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THE DOUM PALM.

** THE doum palm differs much from the

ordinary palm.  Its stem grows up a little
distance, and then branches in two, and
these two limbs each bianch in two ; al-
ways intwo. The leaves are shorter than
those of the date-palm, and the tree isalto-
gether more scraggy, but at; .
a little distance it assumes
the dome form. The fruit,
now green, hangs in large
bunches a couple of feet
long ; each fruit is the size
of a large Flemish Beauty
pear. It has a thick rind,
and a stone like vegetable
ivory, so hard that it is
used for drill-sockets. The
fibrous rind is gnawed off
by the natives when 1t is
ripe, and is said to taste
like gingerbread. These
people live on gums and
watery vegetables and fi-
brous stuff that wouldn’t
give a northern person
strength enough to gather
them.”

‘Fhe picture represents a
cliaracteristic viewin Upper
Egypt.

—

LET NOTHING BE
LOST.

* Grass, timber, sawdust
and other products that
were once rejected as use-
less are now saved and
puat to practical use. The
Hollanders have even dis-
covered how to convert

from the discovery that nearly everything
that grows can be turned into this useful
article. Cotton stalks, tobacco stalks, the
stalks of the sugar cane, corn husks and
sawdust, thatused tocumber the ground, are
now made into water pails, car wheels and
even buildings for temporary purposes.

th: peat from bogs into
soft wools which can be

spun into cloth, rugs and

hlankets at half the cost
these goods can be made
from wool grown on the
sheep’s back. Such a dis-
cavery ought to open before
Ireland and some other
countries the prospect of a
great industry which will
increase their prosperity
and commercial import-
spce. A generation ago
there was hardly a mill of
any kind that was mnob
trpubled with a heap of
rubbish or waste material
that it did not know what
to do with. Silk manufac-
turers saw the rise of this
heap with annoyance, and
they took it as & favour if ~
anyone would cart.it away
and use it as a fertilize..
An English inventor guess-
ed at the possibilities m
this pile of refuse and set
about inventing machinery
to utilize it. And to-day
as a result of his foresight
and -génius 5,000 persons
are employed in making
the finest seal plushes,
ribbons and velvets from
the refuse piles of silk
mills, and the inventor has
grown rich. The cotton- .
s%ed oil industry is a better illustration
of economizing waste, but the dimensions
to which the industry has grown are not so
generally known.

.The annual product in oil, cake,
lint and hulls from cotton seed, which a
generation ago was allowed to rot, is $27,-
000,000, and it could be made greater if
there was a market for the product. The

great  in the prite of paper comes

and firebrick, and when pulverized becomes
a base for paints. The refuse from woollen
mills, which has contaminated so many
streams, has been found to be valuable for
the oil it contains, and its extraction will
not only profit the inventor but do away
with a nuisance. The progress made in

in the crudest way, and that in a mastery
over these forces lies the advancement of
the human race.—Truth.

LEARN A TRADE, BOYS.

I REMEMBER, years ago, when 1 was a
very young man, writes
John Coates, meeting John
Roach, the great ship-
builder, in his shipyard at
Chester, Pa. I remember,
too, what he said then
about the value of a trade
to the average boy.

‘“ Young man,” he said,
laying his great broad hand
on my shoulder, and look-
ing at me earnestly with
his keen, steel-blue Irish
eyes, ‘‘next to a clear con-

. science, a trade is as good
a thing as any young man
can have in this country.
You can carry it with you
all your life long ; you have
to pay neither rent nor
taxes upon it, and it will
help you around a sharp
corner when most other
things will fail.”

I have never forgotten
that utterance from a man
who started in life—after
landing in New York from
1reland—as helper to a ma-
chinist, who became the
lewling shipbuilder of his
time, and who, up to the
hour that he was stricken
with a fatal illness, could
take the place of any of
his workmen, whether it
was a man driving rivets,
or an expert putting to-
gether the most delicate
parts of a steamship’s ma-

chinery.

Something verylike what

John Roach said I heard

another great man, who is

THE DOUM PALM.

The once despised sawdust can be used in
still other ways. From it can be extracted
alcohol, acids and dyes. The extraction of
dyes from coal-tar and the refuse of refined
petroleum have for a dozen years been one
of the wonders of the chemist’s art, but
they are not the only things that are ob-
tained from coal, and science is constantly
widening the list. The slag of furnaces is
now turned into asbestos, cement, pottery

utilizing wastp material is probably only a
beginning of what will be done in this way.
There should, in fact, be no waste, and in-
vention may yet realize that wish. It should
be an instructive lesson to those pessimists
who imagine that the facilities at the com-
mand of man have been put ta their best
use and that no further development is
possible. It is more probable that the re-
sources of nature are as yet only understood

-
~—

now dead, say. This was
Peter Cooper, a man of
whom American boys can-
not know too much, and
whom they certainly can-
not too much admire.

*If I had my way,” said
the venerable philanthro-
pist, on the occasion to
which I refer, ‘1 would
give every boy a trade,
Then I would have him
stick to it, love it, and be
good to it.  If he does, it
will be good to him.”

How forcible'is the fact,
that almost everywhere the
leading mechanical posi-
tions are filled by men of
foreign birth.

Why is this? Is it be-
cause our boys are less
able? Tsit because there
are no facilities for learn-
ing trades in this country ?
To the last question the
argument may be advanced
that the trades unions lay
too many and too heavy
restrictions regarding the number of ap:
prentices who will be employed or allowed.
Argument admitted, and the point taken
granted. But the bottom cause is Young
America’s ‘“‘don’t want to.”” He would
rather stand behind a counter in some
store, or canvass for some agency, or work
in some fagtory at piece-work, where he
can earn more money, at first, per week
than if put to learning & trade. '

« e e -
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- & Beangifu) fand.
Turre is a beautiful land, we are told,
With rivers'sf silVé‘r,'_,an({ streets of gold ;
Br‘ifht are the beings ‘whose shining feet
Wi ndei‘_{x\%m'g ‘each guiet strest, ™ = °
weet is the music that Tills the air—
n . No drunkards’ate there.

