's conduct—you who
know him so well,*”

Dick sat down, and shading his eyes
with his hand that his tears might not
vetray his weakness any more, ho lis-
tened quletly whilo I went over all tho
events of that dreadtul night.

When I had finished, Dick sat for some
moments quite sllent, then with a weary
gesture, passing his hand across his
forchead, ho remurked sadly,

1 can't make nothing of it; it's a
thing beyond my understanding. I'm
that dazed like, 1 can't see nothin’
straight. Howover, what I've got to do
is to find Joe, and that I mean to do; it
he's alive I'll find him, and then let him
speak for hisgsell. I don’t belleve he's
done nothing wrong, but it he has done
aver 80 little or ever so much, he'll ‘own
up to it whatever it s’ that's what
Jue'll do. i told him to lay by them
words and hold to ‘em, and I'lli lay my
‘ite he'll do as I told tuim. I've got &
yed down to Marylebone way, at my
aunt's what's marrled to a policeman,
I'm to stey there, and I'll bave a talk
with 'em about this and get some ad-

TOR FIBST CRRISTIAN MABTYE. (Sce 8. 8. Lesson Notes)

vice. I know Joe's innercent, and why
g?n't he come and say so 2 But I'll find

m."

I inquired about the old pecple, and
how they bore their trial.

* Father's a'most beslde hisself,” said
Dick; **and only that he's got to keep
mother jn the dark about this, he'd have
come with me ; but mother, she's a-bed
with rheumatics, and doctor told father
her heart was weak like, and she musn‘t
be told, or it would p‘raps kill her. She
thinks a deal of Joe, does mother, being
the youngest, and always such a sort of
lovin’ little chap he were.” And here
Dick's volce broke again, and I made
him go down to Mrs. Wilson, and have
some refreshment before leaving, and ho
promised to see me again the first thing
in the morning, when he had talked to
his friend the pollceman.

Scarcely had Dick gone, when a loud,
and this time flrm ring, announced an-
other visitor, and in a cadb, too, 1 could
hear. Evidently there was no golng to
rest early that night, a2s ten o'clock waw
then striking.

Soon, to my surprise, I heard a well-
known voice, and Mary announced Dr.
Loring—my husbfnd’s old friend, of
whom I have already spoken.

“ Well, my dear,” he cried, in his
) Pleasant, cheerful volce, that In itseit
{ seemed to lift some of the heaviness

{rom my heart, * are you not astonished
to see me at such an hour 2

** Astonished, certainly,” I replied;

“bdut very, very glad. You are always
, Welcome, and m..r2 than ever now, when
we are In trouble and sorrow. Do sit
down, and stay with me awhile.”

* Yes, 1 will, for an hour, gladly,” he
sald. ‘““But there's something outside
that had better be brought i first. You

{know I've only just arrived from Devon-

' have nothing to fill them.”

shire, and thero are two barrels of
Devonshire apples on that cab, one for
you, and one for tho wifo, that Is why
you sce mo here, for I thought it would
not be ten minutes out of my road to
pass by hero and leave them with you,
and 80 save tho trouble of sonding them
by carrier to-morrow,"

“1 daro say Mra. Wilson will ind a
placo in tho bascinent,” 1 sald, * for we
don't uso halt the room thero is down
there,"”

Having ordorad the barrel to bo stowed
away, I soon sottled my vialter comfort-
ably In an armchair by the firo, with a
cup o! his favourite cocon by hia alde,

* And now, my dear,” sald he, *toll
me about this burgiary that has taken
place, and whick nas made you look as
{f you wanted mo to take care ol you
awhtile, and bring back soms colour to
your pale cheeks, And what about this
boy ¥ Is it the same qucer little follow
who choso midnight to play his pranks
in once before ? I'm not often decalved
In a face, and I thought his was an
honest cne,  J—"

“ 8o it was,” 1 interrupted; *“ don't say
a.l;ord unt!) I've told you all, and you
“'  ——— ”

