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‘Wkat We Would Do For Jesus.

Jesus, we would pleage thee,
Please thee every day.

And we would obey thee,
Teach us, Lord thy wav

Jeaug, we would ‘ove thee,
For we all do know

That thou bledst and suffered
For thou lov'dst us so

Jesus, wo would praise thee,
In our days of youth,
Aud we do 80 thank thee
For thy word of truth,
Jesus, we do trust thee,
For thy word is sure.
Saviour, come and bless us,
Make us clean and pure.

T00O BIG T0 G0 TO SUNDAY-S0HOOL.

Some of the boys in H—— church
were beginning to think that they
were too big to go to Sunday-
gchool, And, luckily, just then
U"'ncle Moses taught them a lessron

Everybody liked to hear Uncrle
Moses talk  He was a dear rosy-
taced, twinkling-eyed old gentle-
man, and when he arose to address
the children, every one, from the
married folks {n the Bible-class
down to the smallest tot {n the
Infant department, listened to him

“1 notice there ain't sn manv
boys here as there used to be.'’
observed Uncle Mosges ** Agd
children, It reminds me of 2 little
experience I had when T was out
west. 1 was visiting a home on
the prairle.  There was no house
near i{t, nor church, nor school-
house,

** But the family were Christian
peodle, and the little daughter—
Emily, they called her—was a very
thoughtful and éarnest little gir

***Don't_you miss your Sabbath-
scbool fn the east 2 Fasked her

*“*Yes, sir,’ she replied, and
then, drawing near me, she told
me. confidentially, that she +was
going ¢to have a Sabbath-school’
of her ‘own.

***1nceed 1 said. * And where
are your Scholars, pray ?*

““*0Qb, I will have my dollfe and
my birdie, and ;then—there’s the
Hstle calf tied out in the yard v

““ Well, boys and girls, of course
1 Wwas interested in that Sunday-
gchool—it seemed such a unique
one! v

“*When 1 visited Emily again
some months later T made respect-
ful inquirles concerning it

‘“*0h, sir. sald the little maid,
soberly, “my Suaday-school is no
wmore! The scholars are all gone
1 lost my dolly; the bird flew
away, and the calf—oh, the calf
got tvo big to come to Sunday-
schoo)n* ; :

‘‘And,” added Uncle Moses, his
blue eyes twlokiing more merrily
than ever, “ when I see boys who
think they are too big to come to~
Sunday-sthool, why I—I think—ot
that calf !"—Sunday-school Advo-
cate,

————

HEROIC LIFE-SAVERS.

District Superintendent Jerome
;. -Kiab, with headquarters &t
sand Beach, Michigan, Is one of
the heroes of the Life-saving Ser-
v He holde the gold meda}, tha
bighest award the United States
(Oovernment can bestow for hero-
ism o saving life. His name is
sssociated with what was both one of
the most daring attempts at rescue and
one of the greatest tragedies of the ser-
vice—a tragedy which wiped out an en-
tiro crew with-the exception of this sole
survivor.

!
their strength and skill onabled them
to surmount or push through the tumult-
uous scas; but, once In the open lake
| beyond the shoals, where the storm was

1

[l

1 free to rlot at will, the real danger be- .
{ gan. It was a test beyond human powers, .

| The keeper remembers that twice the
) boat capsized and was righted.
i that he has a vague recoliection of the
| boat capsizing and righting herselt
) severas times, and of tho crew clinging
to it untll, ocne b; one, the surfmen,
I perishing of cold, let.go their hold, and
vanished beneath the waves. He has a
dim femembrance of the boat, with him-
i self clinging to it, grauing osver the shoal,
and then being lung up on shore.
He was found by two men, standing,
with one hand on the root of a fallen
' tree, steadying himeelf with a lath in the
y other, and swaying as If walking, but
not stirring his feet—a dazed, tottering

. = -
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EXECUTION OF CEARLES I

There {8 no more {interesting or in-
structive page of history than that which
rclates the story of a long struggle be-
tween an unhappy prince and his people
The detatls of the eclvil war between
Cromswell's * lronsldes * and Charles 1.
are qver a frulttul subject for reflection,
and the tragic end of tho-long struggle
18 depicted in the accompanylng lllus-
tration more clearly than words can
tell ft.

In 1645, not a jyear after the fatal
battle of Marston Moor., tho cause of
Charles was completely overthrown, and
he soon afterwards surrendered himsolf
to the Scots. Even then, however,
Cromwell had no definite views, when a
letter fell into his hands In which, writ-
ing to his wife, Charles sald: ‘' For

Cromwell and Ireton 1 des'gn no reward,

EXPCUTION OF CHARLES I.

wreek of his former self, murmuring in
an incoherent way: - .

* Poor boya! Poor boys! They are
all gone—all gone ! “Temporarlly shat-
tered in mind and body. he was obliged
to resign from the service. He was long

but that for a silken garter they stiould
be fitted with a hempen rope.” Then
Cromwell saw that it was to be his own
lite or the king's.

After being moved as prisoner from
one castle to another, the king was at

Mr, Kiak was at the time keeper of ; in recovéring, but finally §t was possible  length brought before a speclally con-

the Point aux Barques life-saving sta-
tion on Lake Huron. A vessel struck
100"far ‘out to be reached with the shot
and line. The peril of attempting a
rescue with the surf-boat wds only too
apharent; but Keeper Kiah mustered his
men, and made the Jaunch. For a while

practically to reward bls bravery with
the appointment to his present position.

metns.of which the moon will appear at
-a distance of but thirty-cight miles.

Ameng the attractions of the Paris ex- .
bibition of 1900 is a huge telescope, by , which was erected in front of Whitchall,

|

stituted court in Westminster Hall, and
on January 27th, 1649, was sentenced to
death.

In our illustration we see-the scaffold

and on it, awaiting his doom. Charles Ix
exchanging the last works he ever spoke

‘1688 eastly

- © e e ————

0 thiy earth with Blehop Juxon The
interviow s thus given by the historlan
Humeo 3

“ At the Iast moment Bishop Juxon
sald to the king . ‘ There Is, alr, but one
otagoe more, which, though tarbulent and
troublesomy, Ig yet a very sh. =t one.
Conslder, it wlll soon carry you a great
~ay, it will carry You trom earth to
heaven, and you shall find, to your great
Juy. the prize to which you hasten, a
crown of glory.' 'l go,’ replied tho
king, ‘from a corruptiblo to an [ncor~
ruptible crown, whore no disturbance
can have place.”