I

No garrets are there, where. the weary, wait,

Whete thé*roomis'coll afd the holifs are late ; -

No pale-faced wife, with looks of fear,

Listens for steps she dreads to hear.

'Thé hearts are freed from pain and care—
,'No drink is sold there.

All the long day in that beautiful land,

The clear waters ripple o’er beds of sand,

And down on the edge of the water’s brink,

Those white-robed beings wander, nor shrink,

Nor fear the power of the tempter’s snare—
For no wine is there.

Father, look down from thy throne, I pray,
Hasten, 6h hasten the glorious day,
‘Help'us to work as a temperance band,
"To drive the detiion away from the land.
‘Teach us tosay ; We will dry every tear

. Which drink makes flow here.

—Juvenile Temple.
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-BOYHOOD OF JESUS.

BY REV. W. F. CRAFTS.

Jesus increased in wisdom and stature, and in
favour with God and man. —Luke 2.'52,

ArrHOUGH Jesuscame down fr:
yet in his boyhood he was like ofher. boys,
‘“ He grew in stature,” with no evil ha its,
such as smoking cigarettes, and doing ot gr
‘things too foul to mention, 6 stunt’. his
growth. Doubtless every year at his bj,i-‘é%_
day he measured himself on the side of, the
house, to see how fast he was g’réi\%ing;. But
healso ““increased in wisdom,” in tﬁé},};‘:ﬁ‘ﬁ_

om heaven,

i
ing part of him.  His mother taught him a
great many things, especially ‘%%o‘u‘{; "the
Bible. At five years of age he began 'to
learn by heart the Commandments and
other texts, which he afterwards y od  to
repeat when he grew up to hea or
Probably he went to some such s¢] _
saw at Nazareth, where about twentyfive
little Arab boys with red caps on ',@}}éir
weads were sitting cross-legged on the; Q9F,
which was covered with straw’ matting,
there being no seat in the room; except one
for the teacher. Each boy had before him
a little ink-bottle, and in his hand » sharp-
ened reed for a pen, and a tin slate Jike the
one 1 hold in my hand, on which haq been
written a verse from the book called the
Koran. All the boys were moving their
bodies backward and forward and saying
their verses aloud. As I stooped over th
see what was on one of the slates, a roguish
boy behind me gave me a push which aliogt
tipped me over, making me think th
ni Nazareth were very much like
America. The teacher very

at boys
boys i
quickly boxed

&~

- the little fellow’s -eqrs, which made all the |
_others, for fear of a-like punishmaent, moye;
.their bodies' faster and say their vepses

londer. When Jesus was a boy he prab-
ably went to such a school and wrote on his

. slate verses from the Bible to commit to
. memory.

., Another way that Jesus grew in wisdom
was by ‘ asking questions.”” The only true
story that we have aboubt Jesus’ bayhood

. tells us that once when he had gone from

Nazareth to a great city called J crusalem,
in a great procession of poople, for a festi-
val that was like a whole week of Christmas
Days, his mother lost sight of him, and
hunted around for two days before she
could find him. - I suppose she looked in
all the candy shops and wherever the boys
were playing, and last of all she thought
she would Iook in the church, the big tem-
ple, and there she found hiui, in one -of
the rooms, sitting cross-legged on the
floor at the feet.of the wise te:nchgrs, ask-
ing them questions about the Bible and
about God and heaven. They were very
much ‘“astonished ” to find how much lie
already knew about those things. Chil-
dren to-day might learn a great déal more
than they do about such matters if they
wounld study their Sunday-school lessons
and then ask quéstions of parents and teach-
ers about whatever they could not under-
stand. - o ’ y
Anpother thing that is fold us about, Jesus’
boyhood is that he was obedient to his
mother. I once saw in the papers an ad-
vertisement printed in this way : * Waunted
Jor @ sdove-—a boy that ebeys his mother.”
The man who kept that store kuew that-if
a boy did not ntind his mother at houe, he
would not obey his masterin a store, or be

so likely to obey the laws of the countyy

.0ld, the same age at which your pastor.and:

a great many others have joined the church -
,in; these days, and some when they were
. nob half as old. :

&

- A 'WISE BOY.

Mgr. ‘HiLL was busy in hiscarpentershop ,
one morning.  The door stood open, and
he heard a voice outsidex. He turned and
saw a bright-faced .boy.with a brown suit
and a red cap. ) .

“ Good-morning, my little man,” said
‘Mr:-Hill. ** What can I do for _you’?’ Do .
you want a house or a bridge b\ul,t ?

“No,” said the boy. ¢ We've gota
Liouse, and there’s a bridge now Ovm':?l? .
creek. ..My name’s Johuny Jay, and ,
want those, if you. don’t want them )flogn};
self.” . -He pointed to,the shavings whie
lay under.the bench.

““ You do, hey ?
with them, Jolnny ?

And what will you do
Build a bonfire ?”

“No I'm going to sell them to old
Miss Clark.  She'll give me a cent for a
basketful.”