I had scarccly bogun speaking, when a
succession of the most fearful screams
arose from downstairs, cach rising
louder and louder, in the extrome of
terror. My sister, who bad gono to her
room, rusrhed down to me; tho girls, In
thelr dressing-gowns, just as thoy wero
preparing for bed, follewed, calling out,
‘“Auntie! Oh, Auntie! whsat s {t?
Who 1s screaming ? What can de the
matter 2 Hardly were thay in the room
when Mary rushed {n, ghastly, her cyes
staring, and, in a volco hoarso wiin
terror, gasped out, * Come! como! he's
found ! he's murdered ! I saw him. He's
Iying in the cellar, with his throat cut.
Qh, it's borrible* Then sho began to
scream agalo.

The doctor tried to hold me back ; but
[ broke fiom him, and ran downstalrs,
where I could find no osd; all was dark
in the kitchen, but thero was a light
fn the area, and I was soon there, fol-
lowed by Dr. Loring.

By tbe open cellar door stood Mrs.
Wilson, and the cabman with her
Directly she saw me, she callod out,
* Oh, dear mistress, don’t you come here;
it's not a sight for ycu. Take her away,
Doctor Loring, she musn’t sece it.”

* What s 1t ?” I cried ; “ Mary suys
it's——* 1 could not say tho words,
but seizing the candle from Mrs. Wilson's
hand, I went into the cellar.

The good doctor was close to mo, with
more light, by the aid of which wo be-
held, Ip the far corncr, faclng us, what
seemed to be a bundle of blankets, from
which protruded a head, a horrible red
stream surrounding it, and flowing, as it
were, from the open mouth. One sec
ond brought mo close. It was Joo—Joo,
with his poor Iimbs bound with cruel
ropes, and in his mouth for a gag they
had forced one of those bright red socks
he would always wear. Thank God, it

.wa3 only that red sock, and not the

horrible red stream I had fearcd. Ha
was dead, of course; but not such a fear-
ful death as that,

The doctor soon pulled the horrid gag
from his mouth, and the good-natured
cabman, who cvidently felt for us, helpod
to cut the ropes, and lift up the poor, ¢old
little form.

As they lifted him, something that was
in the blankets fell heavily to the
ground. It was poor Bogle's dead body,
stabbed In meny places, each wound
enough to have let out the poor dumb
creature's llfe.

By this time help had arrived, and
once muro the police took possession of
us, &8 it were.

(To be continued.)

Mr. Fussy.- 1 dun't sce why you wear
those ridiculous big siceves when you
Mrs, Fussy
—* Do you 81l your silk hat ?"

A newspaper reporier wrote:  Dr.
Chargem felt of the Injured man's pulse
and then prescribed for bim.” The com-
positor made it read ; * Dr. Chargem felt
of the Injured man‘s purso and then pre-
scribed for him.”

Jimmie Joiner.—* I say, Billy, we had
a flne supper last night. Our minliter
wasg vislting us.”

Billy Burt.—* You don't say s0? Why,
gur: doecsn't como to scc us unti] we are

ea .0'

A greedy boy is capable of clever mis-
understandings. ** No, Willie, my dear,”
sald tho little boy's mother, “ no more
cakes to-night, It is 100 near Ledtime,
and you know you can't slcep on a full
stomach.” *“ Well,” said Willte, * but X
can sleep on my tack”
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An Aucfent Table.

* | have a table,”
Snid Arthur to Mabo),
* Three thougand years 014 ;
And though It has stood
Ho long, ‘tis as good
As the finest of gold I”

0 Arthur, your table,
1 fear, 18 a fable,
And you are its knight,
Of tourse it 18 round,
But where was it found,
Now tell—honour bright !

**“Twas found, thoy say, Mabel,
In the great tower of Babel ,
And learned folk say
That wise old Hindoos
‘I'his table could use
Before Egypt's day!"