One blon was sufllclent, and the ex-
ccutloner, holding up the head of the
king. uttered those historic worda—
* This was the head of a traltor”

“ NEWNESS OF LIFE

In youth, especlally, we lke neow
things. Many things as they aro
growing old losc attractiveness, and we
weary of them. We study with more

-zest gometimes from tho new book. We

wear the new cloak or the now hat with
a consclonusnees of ita nlcoty and fresh-
ness, and we handle with a tender .caro
the articles we use for the first time.
inere ts a charm {n newness and
1reshness that extends oven to our idea
vt ° newnesrs of life.” We are tired
often of our old ways, of our old sclves
and feel as if we would glve them all
tor a new start In another direction

Am [ not right, young frlends * Is It
the middle-aged ur those advanced in life
w20 are most weary of the old. and long
mosat for the new > Nout at all We
long, but we long with far less hopo
L pon us the old habits are strong the
old wasys fred, we are farther on It
18 less easy to change Qur souls less
casily take on new ways, &% our bodles
adjust themselves to now
clothes. We feel the necessity for
change, but find it less easy to make it
“But you, who are young and strang,
and fresh for any work, find it easjer
to adjust your thoughts, your feclings,
and actlons to a new life. It will be
easler now than ever it will be agaln.
I'his vear is new. Over all the old
marks that sin has made upon the past
God will, it you wish §t, let the white
maatie of mercy fall, as he has let thoe
snow fall over the dust and hardness of
the brown earth,

* Whiter than snow.” Yes. even
though the sin stalns be of * scarlet™ or
ot *“crimson,” they shall be “ whiter
than snow."” By his help the “old

‘things shal!l pass away, and all things

become new.” The *“old things,” any-
thing that you do not like In yourself,
ansthing that God knows about you
which you wouid not for the world have
anybody else know, anything that hin-
ders your progress, any old habit of mind
or body—ull the old t* nixs shall * pass
away.”

Think of what becomes of things that
pass away. They are gone. they have
no wore power to trouble us, we are
dene with them.

And the *all things ™ that shal! be-
come new, means all old, wilful, and
wrong wishes: all wicked acts; a)! way-
wardness; all our indolence and love of
self—all things new. New motives, new
alections, new courage, new power over
sin, in short, “ newness of iife*

What glad, strong. courazeous, carnest
ereatures the new heart and the new
fite will make of us we can unever tell
till it is ours. Why not begin at once ?
\Why not put your life {nto the haads of
the loving Christ, and let him make the
old and evil things * pass away, and
make all things new* ? He wants tc
do 1t. You want it done. \Why not let
it be done now?

Smail Daughter—""It's most school-
time, and I've mislaid wmy gcography *
Cultured mother—" Wel', tell me what
the lesson §s about. and I'l write out

the answer for you to lewrn.” Small
Daughter—* The lakeg of Afrlea.”™ Cul-

tured Mother—' Um—~-er—I{t you’ve mis-
laid your geography you carcless child,

-you can just hunt tHl you find it*
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.PLEASANT HOTURS.

The Uhildron.

Hear the tiny pattering feet,
Tripping o'er tho floor;

Up and down the house they beat
U'ntil they reacd my door

Now with merry langh and shout,
Peep littlo faces fair

In the room and round about,
‘T'hfn elimb into my chalr

Little hands are busy there,
In somo mischie? more.
From the basket lying near
QGoes my treasure store

Mamma’'s watch they huld with glee
Closo to their tiny ears,

And wonder what ths timo can be—
These precious little dears!?

From opening morn til elosing night.
They fill our home with love.
As angely with thelr presence bright.
‘I'be Father's home above
—The Youth’s [nrtruetor

OUR PERIODICALS:

The best, tbe chespest, the moet entertaining, the
@ost popular,

Cbristlan Quardian, weekly. .
Methodist Mlagazine and lmlew. 90 pp., monthv

Mustrated............. 200
(:hmllu;l Ouudlm and Methodist Sh;,uhu- and
279
lhguino and llcvle\v, auavdlm and Om\ml lo
The W n llalllu. ueekly ...... . 100
Sunday- n lhuner. 65 pp., 8vo,, wmonthly...... 0 60
nward, 8 pp., éto., weekly, undcr bcoples. ...... 0060
boopleun over.. .00
Plessant Houry, ¢ gg lw n:ck),. nlngtc mpicu (X
Less ooples. i niirienes - ..., 025
Ov:raoooplcl .. 02
Suabeam, fortnightly, less thzo ten copm .. 018
10 coples an up\unls ................. 012
dappy Days, tortnightly, lees than ten coplu . 015
10 coplesand upwards.. ... e, 012
Dow Drope, weekly (2 cents per qunucr) ..... 007
HBerean Senlor Quu—uxly (questerly) 0 20
Beroan leaf, monthly.... .. ... 0 0y
Seread lnlcnnedhus Quarterly (qu:ncrb) vy
Quuuxlg Review Senice. By the year, 24c. a
czen; §2 per 100; per quarter, Ga a
doun. 500, per 100,
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Pleasant Hours:

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

TORONTO, OCTOBER 8, 1898.

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MBETING TOPIC,
OCTOBER 16, 18948.

BOML PSALMS THE JUNIORS SHOULD
KNOW.

The helper and the keeper.—Psalm 121.

Many of these Psslms were written by
‘David, the *“ sweet singer of Israel,” and
some of them were doubtless composed
wher he was a shepherd tending his
fleck on tho ficlds of Bethlehem. Ex-
posed to attack by the lion and the
wear, or by robbers of the desert, he
teit that God was his helper. When
ke himsel?f was hunted * like a partridge
upon the mountains,” and fleeing from
his rebellious son Absalom, he sull put
his trust in God. “My help cometh
from the Lord, which made heaven and
earth.”