¢ Well, T guess you may have them.”
So Johnny brought  his basket and
picked wp the shavings. “When he was
uearly done he saw something bright npon
‘the floor. It was a dime. Jobnny had
never had more than a cent at a time in
his life. He looked to gee if Mr. Hill had
seen it 3 but he had not, Johuny picked
up the dime and slipped it into his pocket.
He filled his basket, and went out without
saying anything to, Mr.. Hill. But as he
Wus going away he thought :
et %l‘h/i‘;dime);sn’t ming. It ie Mr. Hill’s.
. df L keep- it Lishall be a thief. But T want
it very maueh. ¢ I 9'posg Mr2 Hill has plenty

; Sl ma He dopan’t: know: it was on
against stealing and other wrongs, and the 'ﬁ"?fgd‘f‘,‘?ﬂt He d BaILE knowit v
laws of God." The warld- does not. want.in + #e;H00r

business or anywhere clse boys who:da npt
mind their. mothers.  Home is a’ litle
school of obgdience. It we do not learn Yo

obey the laws of home, we shall be, Yery

likely to brenk the laws of the country. and |

get into prison at last.
One other. thing that

the Bible tells.us
about .Iesusf‘j‘)oyl')q(,)d‘ is; that he,was, dili-
gent in his daties. A cerfain bishop, who
hived long after Jesus did, wishe(ﬁ) very
much to know what Jesus did in his boy-
hood, about which the Bible tells us so
little.  After that, one day he had this
dream. He seemed in his sleen to see a
carpenter working at his trade, and beside
him a little hoy who was gathering up chips.
Then came in o woman clothed in.gréen,
who called them beth to dinner and. set
porridge before them.,  All this the bisho
seemed to see in his dream, himself stand-
ing behind the doov, that he might not be
perceived. Then the little boy said, < Wh
does that man stand there ?” Shall he not
also eat with us?”  And this so frightened
the bishop that he awoke. .
In the very building at Nazareth where
At s said Joseph, the husband of Mary,
worked as a curpenter, there is a picture on
the wall of Joseph at one end of a board,
which. he is measuring with a string, and
-Jesus as a little boy at the other end, hold-
ing one end of the string, and helping
Joseph at his work. We know that
_Jesus before he. became a minister worked
Jn guch ways as a little carpenter in the
8hop of Joseph at Nazareth. He was help-
u! at home; and the boy that would ke
Jike Jesus must do likewise.

But Jesus was diligent in another kind
of business. Qne day when he was in the
church or temple, studying the Bible and
falking about God and heaven, he called it
:bix heavenly ¢ Father's business” that he
was doing.  Sometimes a man has a little
‘;};Qp and another very large one. 8o Jesus
.teaches us.that what we do in our cqmmon
work 1s our Ligtle-business, and what we do
:to make men . Christians is onr great busi-
ness ; and he teaches us that < 5 boy twelve
years old is not too young to begin doing
business for his heavenly Father,” by‘bein"g
a Christian himself and trying to lead others
to be Clristians,  When Jesus was twelve
years old, like other boys of sthat country,
tie joined the church, put the boxes called
phylacteries on his forehead and arm, with
verses of the Bible in them, and put on his
shoulders the talith, with blue bands in it,
that reminded the people they were going
to heaven beyond “the blue sky.  And so
all the boys of good pavents and all the
Loys that Joved God bega'n to be workers
in'the ‘chureh when they were twelve years

k4

nd very deep into the little boy’s heart
wipg e hough, - Wit wouldiod suy
s gan bagk to Mr. Hill 'and said : * This
{ds yours 5 kifound:iy on your floor.”
© M. #ill tobk: 4he money. and put it in
i his. pocket. -4Yaqu are an. honest boy,
f:ﬂfﬁﬂidm"{YQu may come every day for
-ghavings,” o

‘Bo you . thing -Mr. Hill ought to have
given the dime to Johnny ? He thought of
_it; but then he said to himself :

“T'm not going to pay the little fellow
« for being honest. . He will find pay enough
_in doing right for its own sake.”

And if you had seen Johnny running
away with plenty of little skips and shonts
you would have “said that Mr. Hill was
right.

S P—age -

WHY GEORGE DID NOT WORK IN
THE BREWERY.

BY FELLA GUERNSEY.

“MorrER has told you often that she
doesn’t want her only son to engage in any
work in which he cannot ask God to bless
him while he is doing it. I will say no
more now, Georgie,” said Mrs. Bell to her
twelve-year-old son, who stood at the
kitchen door, twirling his hat about, and
wishing-that *‘mother would help a follow
out,” and thinking that ¢ he believed, just
as father said, she was entirely to particu-
lar about some things, and in these days
one couldn’t be too cheice about work.
One could be a good, honest boy warking in
& brewery if he choose.”

The Bells needed money. Mr. Bell was
sick, and -George must help earn their
daily bread. ‘He had locked several days
for work, but nobedy wanted boys except
the proprietors of the big brewery.

Mr. Bellsaid, ““Go, my son, by all means.
The wages are really good for a boy, and
you will be learning something.”

*“ Yes, that he will, Charles,” replied the
mother, a scarlet flush dyeing her cheek.

*“Oh ! now, Sarah; your just like an un-
reasonable woman. I s'pose you'd like to
shut our George in a bandbox, and keep
him from mingling with his feller men. I
haven’t the least fear of our boy learnin’ to
drink, if that’s what you're drivin’' at,
There ain’t any drunkards on my side of
the house,” returned Mr. Bell, testily.
And Mrs. Bell said very slowly and de-
cidedly,

*“Neither have my family been drunk-
ards, but I will not be sure that George
will not learn to be one if he works daily
in a brewery, surrounded by men, young
and old, who have given np soul and body

..seen weak men G
. drinking zeal, pure,
“WMri Bell, wishing i
yeasn’t . guite 'guch
'(‘hings.” $

stern rebuke in her eyes and feeling-

-by-the -drink habit that they went into.