“ \Why, Arthur,” satd Mabel,
‘Do show us this table
That's older than Egypt—as old as
creation I
My tablo is square,
Not round—to bo fafr,
But why should I show
\What all the girls know—
This vory old table, catied Multipit-
cation 7"

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
BTUDIES IN THE ACTS AND EPISTLES.

LESSON VIIL.—FEBRUARY 21.
I'HE FIRST CHRISTIAN MARTYR.
Acts 6, 8-15, 7. 64-60. Memory verses,

67-60.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Bu thou faithful unto death, and I will
give thee a crown of life-—Rev. 2. 10.

OUTLINE,

1. Faithful, v. 8-15.
2, Crowned, v. 54-60.

Time.~Uncertain, but probably A.D.
37 (possibly in the month of May).

Place.—The Hall of Sanhkedrin in Jeru-
salem; the Valley of Jehoshaphat near
Jerusalem,

HOME READINGS,

The first Christian martyr.—Acts 6.
8-16.
Tu. The first Christian martyr.--Acts 7.
61-60,
W. The roll of honour.—Heb. 11. 82-40.
Th. Qur example.—Heb. 12. 1-6.
{*. More than conquerors.—Rom. S.
31-39.
S. ‘The eternal glory.—2 Cor. 4. 7-18.
Su. A crown of life.—~Rev. 2. 1-11,
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Faithful, v. 8-15.

Who was Stephen, end what was his
character ?

\What did he do ?

How was Luke 21. 15 fulfilled in him ?

VWhat did his enemies say against him?

What did they do, and for what pur-
puse ?

What four charges did they bring
ugalpst him ?

How did he fulfil Matt. 10, 17 ?

What did Jesus say in Matt. 24, 2, and
John 4, 21?7

How was this
Stephen false ?

How did Stephen’s face appear ?

How d1d this show the truth of 2 Cor.
3. 187
2. Crowned, v. 54-60.

Where was Stephen at this time ?

How did the council feel toward him ?

What made them angry at him ?
Verses 61, 62.

What did Stephen see ?
Jesus ?

What did Stephen say to the council ?

What is sald of Jesus in Heb. 1. 3 ?

\Vhat was the effect of Stephen’s words
on the council ?

\What three things did the councll do
to Stephen ?

Who were the witnesses? Actg 6
13, 14.

What voung man took part in this
murder ?

What did he do ? See also Acts 22. 20.

What two prayers did Stephen offer
while dying ?

Whose dying words were theso like ?
Luke 23. 34, 46.

What i3 sald of Stephen's ena of life ?
Verse 60.

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where in this lessor are wo shown—

1. How to work for Christ ?

2. How Cbrist's 3lory is shown by his
disciples ¥ |

3. How we should trezt our enemies ?

4. How & Christian akould meet death?

M.

testimony agalinst

Where was

ORADLES.
BY REV. 8. BARING GOULED, ML.A,
As the cradle is the first bit of furni-

: ture with which we become intimately ,
; acquainted, so was it fn all probabllity i

. the first pieco of turniture which the In-
genuity of man drove him to create.

By law, in Austria a mother may not
havo her baby in bed with her st night,
lest she should overlie {t and so suffocate
{t ; consequently the cradle is then an
article of furniture absolutely necessary
in the house of married people.

Ol4 cradlea in England wero usually of
onk, with a hood over them ; on rockers,
of course, oxtended boyond the bed ftself,
80 that the mother, when spinning, by
pressing her foot on a rocker, might
sway the cradle,

One of the most curfous developmen.s
of parental ingenuity I8 to be found in
the Alps, where the mother is obliged to
attend to the work of the little farm, and
cannot be ever with the babe. There a
string 18 carried from tho cradle through
a hole In the window to a lfttle water-
wheel with a crank, that s kept revolv-
‘lng by the stream that flows into the

trough at which the cattle drink. This
! crank gives to the sirlng the necessary
alternate tenslon and relaxation to keep
the cradls rocking all the while the
mother {g away, haymaking or driving
the cows to pasture ; and the poor little
fnnocent gleepe content, in full bellef

Tack, tack, in your shop ?
' SWhat are you shaping, scraping, howing?
i Saw, saw, chip, chop!
Carpenter, why as you work do you sigh,

Sadly, O so sadly sigh,

Q so sadly ?