Even the most watchful cannot keep
awake all the time, and even if he could,
be might be attacked amid the darkness,
or betrayed i1n the light. But the
Pgalmist put mis tTust nut in horses, nor
in chariots, nor in human defence, but
said, “ Behold, he that keepeth Israel
shall neither slumber nor sleep. The
Lord is my helper.”

in that hot country., where tho sun
dlazes like a furnace in the sky, the
shadow of a great rock in a weary land
is ecspeclally grateful and refreshing.
Such, says the Psaimist, Is the Lord—
* thy shade upon thy right band.” Let
ws put our trust in God and we shall
mever be confounded.

DONEKEY WORSHIP IN INDIA.

At Mudbhalipattl, {n India, they worship
sBadet Swamt, or the * hairy god.” There
{8 & curious story about his origin. The
nsighbourhood of Mudhaiipatt! is gener-
ally very fertie. being watered by a
small stream which seldom dries up.

A hairy, tame donkey, whiclhi  was
drivea away once -by a dhoby, resorted
so the banks of the stream, and was
spjoylng its delights. This donkey was

in the habit of sleeping In an adjacent
Kall temple, after grazing in the beauti-
fu) mecadows. On a certain day it was
found dcad !nside the gaid temple.

Although it was the desire of many to
remove the carcass from the temple, yet
there were a fow who objected to such
procedure. Thoy sald that §t was the
incarnation of thelr deity, and, as such,
they were bound to bury the carcass with
all solemnity and devotion, lest the
whole village be placed under a perpetual
curse,

] I'his tdea was at once taken up by the
others, and they all agreed §n saying
; that the donkey was no other than thelr
| lord, the Shada Maharajah of old, who
, was the husband of Kalamman
i Accordingly, they made arrangements
; to glve an honourable burlal to the de-
ceased donkey. Tom-toms and bugles,
and new cloths and flowers were ordered,
and the curcass was burled with all pomp
and piide.

When they wanted one or two persons
to get themseives shaved for the rite of
Karumanthram, to crown and complete
the burial ceremony as usual, Karupan,
Achari, and Swamikannu Nadar bowed
thelr heads to thelr barbers.

Thus ended the burlal ceremony of
thelr hairy god. From that time for-
ward people have offered cocoanuts,
plantaing, ete., on the donkey’s grave,
and worship him as their god.--Mission-
ary Gleaner.

KEEPING A SEORET.

1t was when Molly was getting over
the measles that mamma told her about

‘l'om’s birthday party. It was to be a
bleyele party, and the boys were all to
bring thelr bicycles; and Tom’s father
was going to give him one for a birthday
preseat.

** Oh, goody ! cried Molly, jumping up
and down. *Won't Tom be just too
happified for anything ?”

* Now, Molly,” said mamma, “you must
be very careful not to tell Tom anything
about it. You mustn’t even look as it
you knew about it.”

“(Can't I tell anybody?
Arabella Maria ?* asked Molly
I shall surely burst if I don't.”

*“Yes,” sald mamma, laughing, * you
may tell Arabella Maria, but no one
else.”

This was hard. That very afternoon
Tom cameo rushing in from school, and
told Molly about Billy’'s new improved
safety.

*1'd glve something i I just knew
I'"d get a wheel for my birthday,” aaid
he. “ But, when father was telling me
about the scarcity of money last night,
I knew that meant no safety for this
year.”

* Bye low, bye low,” sang Molly to
Arabella Marla, who, because she was
made of rags, and limber, Molly loved,
as she said she was 80 nice and “‘huggy.”
Molly- kept her eyes shut tight for fear
Tom would see a nickel-plated bicycle
in them.

* Why don‘t you talk and be a8 com-
fort 2" demanded Tom. * I suppose, if
it was your bdirthday coming, you
wouldn't mind. You’d rather have an
old mushy doll like that ! indicating the
beloved Arabella Marla with a scornful
inger.

This was too much for }Molly to bear.
Her eyes tlew open with a flash. “It
fsa't so at all!” said she. * I wouldn't
want another doll at all, and I do want
a bicycle. Every girl in the block has
one but me. And Arabella Maria is not

Not even
‘ *Cause

you would be glad to know.”

And then Molly, feeling that she was
getting on dangerous ground, flew up-
stairs, holding Arabella Marla close up
against her mouth.

Uncle Tom and mamma were sitting
on the porch quite near the opern win-
dow, and heard all this conversation.
Uncle Tom was much amused, and mam-
ma very proud.

“1 can make her tell me,” sald Uncle
‘Tom.

*Try,” said mamma, as she went in-
doors to toast her muflies for tea.

Molly presently found herself seated
on Uncle Tom's knee; zud after she had
told him all about the measles, and how
1t was a great surprise to everybody that
Arabella Maria dide't take them, * But
she's the best thing ! said Molly. *1
told her not to, ‘cause I couldn’t nurse
her; and she dido't.”

“What's this about Tom's birthday ?”
said Unele Tom. 1 want 1o Knoww
about 1L”

But Molly immediately shut her mouth

up tight and tooked up at the sky. “It's
a socret,” she said finally.
* But not from me, 1s it ? You know

he's my namesake; and how do you know

I won't get him the same thing 2"
Molly iooked troubled. - There 18 a

danger,” she said; " but. if 1 shouid tell

you, you might let it out,~not on pur-

mushy, and she knows a great deal that {

- - - -

pose,—but ‘cause it's so hard not to. I
dun t want to ever have the sponslmllty
of another seceret, nover

Well, well, xmd 80 you can't trust
me,"” sald Uncle Tom.

1 wouldn't mind trusting you at all
if 1 hadn’t promiscd I wouldn't tell” sald '
Molly. *“And mec and Arabella Marla '
must keep our word, you sce. Now, if it !
was about my blrlhdny. I could tel “you
just as well as not, ‘cause I wouldn't
Know-—""

But Uncle Tom was laughing so hard
that Molly stopped. ‘ Good for you,
Molly,” ho sald; * you're a trump '

Molly didn't know at all what he
meant, but she was much relieved that
he was not offended.

When Tom's birthday, with the party,
the safety and all, really came, it was
hard to tell which was the happler, Tom
or Molly.