B beer, -the Wi
to, hlle~;\de§tr0yer.e} o Beer, ,
name is loathsome. . Sorah.
g e wut thab, dar
< T don’t. kKnow aboﬁomen,lalmost :‘made’j

down ‘bodily, by
fieshbeer,” repheh
his heart that *‘Sar g
a fanatic about sdel,

. [}?voi

over, when: ‘clean fun

Lenth 8
alinosé:

X ch®
a father who could spenk‘ ‘Sln’fre
his little son.  °* kki
n made so weak:

‘¢ Vos,”: .caplied. Saah, quiekly,

angry with

H Jfore
perilous words before
seen strong en and wome

< n.pothingness. How can you 88§
rgﬁzfl t\vls}c%:rdnfor b%fzr: the Bitter; sour, staler
‘—a g t LR -
f;’?nt?fl\liotr,lﬁrer,” said: George, ‘T am only i
wash ‘the bottles. ‘We :do need mon i
much, or T wouldn’t think of taking 9%
work.” W
** Litsten to me, Georgic. Mother woutt
rather move into a tent and live on ?[’“?orj
than to live better, if it -is to be pard o
with money earned by my son M %
brewery. ¢
¢ Ho{v will you feel in the'Sunday‘Ségzgtl‘
rooni, and can you sing your GOld';V it
songs on Sunday, when you have: Eend’
the last six days ‘before, helping lo‘ el
out the foe your. comrades are BAgHET
against ? e oy the
g Will a brewery boy, who goes lyﬁo ;}:ﬂ%
spider’s parlour of his own free ‘:nir;
stays in the net, deserve a place )
temperance ranks? Think this ove D
son. Does the Bible say that we ar bt
expect gi)od to goime ‘from -evil ¢ urgé™
3. Bell. - ’
Mlgegge went out iinto the -street, -th6;
walked to the brewkry. He ‘loved 'h
father dearly and he didn’t seem to thiny
¢ just washing beer bottles 7 a great uifh
and women were so cranky about certaif
things.” ;
Do not judge George and Mr. Bell}?"g
harshly, for they could not bear to thms
that they must eat bread earned by Mré
Bell over a neighbour’s washtub,
“Vell, Sheorgie, vas you coom to Vf .
dem bottles, hey? Ifere, you good- On
notin’ scamp, out of mine way ! *L‘%Ve ‘&d
dond git back ag'in so quick. No beer g
you! He's only a hoy dat hangs M'UUei :
vatchin® to get beer, and is yon plag‘;’
said Hans Leib, rolling a beer keg #
driving away a miserable, sickly ‘bqu ,‘
about fourteen, who trembled and ran at:ef;
used to kicks. ‘“ He vas a bottle V“%im,;{f
but gits s0 no account, ve has to sheep B o

B o w08

ash

Ve needs -gpry, sober boys, as W‘;Yk?r":
mooch vork here. . Vas you coom to ¥ s
inquired Hans. » oriedh

‘Oh, no, never, in this place, Hop f0
George setting out on almost a g2 hg -
Lome, and surprising his mother, ¥ ayind
at his father’s bedside weeping, by & L
loudly ; :

¢ lyll’ never work in that brewery 5O lg;fﬂ
as I live ; I've just seen one of “he“ashm&?
Mother, I can help you with the W ﬁ'}
and ironing.” ol

“ThankgGod, Georgie,” said Mrs ‘]‘BI’m
thankfully, while Mr. Bell said o 008);
proper glad, son ; 1 couldn't feel it Noné
"bout your working in a brewery: X
of the Bells ever did that sort of w0 p

el A

WHAT HE GOULD NOT DO ”g

p 0 t ¥

‘O one of the days that Stanley SP;;{
the heart of Africa, a poor, cowel'mgth hat
was dragged before him, charged W;ie
ing stolen &' gun. The gun he car’ o
teanly belonged to the exploring ie W
the terrified negro did not seem & %
any clear account of how he cam He b
But on one point he spoke clearly: o,
not stolen it. ‘I am ason of i
cried; “I could not steal!” Thi
peated over and over.

Stanley believiald him,
and gave him the gun. ] Py
pearegd that the man had pxcked:ﬁpferﬂ
which had been lost, and upon €O
with the missionary the poor native ==
back the gun to Stanley’s camp- st f

But the great explorer’s heart oW
been thrilled by this proof of th‘;’r})’u ght bt
God's grace—that this savage, b5 & a1l
in the midst of all that was vile an ch 8 9%
dishonest, should have risen to ‘“é“(}nd 284
ception of_the dignity of a son 0I o
say, ““I could not steal, hecause 1 &
of God 1" o

¥

ne
set him at ﬁbiz
Afterward 1)

<
k=
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PLEASANT HOURS,

: SUITABLE FOR REGITATION.

Wz give two companion poems on similar
topics, one by an American, the sweet-
voiced Alice Carey, the other by a dis-
tinguished English writer, Sidney Dobell.
The second poem strikes us as of peculiar
pathos. It has not the happy ending of
the first one. 'The inability of the poor
mother, wrapped up in the fate of her son,
to conceive it possible that he could perish
is, we think, very touching :

Elihu.

0 sailor, tell me, teil me true,
Is my little lad—my Ilihu—
A-sailing in your ship?”
The sailor’s eyes were dimmed with dew.
¢ Your little Ind? your Klihu?”
He said with trembling lip;
* What little lad —what ship 2”

What littls lad ?7—as if there could be
Another such a one as he ! i
“ What little lad, do you say ?”
‘“ Why, Klihu, that took to the sea
The moment I put him off my knce,
It was just the other day
The Gray Swan sailed away.”

The other day? The sailor’s eyes
Stood wide open with surprise.
*“The other day ?—the Swan 2
His heart began in his throat 1o rise,
Ay, ay, sir ; here in the cuphoard lies
The jacket he had on.”
‘“ And so your lad is gone !—

““Gone with the Swan. And did she stand
With her anchor clutching hold of the sand,
For a month, and never stir?”
‘ Why, to be sure! I've seen from the land,
Like a lover kissing his lady’s hand,
The wild sea kissing her—
A sight to remember, sir.”