“1 saw a white pigeon heavenward soar,
And under her wing a soul she bore,

| 7 A lttle white soul ;

And therefore of coilins 1 make one more,
And T sigh, with a tear {n eye.”

MANLY BOYS.

I am by no means an old man, but I
have lived long envugh to be thanktul
that I was one of the boys of whom rude
boys speak as “led by a mother's apron
strings.” 1 was reared fn a large city,
and in a neighbourhood where there was
a large number of toys. Many of thesc
seemed to have or to take their own way;
a few of us were kept under parental
guidance and control. I confess that
thero were tinmies when it seemed bard
because I was not permitted to go and
come just as some boys were doing
whom I knew. But now, when I think
of the after-results in the different cases,
1 fecel that I cannot be too grateful for
the home iunfiuence which I had, and to
which I ylelded in youth., Of the boys
whom I knew, those who lived and nt-
talned and honourably filled positions ot

trust were without exception those who

. . . N:‘;gl*ﬁq‘ {7 4
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that it is being rocked by its mother's
foot.

It is significant that the first cradle
and the first coflin were identical—the
eradie that rocked the infant into the
life here, and the cofiin fn which sleep
prefaced the life beyond. In the Cata-
combs of Rome, the early Christians put
little {vory dolls and other playthings
with their darlings when they committed
them to their graves, Indeed, to hea-
then and Christlan alike, death has been
always looked op as a passage into & new

awakening to a spirit-life. Consequently
it was not without such a thought in
their minds that the men of primitive age
laid thelr dead In what were only large
cradles, identical in shape. in material,
‘n construction, with those beds in which
infancy Iay and slept in its first stage
of existence.

Carper‘ater,! carpenter ! ®hat are you do-
ng ?

Tack, tack, in your shop ?
What are you shaping, scraping, hewing?
Saw, saw, chip, chop !
Carpenter, why &s you work do you sing,
Merrily, merrily sing,

Oh, so0 merrily ?
I saw 8 white pigeon flv down this way.
And under her wing hides a soul, they

Bay, .
A little white soul,

And for that I make a cradle to-day,
And I cing till the rafters ring"

Carpeqter; carpenter ! wbat are you do-
ing

life, the Initial sleep that leads to an ,

CAREYING LIVINGSTONE'S BODY TO THE SEA-COAST.

were known as the *‘ home boys,” the
‘‘ mother boys,” the * bables;” and all
because they did not think it manly to
swear, and smoke or chew tobacco, and
fight, and play truant from school, and
be a nulsance in general. They were
by no means goody-goody boys, they
were not angels: they loved and had
their fun; they had games, but they were
loving and kind to their parents, and
truthful and horest and well behaved
everywhere; and although thus nick-
named, many of them were etrong
enough to withstand the temptations of
the camp and to endure severe hard-
ships, and brave enough to fall on the
field of battle with the face to the foe.
Others of them have been able to kesp
themselves pure, and to make for them-
selves a good record in the midst of the
tests and struggles of lite. In the mean-
time, as I have had opportunity to learn,
the sad news comes to me of the moral
wreck of one after another of those who
preferred a street education, or who
hated and rebelled against everything
ltke a wholesome restraint, and who con-
sidered themselves manly.