Every time that Tom felt thirgs boll-
ing within him to such an extent that
he couldn‘t possibly stand it another

minute, he wouid rush out on the
lawn, and look at his new wheei,
and say: ‘“ Hurrah! She's a daisy!"

and turn somersaults until he felt bet-
ter. At the same time Molly would
rush after Arabella Maria, and, with a
rapturous squeeze, would say : ‘* Aren't
we glad we didn't tell, though, ‘cause
he's so happy over the 'sprise.”

By-and-bye they all went out for a
spin around the block; and there, among
the shining wheels, was a dear little one,
whom no one claimed. Tom picked up
a card on the handle-bar, arnd read :

* IYor Molly and Arabells Marja, two
young womern who know how to keep a
secret from even Uncle Tom.'

* Oh, oh ! said AMolly, dancing up and
down. * Arabella Maria, we're the
happlest girls In this world, I know."—
Churchman.

HYMNS IN CHILDHOOD.

* 1 like to go to meeting,” writes Miss
Larcom, in her charming narrative of
**A Ncew England Girlhood.” She was
a child, but * going to meeting* some-
times jmplied wearing a new bonnet and
her best white dress and musliz * Van-
dyke,” a fact which made her villing to
stand up through the ' long preyer ' and
sit through the * ninthlies** ani * tenth-
Hes* and * finullles " of the sermon.

She seldom remembered anything that
the preacher sald, except now and then
some word which sounded well, such as
* dispensations,” *‘decrees,” ‘“ordin-
ances,” * covenants.” Not understand-
ing the long words by which he tried to
explain the Bible, she fell into the habit
of taking refuge in the hymn-book, and
often learned two or three hymns in a
Sunday torenoon or afterncon.

She soon discovered there was a dif-
fereuce in hymns, and learned only such
as she liked. A meiodious echo, or
sonorous ring, or the hint of a picture, or
gsome sacred suggestion caused her to
prefer certain hymns to others. Yet
she liked somse o: these others because
she misunderstood them and could make
a free version as she murmured them
over,

One of her favourites began with the
words :

*Come, humble sinner, in whose breast
A thousand thoughts revolve.”

She had no idea of its meaning, but
made up a little story out of ft, with
herself as the heroine. She did not
know that the-last line of the second
stanza was bad grammar :

*“I'l go to Jesus, though my sin
Hath like a mountain rose,”’—

but thought that the “sin* was some-
thing pretty, that looked like a ** moun-
tain-rose.”” She had never seen moun-
tains, but took it for granted that a rose
on a mountain must be prettler than
the wild roses on the hill near her house.
She, the heroine, would pluck that rose,
and carry it up the mountain-side into
the temple where the king sat, and
would give it to him; and then ke would
touch her with his sceptre, and let her
through into a garden full of flowers.

Miss Larcom's childhood was passed
in the country, and therefore she loved
nhymns that suggested flowers, trees,
skies, and stars, such as:

* There everlasting spring abides,
And never-withering flowers.”

When she repeated that hymn, she un-
derstood it to mean that tne anemones
and violets—the short-lived children of
the shtvering New England spring—
wowd br om on through the cloudless,
endless year of the heavenly land. -

She lived near the ocean, and when
the salt wind came through the open

} door as the choir sang of * seas of hea-
she, wondering how & world-

venly rest,”
could be beautiful where ** there was no
more sea,” concluded. that the hymn and

|

t

the text could not contradiet cach other,
and that something llke a sea must be ia
¢ heaven

'I‘he chlld had a post’'s Imagination
While crvoning over

* At auchor lald, remoto from home,
Tolling I cry, Sweet Spirit, come !
Celestir) brzeze, no longer stay !

But spread my salls, and speed my
wny’u

she had the feeling of belng rocked in a
boat on a beautiful ocean, from whose
far-off shores the sunrise beckoned.

BERTIE'S BALL,
*Up, up, up it goes, and down, down,

! down it comes,” sung Bertio Brown, as

he tossed his rubber ball up against the
house aud caught 1t again. * Up, up,”
he began once more; and, sure enough,
it did go up this time, away up on top
of the porch. Bertie walited to see f{f
he could say, " Down, down;’ but he
couldn't, for the ball dldn't; it stayed
up there. Bertle stood around and
walted a while, but filnally concluded to
g0 and play horse with Sam Clark, who
iived next door, and ask papa to ge* the
ball when he came home.

When papa came, he told Bertie that
there was no way to get the ball then.
He would have to walt till the storm
windows upstalrs were taken off, for he
had no ladder long enough to reach up
to the roof.

Bertle missed his ball, for he was wery
fond of it; and the worst of it was that
he could see it from his mamma's wiro-
dow upstalirs.

One day while mamma was dressing
he stood looking out of the window and
wishiog, O so hard, that he could get
his bail, when a little snow-bird came
fluttering down to the roof, peeped in at
the window, and then hopped right upon
the ball. It gave a little roll, which
must have frightened the bird; for with
a swift motion it sped away, and the ball
rolled softly Gver the edge of the porch
and dropped to the ground. You can
scarcely imagine how surprised Bertie
was. He ran down to the yard in a
twinkling, and there was his ball in a
Httle nest of dry leaves. He has always
felt very sure that the snowbird knew
how mucrh he was wishing for the bhall,
for tkis i{s a true story; and how elss
can you account for what the little bird
did *—Youth's Companion.

ONE CHILD'S WORK.

An old Sunday-school superintendent
asked his pupils to bring, each of them,
a new scholar to Sunday-school. One
went to his father and sald: * Father,
will you go to Sunday-school with me ?*

«1 can’t read, my son,” replied the
father.

“ Our teacker will teach you,” answered
the boy, with feeling in_his tones.

*Well, I'll go,” said the father.

He went, learned to read, sought and
found the Saviour, and at length became
a colporteur. Years passed on; and that
man 'has established four hundred Sun-
day-schools, into which thirty-five thou-
sand children were gathered.

Thus we see what trying did. This
boy’s efforts were like a tiny rill, which
soon swells into a brook. and at length
it becomes a river. His efforts saved
his father, who, being saved, led thirty-
five thousand children into Sunday-
school. Do you know what the Bible
promises to them - that turn many to
righteousness *’ ?—Christian Herald.

A HOLE UNDER YOUR OWN BERTH.