‘ But, my good mother, do you know,
All this was twenty vears ago ?

I stood on the Gray Swan’s deck,
And to that lad I saw you throw—
Taking it off, as it might be so—

The kerchief from your neck ;

Ay, and he’ll bring it back.

““ And did the little lawless lad,

That has made you sick and made you sad
Sail with the Gray Swan’s crew ®”

“ Lawless ! the man is going mad ;

The best boy mother ever had ;.
Be sure, he sailed with the crew—
What would*you have him do ?”

* And he has never written line,
Nor sent you word nor made you sign,
To say he was alive ?”
‘“Hold —if *twas wrong, the wrong is mine ;
Besides, he may be in the brine :
And could he write from the grave ?
Tut, man! what would you have 2

‘‘ Gone twenty vears ! a long, long cruise ;
"Twas wicked thus your love to abuse;
But if the lad still lives,
And come back home, think you, you can
Forgive him?” ¢ Miserable man’!
Your mad as the sea ; you rave—
What have I to forgive?”

The sailor twitched his shirt so blune,
And from within his bosom drew

The kerchief. She was wild :
““My God !-~my Father !—is it true?
My little lad —my Elihu?
And is it ?—is it ?—is it you?

My blessed boy—my child—

My dead—my living child !

My Boy.

““Ho, sailor from the sea,
How’s my hoy?”
“What's your boy’s name, good wife,
And on what ship sailed he?”
My boy John,
He that went to sea.
Sure, his ship was the Jolly Briton.”
“Speak low, good woman; speak low.
“And why should T speak low?
If I were loud
As T am proud, .
I'd ery him o'er the town,”
*“The good ship went down.”
¢ What care ' for that?
Pl be boun’
Her owners can afford her.
How’s my boy?”
‘“The good ship went down,
_ And every man aboard her.”
“ What's that to me,
I'm not their mother;
My boy’s my loy to me.
How’s'my boy"”

”

[n Prison and Out.

By the Author of < The Man Trap.”

Cuarrer V. —LEessoNs 1N PRISON.

It was quite dark at night when the prison
van containing David and oiher convicted
offenders reached the jail to which they were
committed.  As yet he was still feeling be-
wildered and confused ; and the sound of
heavy doors clanging after him as he passed
through them, and the long. narrow passages
along which he was led, only served to
heighten his perplexity. He had hardly ever
been within walls except those of the poor
house which had been his home as long as he
could remember, and the prison appeared
immeasureably large as he dragged his weary
footsteps along the stone flagging of the cor-
ridors. The spotless cleanliness of both floor
and walls seemed also to remove him alto-
gether out of the world with which he was
a.co*uainted. The dirt and squalour of the old
jails would have heen more home-like to him.

By the time his hair had been cropped close
to his head, and the prison-garb put upon
him in the place of his own familiar clothes,
stained and tattered with long wear of them,
he began to doubt his own identity. Was he
really David Fell 2 Could he be the boy who
had hitherto led the freest life possible, roam-
ing about the busy streets, with no person to
forbid or to question him? David Fell could
not be he who was now locked up quite alone
in a little cell, dimly lighted by a gasjet,
which itself was locked up in a cage lest he
should touch it. Not a sound cume to his
ears, let him listen as sharply as he could.
Where was the old roll and roar of the streets,
and the cries of children, and the shrill voices
of women, and the din and tumult, and stir
and life, to which he was aecustomed? No
dream as dreadful as this silence and solitnde
had ever visited him.

For a long while he could not go to sleep,
though his previous night in the police station
bad been one of wakefulness. tlis hammock
was comfortable, more comfortable than any
bed he had ever slept on, and his prison-ru
was warm ; but the very comfort and warmt
brought his mother to his mind,—his mother
and little Bess.  What were they doing now ?
Were they shivering on their hard mattress,
under their threadbare counterpane, which
was all that was left them to keep out the
night’s chill?  Perhaps they were looking out
for him. What day was it? Was it not
Saturday to-day ? And he had promised to
be home on Saturday |

Oh, how different it would all have been if
he had only escaped being canght ! He would
have been at home by this time; and they
could have had a bit of fire in the grate, and
something to make a feast of as they sat round
it, whilst he told the story of his wanderings,
and tried to describe all the rich, good foﬁxs
who had been kind to him. Or if the magis-
trate had taken away all the money, and let
him go home on his promise never to go
begging again, even that would have been
nothing to this trouble. He fancied he could
see his mother’s face, pale yet smiling, as she
listened to his danger, and his escape from it;
and Bess, sitting on the floor, with shining
eyes and clasped hands, hearkening eagerly
to every word. Why had they sent him to
jail? At last he sobbed himself to sleep ; but
all through the night might be heard, if there
was any ear to hear, the heavy, deep-drawn
sob of the boy’s overwhelmed heart.

He was awakened early in the morning,
and briefly told what he must do before
quitting his cell. Then he ate his breakfast
alone in the dreary solitude of the prison-
walls, and the food almost choked him. It
seemed to the boy, used to the wild, utter
freedom of the streets, as if his very limbs
were fettered, and that he could not move
either hand or foot freely. His body did not
seem to belong to himself any longer. He
was neither hungry nor cold, as he might
have béen at home ; hut his head ached, and
his heart was sore with thoughts of his mother,
He was unutterably sick and sad. Cold and
hunger were almost like familiar friends to
hiny; but he did not know this faintness and
heaviness, this numbness which kept him
chained to the prison-seat, and made it appear
an impossibility that a day or two ago he was
rambling about as long as he pleased, and
where he pleased, in the wide, free world,
outside the prison walls. Were there any
boys like him still ruuning and leaping and
shouting out yonder in the autumn sunshine ?