A lady, beilng & member of thoe church
where she lived, had occaslon to move
away, taking her church letter with her.
Having never presented it to the church
in tho town she had moved to, she kept
it in a trunk. One day her little girl
was rummaging in the trunl: when she
found the neglected church Jetter. Run-
ning to her mother she cried, * Ch mam-

4

A BREAVE KANGAROO,

A very pathetic story comes from Aus-
tralla, describlng a kangaroo’s daring for
the sake of her yovng. The owner of a
country station was sitting one evening
on the balcony outside his houso when
he was surprised to notics a kangaroo
lingering about, alternately approaching
and retiring from tho house, as though
halt {p doubt and fear what to do. At
last sho approached the water-pails, and,
taking a young one from her pouch, held
{t to the water to drink. While the
baby was satisfying its thirst, tho mother
was quivering all over with axcitement,
for she was only a few feet from the
balcony on which ono of hor great foes
was sitting watching her, The little

.0no, having finighed drinking, it was re-

placed in the pouch, and the old kangaroo
started off at a rapid pace. When the
natural timidity of the kangaroo is taken
into account, it will be recognized whai
astonishing bravery this affectionate
mother betrayed, It is a pleasing end-
ing to the story to be able to stats that
the eyo-witness was so affected by the
scene, tbat from that time forward he
could never shoot & kangaroo.

A REMARKABLE COW.

Down south lives a gentleman who
owns a most remarkablo cow. She looks
1ike a most ordinary black cow, but she
{sn’t ordinary at all, for she absolutely
refuses to be separated from her owner's
children. If tho children are at home,
the cow will stay in the pasture, which
Is near the house, separated from it by
a low house. But {{ the childven go
away, she will jump bigh fences to fol-
low them until she {8 caught. When
the cow has been put in pasture; she re-
mains quiet; but if put in the lot near
the house, when the children are away
from home, it is impossible to keep her
there. If allowed, she will follow the
children about exactly like a dog, keep-
ing behind them and apparently watch-
ing over them, perfectly happy if only
the children are within sight or hearing.

A BUOK FOR BOYS,

snap Shots From Boy Life

By F. C. T. O’Hara.

With illustrations and striking cover de.
sign by Astley Palmer Cooper.

Price - 15 Cents.
b 3

Contents.—Belng a Boy—Value of
Reading—Choosing Books, and How to
Read Them—Trashy Reading—Cultivat-
ing the Memory—How to Study—Schooi-
day Reminiscences—Letter-writing—Time
—Value of a Good Name—Divers Subjects
~—Do You Smoke ?—What About Liquor ?
—Do Not Scorn Advice—Self-dependence
—Advantages of Knowing a Trade—
Changing Employment~City and Coun-
try Life—An Inquisitive Nature—The
Beauties of Nature—Wasted Opportuni-
ties of Life—Brains versus Industry—
School After the Holidays—Be Happy.

These chapter heads give an idea of
the nature and scope of the book, but it
must be read to be appreciated at its true
value. It is one of the best books ‘we
have ever seen to put into & boy's or a
young man’s hands. He is sure to read’
it apd enjoy it, and cannot fail to be
insplred by it. Teachers will do well
to bave their boys read it. If you cannot
glve them each a copy, buy one yourself
and lend it round the clags. One teacher
we know has given a copy to each of the
eighteen members of his young men's
class.

THREE BOYS IN THE WILD
NORTH LAND

REV. EGERTON R. YOUNG
With pumerons full-page Hlusteations by J, B. Laventin,

CLOTH - - $1.25
R

Here is a new book for Canadian boys,
with storics of thrillingyadventuro in our
own North-West. Mr. Young's booke have
reached a salo aggregating 100,000 copies.
‘This new one, hedoclares, *‘beats themall {”
Tt will have a very handsome design of cover
m gold and colours, and as a gift or prize
book will be a taking thing this year.

WILLIAM BRIGGS,

, 'C, W..Coarns, Mentréal, Qua,.
‘me ! T found your religion in the trunk.”'| -

8. Hewms, Huliai, NS, |

a

.« se

PYT RS

e

NIPNRORTAPIIV L NEPTTINETRY VN

PSS AR

VA ik W €

L