1{ you had your own little berth at the
bottom of a great ship, would you have
a rlght to cut a hole ever so little in
the skip's bottom under your berth ?
Would not the whole ship go down ?
Dear child, it you drink wine in ever
such little glasses, it will do harm ke
the hole in the ship. Sorrow, sickness,
sin, death, will rush in upon you; and
not only to you will harm come.
Mother’s hair will turn white with sor-
row, father's head will bow with shame
To all who love you it will do more harm
than I can tell. Do not make the little
hole; keep the fair home ship strong and
taut,

A TAITHYUL DOG.

* Some one took an umbrella from the
hallway of a Lewiston man's house,
says The Gazette, of Lewiston, 3Me., “and
about the same time the dog was missed.
A search was made; and the dog was at
1ast found in a Llsbon Street store, and
standing near him was the missing um-
brella. A stranger had come into the
store, followed by the dog. When he
went out, he left the umbrelia, which the
dog carefully .guarded until his owner
appeared.”
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Take Heart Again.
Think not that God deserts the field,
Though Truth the battle loses;
But grasp zgaln Faith's sword and shield,
And follow where he chooses.
de shrouds himself In dark events,
No mortal eye beholds him,
And many an adverso providence
As in a cloud enfoids him.

We seo Truth’s foes closing around,
Distrusting her resources;
Faith {llls the tceming battle-ground
With charfots and wild horses.
And, lo, God's standard rises clear,
Amld the smoke and thunder,
Embattled armies disappear,
Or Into fragments sunder.

The baflled surf ebbs to the sea,
As though ite task forsaking,

But to return more mightily,
In greater volumes breaking.

What God has sworn shall yet be done,
No power of man can stay him,

Upon the seas he plants his throne,
And all the waves obey him.

Boldiers ot Christ, take heart agaln,
Fear not dark portents solemn,
God moves across the battle plain,
In many an unseen column.
The very stars of the blue night,
As they fulfil their courses,
Shall wheel obedient in the fight,
And add them to our forces.

THE SHOEMAEER AND THE
LITTLE WHITE SHOES,

BY FRANCES E. WILLARD.

1 write down the folldwing story from
memory. It was related by one of the
original crusaders of Ohio, In an audience
where I was present : -

*“One morning durlng the crusade a
drunkard’'s wife came tn my door :

** 8he carrfed in her arms a baby six
weeks old. Her pale, pinched face was
sad to see, and she told me this sorrow-
tul story : * My husband is drinking him-
self to death; he is lost to all human
teeling; our rent is unpaid, and we are
liable to be put out into the street; and
there is no food in the house for me and
the children. He has a good trade, but
his earnings all go into the saloon on
the corner nearus. He is becoming more
and more brutal and abusive. e seem
to be on the verge of ruin. How can |,
feeble as I am, with a babe in my arms,
earn bread for myself and children ?

* Quick as thought the question came
to me, and I asked it: ‘Why not have
this husband of your converted ?

** But she answered, hopelessly : ‘Oh'
there’s no hope of such a thing; he cares
for nothing but strong drink.’

**I'll come and see¢ him this after-
noon,” 6aid I.

** ¢ He'll insult you,’ she replied.

**No matter,” sald I; ‘my Saviour
was Insulted, and the servant is not
above iis Lord.’

* That very afternoon I called at the
ifttle tenemet house. The husband was
at work at his trade in & back room, ana
his little girl was sent to tell him that
a Jady wished to see him. The chiid,
however, soon returned with the mes-
sage : ‘' My pa says he won't see any one.’

*“But I sent him a message proving
that I was, indeed, in earnest. I sald:
‘Go back and tell your pa that a lady
wishes to see him on very important
business, and she must see him, if she
has to stay till after supper.’

*1 knew very well that there was
nothing in the house to eat. A moment
afterward a poar, bloated, besotted wreck
of a man stood before me.

***'What do you want ?’ he demanded,
as he came shufiing into the room.

**Please be seated, and look at this
paper,” I answered, pointing to a vacant
chair at the other end of the table where
I was sitting, and handing a printed
pledge to him.

** He read it slowly, and then broke out
violently : ‘Do you think I'm a fool ?
I drink when I please, and let it alone
when I please. I am not going to sign
away my. personal liberty.’ .

*“*Do you think you can stop drink-
ing ? )

**Yes, 1 could, If I wanted to.

“+QOn the contrary, I think you're a
llave to the rum-shop down on the
corner.’

** No, I sin’t any such thing.’

**1 think, too, that you lov2 the sa-
.son-keeper’s daughter better than you
do your own little girl’

**No, I don't either.”

** Well, let us gee about that. When
{ passed the saloon-keeper’s house, I saw
%is little gir! coming down the steps,
-nd she had on white shoes and 8 white
dress, and a blue sash. Your money
helped to buy them. I came- here, and
your. girl, more beautiful -than she, has
on a faded, ragged dress, and her feet
are bare. :

“*That's 80, madam.’

“*And you love the saloon-keeper's
wife Letter than you do your own wifes
When I passed the saloon-keeper's house,
I saw his wife come out with the little
RIrl, and she was dressed In silks and
laces, and a carrlage waited for her.
Your money he.ped to buy the eflke and
laces, and the horses and the carrlage.
1 came here, and I find your wife in a
faded callco gown, doing her work. It
she goes anywhere she must walk.’

**You speak the truth, madam.’

**'You love the saloon-ke2per better
than you love yourself. You say you

can keep from drinking, it you choose, )

but you helped the saloon-keeper to
bulld himselt o flne, brick house, and
you live ir this poor, tumble-down old
house yourself.’

*“‘I nover saw it in that light before.’
Then holding out his hand, that shook
like an aspen leaf, he continued . * You
speak the truth, madam—! am a siave.
Do you see that hand ?
plece of work to finish, and 1 must have
8 mug of beer to steady my nerves, or
1 cannot do it; but to-morrow, it you
call, I will sign the pledge.*

*“*That's a temptation of the devil.
I did not ask you to sign the pledge.
You are a slave, and cannat keep ft.
But I do want to tell you this, there is
One who can break your chains and set
you free.'

*“*1 want to be free.’

*“*Well, Christ can set you free, if
you'll submit to him, and let him break
the chains of sin and appetite that bind
you.'