It was Sunday worning, and he was left
longer than usual to himeelf. He was taken
to the chapel, and sat in his place during the
reading of the prayers and the sermon which
followed ; but not a word penetrated to his
bewildered brain. It was much the sume on
the weck-day when he went to school.  He
knew a little both of reading and writing;

but he could not control his attention to make
use of what he knew. He said the alphabet
stupidly, and wrote his first copy of straight
lines badly. He could not bring himself to
think of these things. His mind was wander-
ing sadly round the central thought that he
was in jail, and what would become of his
mother and little Bess without him.

David was naturally a bright boy, active in
mind and body ; but he was crushed hy the
sudden and cxtreme penalty that had befallen
him.  He bad all along known that the police
were “‘down” npon begging; but it had, not
entered his mind that he could ever actually
get into jail except for thieving. Among the
strect.lads of his acquaintance many a one
had been in for some short term for picking
pockets or stealing from the street-stalls ; but’
few of these had ever been sentenced to three
months’ imprisonment.  And he had always
kept his hands from picking and stealing,~
the only item of his duty to man which his
mother had impressed upon him. He wounld
not have begged if he conld have worked ; but
no man of the hundreds of thousands about
him had ofiered bim work, or seen that he
was taught to work. Yet here he was for
three months in jail, a lad who had never
known any will to guide him but his own
untrained and vagrant nature, and his
mother’s kindly and weak indulgence. ‘

The first glimmer of hope camé to him when
he was set to learn shoemaking. This was a
trade by which he could earn a living,—not
the trade he would have chosen (his ambition
was to be a carpenter like his unknown father),
but still honest, real work. He received his
first lesson in a handicraft with ardour, and
sat with an old boot on his knee, picking it to
pieces with unvarying industry. 1f he could
only learn as much as to mend hls mother’s
shoes hefore bis term was out ! The tears
started to his dull, bloodshot eyes, and his lips
quivered at the thonght of it. He would do
his best at any rate to learn this lesson,

The jail was o large one, and the number of
prisoners great.  David had been asked if he
was a Protestant or a Roman Catholic,—a
question he did not understand, and could not
answer. He was classed with the Protestants,
and put under the care of the jail-chapiain,
who saw him among the other prisoners, and
taughs him his duty towards God in a class,
but who could not find time to give him any
individual attention.  The chaplain told him,
among the rest, that he had broken the laws
of his couutry and of God, and that his
punishment was the just reward of his sin,
David’s ideas of right and wrong were exceed-
ingly limited, and his conscience very unin-
formed ; but he could not believe he had done
wrong, and he did not. His mother was
starving, and he had begged for help.  If the
laws of his country and of God forbade him
to do this, they were in the wrong.

He could not have put his thoughts into
words, but they were none the less in his
heart,-—dim, bewildering, and oppressive; and
he poundered over them night and day. Very
few persons spoke t, him, and he was never
ready to speak in reply. Those who taught
him thought him a blockhead, or fancied that
he was at least shamming incapacity and
vacancy of mind. As a matter of fact his
mind was always absent, except at his
cobbling lesson ; for he was incessantly brood-
ing over the recollection of his free life, and
of the poor, desolate home he had been so
suddenly torn from.

David had no idea of writing to his mother,
or hearing from her. No such thing as a
letter reaching them, or being written in
their home, had ever occurred within his
memory. The policeman was a much more
frequent visitor than the postman in their
street:  Yet he longed for her to know where
he was. Day after day he wondered what
bad happened to her and Bess, and knew they

‘were wondering and fretting about him. The

only comfort he had-—the only miserable
spark of hope--was in thinking he should
kuow how to mend their shoes when he went
home.

It was therefore with a sudden burst as of
sunshine that he learned one day that
prisoners might write to their friends once in
three months. The schoolmaster gave him
the writing materials, and he took unwearied
pains over a letter to his mother. The slicet
of note-paper contained th- address of the
jail, and under it David wrote, in his crooked,
ill-formed characters, as follows :

**Drar MuTh¥R,—I was took up for beging,
and cent to jal, and I'm lernin’ to mend shoes.
Don't yu fret abont me. I luv yu and Bess.
They'll let me out in 3 munths, and I’l mend
yure shoes. I've kep my hands from pickin’
and steelin’ as muther ses. God bless yu,
From david fell yure luvin’ son.”

He slept that night more soundly than he
had ever doue before within the prison-walls,
and dreamed pleasant dresuns of working for
his mother, and buying her and little Bess all
they needed with the money he had earned.

(To be continurd.)

JUNIOR LEAGUE.
DEPARTMENT OF LITERARY WORE—HEAD.
‘“ Feed my lambs, "~ Jesus.

Ir but one meeting of the League can be
held each week it is best to combine the work
of this department with that of the devetional
hour. But where time and wbrkers can be
found this department will yield a large
increase, second only in importance to purely
spiritnal work.

The Bible is, above all, the book to be
studied here.  TFirst, drill the children in the
pumber and names of the books of the Bible.
I this were tanght to the children of the
Church to-day, in a few years hence we should
not see the slow and imperfect work in *“find-
ing the place,” when the pastor announces the
psalm to be read responsively or the lesscn
from the New Testament.

It is also recommended to take up some
systematic study of the Bible. Conrses of
study have been provided for by Dr. Hurlbut,
on the successful conipletion of which certifi-
cates are given, to which seals may be added.

The Bible in the League will lay the
principles of religious and civil liberty deep
in the hearts of the children ; go deep that no
icy hand of unbelief nor intrigue of the Romish
Church can destroy them.

‘““ Holy Bible, book divine,
Precious treasure ! thou art mine ;
Mine to teach me when 1 rove,
Mine to tell a Saviour’s love.”

Next to the Bible we should take up the
history and doctrines of our own Church. No
branch of the evangelical Church has a mere
romantic and remarkable history thuan the
Methodist Church.

It is in the Junior Epworth League that the
Church Catechism may be ‘most effectively
taught. In the great majority of our Sunday-
schools the Catechism, if tanght at all, is done
to disadvantage and very imperfectly.

The Catechism should be thoroughly
meniorized by the “children before they are
allowed to take up the higher studies.

How many good people there are who sniff
at the Catechism as though it were obseo-
lete! The good effects of 1ts teachings are
undervalued.  Scotland and Wales have the
fewest infidels, and intidel writings in their
language are almost unknown—a living testi-
mouny to catechetical instruction.

In many instances it has been found advis-
able to conduct this department for nine
months of the year only. A vacation from
June to September will give the boys a rest
and afford the leader an opportunity to werk
up new methods and plans of work.

Another advantage to be gained by the
existence of the Junior Epworth League is,
that whenever the children are wanted for a
rehearsal, as at Christmas, Easter, or Chil-
dren’s Day, the department of instruction will
always find them on hand, and of the most
reliable kind.

The use of the blackboard will call forth
great interest in this department. Always
have it on duty. A few simple remarks will
reach the heart throngh the eye when words
fuil through the ear. Put dowun the number
of the hymns to be sung at the beginning of
the meeting, or as they are announced. Print
the number present. 1lf greater, make a poing
in a few words about atlendance, Any scrup
of present interest when placed upon the
board will hold attention and fix an idea.

Children love to sing.  People like to hear
them sing. Encourage every voice. The
leader of the League must s ow great tact
right here. Sing often rather than too much
of any oneby mn. Practise antiphounal sing-
ing, the most ancient and most etfective form
of church musie, one that should not be laid
aside. The only difficulty likely to occur is
the want of an efficient leader ; but poor and
few indeed are the churches that cannot with
a little effort find a competent musician for
this important branch of church work.

SOME FAMOUS MEN,

CurisToPHER COLUMBUS was the son of a
weaver, and also a weaver himself. Claude
Lorraine was bred a pastry cook. Cervantes
was a common soldier. Homer was the
son of a farmer. Demosthenes was the
son of a cutler. Oliver Cromwell was the
son of a brewer. Howard was an appren-
tice to n grocer.  Franklin was a journey-
man printer and son of a tallow chandler
and soap boiler. Daniel Defoe was a
hosier and son of a butcher. Cardinal
Wolsey was the son of a butcher. Lucian
was the son of a maker of statuary. Virgil
was the son of a porter. Horace was the
son of a shopkeeper. Shakespeare was the
son of a wool stapler. Milton was the son
of a mouey scrivener.  Pope was the son
of a merchant.  Robert Burns was the son
of a ploughman in Ayrshire.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

A Boy's Mother.

My mother, she's good to mo ?
It 1 wra good an 1 could be;
1 couldn't be an good  No, sir!
Can’t ang boy be good as her?

She loves o when I'm glad or mad,

She loves mo when I good or bad

Aud what's the funutest thing, she
mys

She loves mu when she punishes |

£ don ¢ like hier te punish we ;
That don't hurt, but it hurts to seo
Her crymn’; nen [ ery: an' ven
Wo both cry, an® be good again

Sho loves me when she cutn and sews
My little cloak aml Sunday clothes |
An’ when my pa comes hone to tea,
She lovea hun "most as nudh as e’

She laughs, and tells diome all T rald,
And grabs m up, and pats ny heal -
An’ 1 hug her, an’ hug my pa,

An' lovélflim putt” mgh much as mn.

TxY 1] - o= -

GOD'S COVENANT WITH
ABRAHAM

**He believed mn the Lord; and he
counted it to him for nighleousneas”

Ougt picture v one that might bhe
seen to-day.  But in mst reapects
it well portrays the period of Abra
ham and Tnase aud Jacob, The spear
standing upright <hows the tent of
the chief.  The camols and horses
and people gathe ¢d in the distance
look now ag thoy did many hundreds
of yenrs ago.  The chief sits at the opening
of lns tent, and there receves new -comiers,
or dispenses hospitality, or drives shavp
hargaing,

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.

1.0, 1898.) LESSON VL {Feb. 1.
GOD'S COVENANT WITH ABKAM,

ten. 17, 1.9, Memory verses, 7, 8.

GoLpgrx TrxT.
He believeth in the Lord ; and he counted
it to bim for righteonancss.—Gen. 15. 6.

QurLINK,

1. A New Covenant, v. 1, 2,

2, A New Name, v. 3.3.

3. A New Promise, v. 0.9,
CoxNrReTING LiNks,

). Abram’s visit to Egypt and attempted
deceit concerning his wife (Gen. 12, 10-19).
2. His dismissal {rom the country (Geu. 12,
20). 3. Lot's departure from Abrum and
settlement trear Sodomn (Gen, 13, 1-13). 4.
God’s promise to give Canann to Abram (Gen.
13. 14-15). 5. The conquest of Chedorlromer
{Gen. 14, 1.7). 6. Nebellion of the five kinus
of the Jordan valley (Gen. 14. 4). 7. Battle
of Llle":\'nle of Siddum, and capture of So+lvin
and Gomorrah (Gen. 14. 5 11). 8& Abram and
Melchizedek (Gen. 14. 12.24). 9. Goid's cov-
enant with Abmam (Gen. 15.1.21),  10. The
painful story of Hagar and Ishmael follows
(Gen. 16). Then comes our lesson.

EXPLANATIONS.