**1t’s teen many a long Yvear since I
prayed.’

I'vo got a,

, Perhaps she wanted to go out and
ycouidnt.  Ray always cried when it
stormed too hard for him to go out on
bis pew iittle red sled. Yes, it must
be the weather, because ho knew she
wasn't sick and she hadn’t hurt herself.

* Mamma, dear,” he sald, going up to
her, 18 You cryin cause thoe naughly
sun won't shine ? Never mind, mamma,
dear, I's your little sunshine.”

His mother dld not answer.

*Isn't 1 your sunshine, say, mamma,
dear? Please don't cry any more.
Smlle up your face, or Ray will ery, too.”

**Yes, yes,” answered his mother.

* Then emfile up your face, and say I
is your sunsbine,” insisted Ray, with a
sinile as sunny as a May morning on his
own face.

* Yes, darling; you are mother's sun-
shine. Tho winds may blow and the
, raing may beat against me, but as long
, 88 God spares me my dear little boy my
j life will be full of sunshine.”

Ray hung around mother all day, and
i every timo she looked sad he sald again:
“Is 1 your sunshine, mamma, dear 7"

A pompous bishiop was baving his por-
; tralt painted, und, after sitting for an
y bour in silence he thought he would
y brear the monotony. * How are you
y Getting along ?* he inquired. To his
) astonishment the artist, absorbed in his
y work, replied, ** Move your head a little
; to  the right, and shut your wmouth.”
Not being accustomed to such a form of
address, his Jordship asked, ** May I ask
; why you address me in that manner ?*
The artist, still absorbed In his work,
replied, “1 want to take off a little of
your cheek.”

SANTIAGC

“*No matter. the sooner you begin,
the better for youw.'

“He threw himself at once upon his
kpees, and whiie I prayed I heard him
sobbing out the cry of his soul to God.

“His wife knelt beside me, and fol-
lowed me in earnest prayer. The words
were simple, and broken in sobs, but
somehow they went stralght up from her
crushed heart to God, and the poor man
began to cry in earnest for mercy.

**0 God ! break these chains that are
burning Into my eoul! .Pity me, and
pity my wife and children, and break
the chains that are dragging me down
to hell. O God! be merciful to me, a
sinner.’ And thus out of the depths he
cried to God, and he heard him and had
compassion upon him, and broke every
chain and every burden; and he arose, a
free, redeemed man.

‘When he arose from his knces he
said, ‘Now 1 will sign the pledge and
keep it

‘“And he did. A family altar was
cstablished; the comforts of life were
soon secured—for he had a good trade—
and two weeks after this scene his little
girl came Into my husband’s Sunday-
school with white shoes and a white
dress, and a blue sash on, as a token
that her father’s money no longer went
into tke saloon-keeper's till.

‘ But what struck me most of all was,
*hat it took less than two hours of my
ume to be an ambassador for Christ in
declarlng the terms of heaven's great
treaty, whereby a soul was saved from
death, a multitude of sins were covered.
and a home restored to purity and
peace.”

MOTHER'S SUNSHENE.

Something was the matter witn Ray's
mother, and_Ray felt very bally about it.
He had never secen her cry like that

.before, and he did not know what to

make of ft. It was storming very hard.

HARBOUR.

SANTIAGO DE OUBA ONE OP THE
OLDEST OITIES IN THE WORLD.
FOUNDED FOUE HUNDRED YEARS 4GO.

The name Santiago given to tho former
capital signifies in English St. James.
'The streets are all alike, and apparently
have not been repaired since first con-
structed four hundred years ago. Start-
ing at the shore, the streets, which are
very narrow, run directly up the hill-
eide a distance of one hundred and fifty
feet or more. Tropical rains bhave
washed great gutters down tha roads, In
some places three or four feet deep, and
the traffic has uprooted the cobblestones
lajd hundreds of years ago, and left in
the road pitfalls and mantraps for the
unwary. [he .nain street, upon which
the American Consul lived, is in such a
condition of decay that no effort {s made
to drive a vebinle through it, and even
a horseman cannot ride through it after
dark.
navigate the street on foot in broad day-
light. Most of the streets have cement
sidewalks, ten- or fifteen Inches wide,
but in some streets even this accommo-
dation is done away with.

Santlago hus the reputation of being
the most unhealthy city in Cuba.
Hemmed in by mountains, with all the
city's filth festering in the sun, it is
surprising that yellow fever does not
make the clity its regular abiding place,
instead of visitiug it annually, as it does.

Houses of the better class in the city
are as unlike as two peas, and a de-
scription of one answers for all. Take

pedestrians. It Is necessary, should one
be driving, to leave the carriage at the
corner of the streot, and pick his way
down the so-called sldewalk to the old-
tashioned building recognized as the
Consul’s htcme by the American agle,
which surmounts the keystone. The

walls of the bullding are three feet
thick, of sclld cement, hardened to the
solldity of marble, with windows one
foot square, set in at various and unex-
pected places in fits front wall. The
door posts aro set 1o the ground ten feet,
and tho building, /s {3 avidenced by its
atrength, was butlt to resist tho {requent
earthquakes.

Fow vehlclea are scen in the streets,
and when seen the poor beaats of burden
are to be commiscrated, as there is ab
solutely no care given to tho animals,
the owner npparently deairlng only to
get as much work as possible out of the
benats before they surrender to fate aand
drop dead in thelr tracks.

Halt-way up the hili, back of the city,
situated upon a plaza, whero the military
band plays on certaln ovonings, stands
the ocathedral, the most pretentious
structure in Santlago. The cuthedral
{8 the lurgest and fluest on the island
of Cuba, bhut its walls, bullt of porous
stone, which s steadlly crumbling away,
give it the appearance of being moth-
eaten.  Gambling-houses are wide open
and an unobstructed viow can be ob-
talned from tho streets of the interlors
of these resorts, where the Spanlard and
Cuban can get rid of their surplus cash

The oxports have been steadily de-
creasing since 1885, noticeably in copper
ore, in which they at one time
amounted to 25,000 tons annually, but now
they have dwindled to greatly dimialshed
quantities,

AWFUL HARD.

“Course I'd liko to bo a Christian,
but it's awful hard,"” said Cecll.