*¢ Ninety years old aud nine”—Thirteen
years after the birth of Ishinael. * ‘The Lord
appeared to Abram “— Lest he should regant
Ishmgel's Lirth as the complete fulfilment of
the promise. *I am the Almighty God ¥—
Our Bible does not give the full senae of this.
It is'the announcenient of God’s name made
at a time when the names of all persuns were
teepfly indicative of their character; no that
this s in the profoundest sense a revelation of
certain attributes of God. ** The name here
describes God as revealing himself violently in
his might, distinguishing Jehovah, the God of
salvation, from Elohim, the God who creates
nature so that it is, and supports it 20 that it
may stand. This is the God who compeln
nature to do what is contrary to itself, who
subjects it 50 aa to bow and minister to grace ;
who ancs the power to realize lus prom-
ises.” — Whitelaw.  **Walk before mc''—Set
thyselt to walk in my presence. *“Be thou
perfect "—Copy me closely in detail. |
wilt eatablish my covenant”—"Thia mean~ that
thocovenant already concluded is about to be
cargied to completion. ** ALraham "— His
name was altered to suit the enlargement of
his:obarsoter.

o - e g

A CAMP IN THE DESERT.

Pracricar. Tracutses,
What are we taught in this lesson about—
1. ‘The power of God ?
2. The love of God ¢
3. The merey of God?

Tur Lrssox CaTECHISM,

1. How did God iutroduce himself to
Abram? 1 am the Almighty God.” 2,
\What did he command Abram todo? *“\Walk
before me, and be thou perfect.” 3. What
did he pledge to muke Abram if he was faith-
ful? ** A father of wmany nations.” 4. To
what did he change his name? *“‘To Abra.
ham, which means * Futher-of-r great-multi-
tude"™ 50 Whitt was said of  Abrahuin?
Gulden Text : ¢ He betioved in the Loid,” ete,

DoCTIINAL SUQQESTION, — ‘the divine om.
nipotence.

Cateciisy QuisTion,

How was our Lord exalted in his resurrec.
tion? .

Because bis rising from the dead proved
that ho was the Son of God ; that he had cou-
quered death and had atoned for sin.

How was he exalted in the ascension?

He was taken up into heaven, there to re-
ceive honour and glory from all creatures;
and thence seud down the gift of the Holy
Spirit.

him tho Lord had given deliverance
unto Syris:  He waaalso a mighty
wan in valour, but he was a leper, -
Aud tho Syrians had gone out by com.
panies, and hiad brought away captive
out of the laud of Israel a little maid
and she waited on Naaman's wife,
and she said unto her mistress, -
¢ Wauld God, my lord were with the
prophet that is in Samaria! for he
would recover him of hia leprosy.’Aud
one went in and told his lord, saying,
thus and thus said the maid that isof°
the land of laracl.” Thereforo Naa.
mnn went toElisha, the man of God, |
and was tld to wash in the Jordan®
seven times . This Naaman did, *‘and |
his flesh came again like unto the
flesh of o little child, and he was:
ciean.” And he returned unto
Elisha and would that he shenld:
take & gift in return for the blessing
of healing he lnd received, but ElU
sha would rbeeive nothing from him..

** But Golazi, the servant of El. ]
sha tho man of God, asid, *bhehold’
my master hath spared Naaman-thiy
Syrian, in not receiving at his hands:
that which he brought: But as the’
Lord liveth, I will run after him, and’
tuke somewhat of him.” 8o Gehazi,
followed after Naaman.” And he
told Naauian that Elisha had sent]
him for somo silver and changes of
raiment for two young men who had
{usc come from Ephrim to Elisha,’
iis waster. Then Naaman gave the]
silver and the changes of raiment to
Gehazi. \When Gehazi returned to
his master, - Elisha said, ¢ Whencs
comest thou, Gshazi?” and he said;
** Thy servant went no whither.” (You ses
Gehazi hiad said what was false once and
now without tyetihle he told alie to hiy
master).  But Elisha aaid, ¢ Went not my
heart with thee, when the man turned
again from hix chariot to meet thee? . . .
The leprosy therefore of Naaman shalf
cleave tnto thee and unto thy seed forever:
Aud he went out from his presence g
leper as white as snow.”

GEHAZI'S GOLD.

S NAAMAN, captain of the host of the
king - of Syria, was a great man with
his master, and Lmourable, becauss by
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Popular: Music Books.

During tho t aix or eight months the twg
music kspxnlc_h. nexeéxw our own
Canad the old reliable

{an Hymnal and
and 8o0los, have had thelargest sale with us by
been the f’ox]owln::x-

THE LIFE LINE. ...
A collection of Sacred Songs for the M.

Y
A. F. Meyers

Per copy, 20c.; per dozen, $2.0(
This book has had an enormous sale in the

States, We have oumelves alrmady s0id
more than two thousand coples. 4

THE FINEST OF THE WHEAT ;

Chaplain McCabe’s

Per copy, 33¢.; per doren, $3.6

A sale of 436,000 coplen is pretty fair evt.
dence that thid bod‘k‘;ﬂeues the goow& It 2
is & rousing collection of ntlrdnzo:grtoc

nision and revival meetings the -
sunday-echool.

OTHER NEW BOOKS

The Jewelled Crown. By Asa Hull Kach,
per dozen sao. :
Bright Light. By S. W. Straub, Each,

per dozen, $3.
Crowa of Gold. By W. T. Gifs and T.
Davis. Eich, 3ic.; per dosen, $3.40. 3
Pearls and Diamonds By J. ¥, Kineey, -
25¢. 3 per dozen, 3230, .
Postage prepaid on single ce

Not prepaid at dezea rate,

Nethodist Book and
Padilsking Boaw,
C. W. Coares, Montreal, Que,
" '8, ¥. Hunerts, Halifax,.