*So 1g getting rich or getting on a
footdball team or—or—running a bank,"
safd Cecil's big brother. IHe belonged
to the senior Endeavour Soclety, and
Cecil to the junior.

**\Wbhy, papa runs a bank **

* Yes. and he says {t's true what some
man satd : * A bank never succeeds until
it gets a president who takes It to bed
with him.”"”

** Takes it to hed with him ¢ How can
a man take a bank to bed with him ?*

* Why, 1t means to think about it night
and day, whenever he's awake, Hact is,
everything's hard that's good for any-
thing; but you don't care if It is hard
if you want {t."—Maytlower. ‘

h— : i
RULES TO BREAK. )

1. Come late to church. (Psa. 84. 10.)

2. If too wet or too dry, too hot or too
cold, do not come. (Psa. 122, 1.)

3. Have no interest in prayer-meeting;
if you come, noither pray nor testify.
(Acts 3. 1.)

4. Never bring auy one to church with
you. (John 1. 41.)

5. Never speak well of your church,
but tell every one how cold and dead
the church t8. (Psa. 137.)

6. Ilon’t welcome a stranger, nor shake
his hand. (Heb, 13. 2,)

7. When sick. don't let your pastor
know; you then can tell your neighbours
bow he bas neglected you. (John 11. 3.)

8. Make divisions by insisting on hav-
ing your own way. (Psa. 133; Isa. 3.
14-16.)

S. Don't give to the church, por for
misstona. (1 Cor. 16, 2, Matt, 28, 19.)

10. Don't come to Sunday-school.
(Matt, 18. 4)

11. Never speak to any one about
Christ; tbe pastor is to do that. (Jas.
5. 20.)

N.B.—Break all these rules cvery day,
and the strength of God’s Spirit will be
in the church.—Sunday-schoo] Times.

THE GIFT8 OF THR BIBLE,

A pleasant exercise for a children’s
meeting would be ocs which would teach

There is risk in attempting to | the boys and girls about the gifta God

has promised through the Bible.

At the preceding sesslon each child
could be instructed to bring to the Gift
Meeting a slip uf! paper containing a
passage of Scripture in which God has
promised us some blessing or some gift.
These slips could be collected and read
aloud, and as each is read the child who
brought it could rise and tell where it is
to be found. Each could also later be
asked to repeat the verse that ho
broughbt.

Among the most notable passuges con-
taining referewnce to gifts are John 3. 16,
** God 80 loved the world that he gave

the bullding which was occupied by the . his only begotten Son, that whosoever
American Consul, situated in a street ! belleveth in him should not perish, but
absolutely !mpassable for anything but | have everiasting 1ife.””

Also Matthew
31, 28: “Come unto me, all yo that
labsur and are heavy laden, and I wi!l
give you rest.” Likewise John 14, 27:
" My peace 1 give unto you.”” Other
passages are _ Acts 17. 25, 1 John §. 11;
1 Corinthians 12. 7; James 1. 5; Revels~
tion 2. 10.
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LESSON NOTES.
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THIRD QUARTER.
BTCUIES 1N TIE LIFE OP JUDAH

LESSON 111 —-OCTOBER 16
THE TEMPLE REPAIRED
2 Chrun. 24. 413,  Mcmory vetses, 91,

GOLDEN TEX'T

And the men did the wurk faithfudy
2 Chron. 34. 12.

OUTLINE
1. The Purpuse of the King, v. 4-8.
2, The Uiftts ot tho Pcuple, v. 9-11.
3. The Ropalrs of the Temple, v, 12, 13
‘Time.—~878-856 B.C.
Place —Solomon's temple, Jerusalem

HOME READINGS.

The temple repatred 2 Chron

4-13.

T Another record.~ 2 Kings 12, 1-12

W  Repairing by Josiah 2 Chron 34
1-12,

‘I'h. The ransom money —Exod. 30 11-16

1. Willing gifts.—1 Chron. 29 G-17.

B. A wldow's offering —Mark 12 38-41

8u. Love for God’s house.—Psalm &4

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. The Purpose of the King, v. 4-8.
What plous purpose had King Joash 7
Whom did he call to be helpers
What did he command them to do
How well did the l.evites obey ?
Whom did the king call to account

tor the delay ~
What had Jeholada dove for Joash °
What did he say to Jehofada ?

Who had laid waste the house of the

Lord ?

What had become of the sacred things”

How were “ the sonsg of AthalHah * re-
lated to Joash ?

What did the king
was {t placed ”?

2. The Glfts of the People, v. 9-11.
What proclamation wuas made

Judah ?
tiow was this order received ?

How did the peuple show their juy ?

What officers touk charge of the
money ?

What shows that the people gave

liberally 2

3. The Repairs of the Temple, v. 12, 13,
To what workers was the money pafd

out ?

How ought any good work to be done,

and why 2 Eccles. 9. 10.

What ts our Golden Text ?
What good end was accomplished ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where in this lesson are we shown —
1. l.ove for God's house ?
2 Zoal for God's cause °
3. Joy in God's service ?

M 21

order, and where

to

“GIVEUPPITY.”

‘I'wo little sisters, Daisy and Bess, had
been given a parasol, which was to be
held and shared in common It was a
dainty bit of blue satin, with such glory
of ribbons and lace as might well ckarm
the most exacting 1ittle girl. They were
to carry it *time about;” but mamm.
noticed at the end of a week that Begsle's
* time " never seemned to come, although
the unselfish little girl made no com-
plaint. .

One day, ae they started for a walk,
Miss Dalsy, as usual, appropriated the
coveted treasure, and gentle Bess was
moved to remonstrance . * Sister, it's my
time to carry it.”

** No, it's not, it's my time. 1 haven't
had ft hardly a bit,"” retorted little Miss
‘T'emper, with a flash of her brown eyes
as she grasped the parasol more tightly.

* Dafsy,” interposed mamima, * give it
to your sister. She has let you have
it every day, and you must learn to give
up.”

“0 mamma, I can't! There Is no
s giveuppity * in me.” sobbed the little
girl, dropping the parasol and hidizg her
tiushed face in her apron.

Ah, little onc. you spoke more wisely
than you knew. ‘'No ‘giveuppity’ In
me."” How many of us must learn
thruugh sorrow and tears that wo cannot
fitly do the Father's will without ** give-

uppity ” in our hearts !—Mrs. Eva \‘.’.|

Malone, in Sunday school Visitor.

“ Your son writes for the newspapers,
1 understand-?” * Yes; my boy is‘mighty
smart, if I do say it myselt that
shouldn't.” **Does he use a2 pseudonym
in his writing ®” " Oh, no., he can:
write with the pesky machines. He has
to do it by hand.”

v e a—— e

FLYING S8QUIRRELS.

r'he principle on which these squirrels
are ablc to fly is exactly the same as
thut by which a man is able to descend
through the alr, from a great height,
under a parachute. The skin between
the four feet is expanded so as to offer
} sutfictent resistance to the wind to pre-
{ vent the animals descending in a direct
{ Hne. ‘I'hus they leap from tree to tree
| In a slanting direction, but are unable
{ to start and fly upwards a single foot
| beyond what an agile jump can accom-
| push. It the case, however, of a long
| teap of forty or fifty yards, we are told

the squirrel to re-ascend about one-third
of the distance it descended. This
specles i3 found all through the Southern
States and amfother variety is common to
lLower Canada, while a third §s known in
Stberia and certain parts of Russia.

As our {llustration shows,
gregarious in their mode of lite and
traverse tlie forests together In large
numbers.

that the tmpetus of the descent enables:

they are :

ReSTORING THE TRMPLE AT JERHUSALEM.—2 cunroNn, 24. 4-14.

BROKEN STAYS.

“ Thuu wilt keep him {n perfect peace
whose mind is stayed on thee.”

At the point where the Niagara river
emerges with deadly current and im-
petucus rush from its parrow channel,
and peacefully passes to Lake Ontario,

sloh bridge swing in all their rusty use-
lessness from Queenston Heights to the
Lewiston Hill, and from them a few
yards of the original planking of the
structure form a pathetic ruin of the
first bridge that spanned the gorge. 1f
the old bridge had the power of speech,
and- you ‘were - to ‘ask the reason for its
wreck, it would answe? in two words :

** Broken Stays !

And if you galued fts confidence, it
, might go on to tell the story more in
'+ detait ;

It was a cold, raw, autumn night.
No sign of life camec from the sleeping
villages on the Canadian and American
. .banks of the river—settlements which in

1812 received shot and shell from each
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FLYING .SQUIBRRLS,

the remaining cables of an old suspen--

!
other.

No sound reached me but that
which 1 had heard from my birth : the
low-pitched voice of the river one hun-
drer and fifty feet below, still uttering
the nots of savagery learned In rapld
and whirlpool. Not a stir of wind dis-
tutLed 1y cables and supports, and you
could scarce have felt a tremour along
mv whote length,

* But somewhere up the river a wind
was sutldenly born-—a wind of anger and
tury, Morce sudden and Joud. Down
through the funne! of the great cliffs it
came toward me and dealt me a mighty
blow. 1 had withstood twenty years of
storm and Stress bafore this—now rock-
ing easlly with a summer breeze, now
wrenching uneasily and groaning might.
fly with the swish and sweep of a wintry
blast. But In this tempest of the ‘sixtles
1 trembled, for the first time in my life,
with the tremble of a great fear. It
was not that I cared for the blowing
away of a plank here and there and lits
headlong hurl] to the black pit of water
beneath, nor with the creaking of timber
and cable as 1 madly swuong from slde
to side. My great fecar was born when
the firs! stay snapped!

* Another and another separated with
sharp reports like artillery amid the
deeper voicaes of a battle. Whole sec-
tions of the floor fell away, forming
swirling rafts on the surface of the
waters. The very foundations uttered
their cry as {f the whirlwind—the
brother of the whirlpool—would wreck
them too. Then came the end., I was
a hopeless wreck, and never since has
man or beast travelled over what re-
mains of my once couplete self. The
trouble ? you ask. Broken stays!
Broken stays !,

And the poor old bridge, with {ts few
remaining strands and loosened props
swinging idly at the whim of every
passing breeze, shivered as it swayed,
remembering agaln the great storm.

Broken stays ! .

How many lives, like the old suspen-
sion bridge. have been shipwrecked In
the same way : lnsecure stays, parted
cables, a storm of temptation, a whirl-
wind of sin, a wreck! This Is a dark
lite plcture, though a frequent one. The
‘bright one I8 seen in the foundatlon
vergse of Isajah :

* Thou wilt keep him {n perfect peace
whose mind is stayed on thee.” —Well-
spring.

‘““Let all the People Sine.”
Three New Music Books,

The Chorus of Praise.
Four use in Sunday-Schools, young
People’s  Mectings, Revivals,
Prayer Meotingsand all the Social
Services of the Church. Edited
by J. M. Black.

Boands, single copy, postpaid . .
Per dozon, not postpaid

Primary Songs.
Edited by Mrs. D. C. Cook assist-
ed by the Burcau of Primury
S.S. Music, and Bureau of
Primary S. S. Poetry.
Boards, single copy, postpaid . . §0 30
Per dozen, not postpaid 3 g0
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| Sifted Wheat.

A collection of Songs, for Sun.
day-Schuols, Young geople’a So-
cieties, Devotional and Revival

. Meeotings. By Charles H,
Gnbriel.

Boards, single copy, postpaid . .

3
Per dozen, not, postpaid . . . . . 3.60

Good Reading Tor Young-People.

EPWORTH LEAGUE READING COURBE.
1898.99,

Regular Price:—

Fairyland of Science . ........8160
Mni.gn:,of the Bmpire ..... ...31,25
Makers of Methodism',. ....... 100
Everyday Relizion . ......... 1:00

AT

Special Offer . G
These four splendid books wiil be
sent to any address.in Cansda, postpaid,
for 82.00. T
Thoy are bound uniformly-in the best
of English cloth, and printed on firgt-class :
‘paper with 150 fine illustrations. ~
The -old gcople as- well .as the.
young will find this course exceedingly;
“intoresting. DR
Address all-orders to—
_WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mothodlst Beok and Pabliching Houss, Totuata;
‘C."lj,iﬂl':ﬂ;s;'lmlre;l; R3 . Nealls; Malifay
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