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A HARD BATTLE.

L
ang %/13031 A box for Reeve
8 b arcia 1” exclallmed papa,
No & opened the mail from the
rth.  *¢ And all the way from
1 dlcago,_too. From Aunt Emma,
o believe.”
thWhep the box was opened,
ere, in a nest of soft, white
cotton, lay two large eggs, orna-
mented in beautiful colors. And,
wonderful to tell, these eggs had
covers which, when lifted up,
showed them to be full of sugar-
plums. But these lovely boxes
. were very frail, and in their
ong, rough journey, one of the
covers was badly crushed.
¢« Sister can have that. Il
1,‘“‘9 the good one,”’ said the
ittle boy.
He was looked at with sur-
E“Se, for he had always scemed
g‘?nerous little fellow.
“ My dear,” asked mamma,
" would you do so selfish—so
8‘zlvm'(mly a thing as that ? Run
th'ay for a little while, and
nk about it.”
it !‘“I don’t wish to think about
W he replied excitedly. ‘I
ant the good one.”
H:fbﬁr that no more was said.
Yo, began. to walk about the
Hndm' His face was flushed,
he looked very unhappy.
p&;: chanced to come near papa,
he Wag;d tI)lot‘, seem to see him,
Aper. o busy reading the news-
‘A;;ter walking awhile, he went
ers other side of the room,
Yess mamma was bathing and
2 ng his little sister. 1le
er:’el‘y fond of his mamma.
o Pun?h}? was sometimes oblige
over Iy sh him, as soon as it was
oo e would say :
So nlpe my tears ! Kiss me 1
did 5 O;)W’ when his dear mamma
a gty S00m to soe that she had
cut ¢, oy any more, he was
Olbhe heart,
oom asl::Nhe went into grandma’s
Were .gr ow, he and grandma
hoyrg (ff:lt‘ fll'lends. Manyhappy
Saring g, e spend in her lap,
him pop ories ; and she called
Now, & ‘blessed boy!” But
hep ,kn{:,:" she was so busy with
Dotjee oflillg’ that she took no
W88 dreg, df\:ﬁ whatever! This
?Owe. climbed up into a chair and sab
‘ Doy An evil spirit seemed to whisper,
18 g ergalbvle up ;” and so he began agalnt
U ghieys e walk. For nearly one hour
With g ﬁlttle boy fight his terrible battle
:ta(il elfishness, until at last he cou
nd gy
ha“ a‘;‘}i’nln a pleasant voice :
Ve the take the broken one ; sister can
:‘\d s, perfect one.” Then, when pap#
1oshe, it?lltn"' had kissed him, and he had
}?‘\d of 0 grandma’s loving arms, what a
Cary, \E‘}happiness was lifted from his
tttle Men and Women.
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FREEZING THE FARM UP.

Eo

tlwa sPLﬁ who shiver with cold do nob
n&l o tIlldel‘fstmld the importance and
ele Oy fle fI:”St" God who ¢t geattereth
lgld “ Wh’“Ost like ashes,” and before whose
1), qoue gon stand 1 (Psalm exlvii. 16,
ma menau his work in wisdom ; but
Uoh g frq do not fully appreciate how
ezing of the ground does to 8eb

at liberty the plant-food locked up in
expands about one-

tremendous force ;

. 2 bul
cighth 1 e ¢ rock and ing, digging, ploughing an

and if confined in the gtronges

t it asunder.
hich are in fact only

e microscope will

1 no longer. He came to mamma
' st are broken still

ng is equiv
fertilizers.

e as muc
tion, and the deeper the

il has been 1
s richer in plzmt-food.
t in spring the g

adding manur
desirable to expos
ossible to frost ac

better, for the

iddle of the roads.
ter which has expan
nto ice, lifting and
w melts away, ab
2k in pieces an : .
break 8 2 force, and xose to A tarrifio heights

up, @
made in the ™

HARVEST SONG.

Oxce more the liberal year laughs out,
O’er richer stores than gems or gold;
Once more with harvest song and shout,
Is Nature's bloodless triumph told.

Our common mother rests and sings,

Like Ruth among her garnered sheaves:
Her lap is full of goodly things,

Her brow is bright with autumn leaves.

Oh ! let our altars, wreathed with flowers,
And filled with fruits, awake again
Thanksgivings for the golden hours,
The early and the latter rain.
—Whittier.

The cold wintry frosts

The smallest soil ready for the seed.

Hence it is  helm Springel,
h of the soil as duties, per
on stormy nights over
ees drawn  known as the
We
round ¢ breaks hundred feet

are great holes deep. .
This is In a ravine below a m

ded in struggled and fought its
valley—deep, deep down 1
at ordinary times,
the stream became

not only kill
and make the
air pure and healthy, but they also save

poor farmers a deal of hard work, in spad-
d making the

weeds and germs of discase,

bt

«HE SAVED OTHERS, HIMSELF
den reached by the HE CANNOT SAVE"

ls contain more OT
ame son of a

owin, ants or  CARL SPRINGEL was the 1
L e s 'pa.lent to railway official in South Germany.
i his father, among

formed that of keeping
the great bridge
Devil’s Guleh Bridge,
spanned a terrible cleft in the rocks, two
ide and a hundred an

ountain stream

way into the
t seemed to lie
but in win
a torrent of trem

Such a sudden swell took
place after twenty-four hours of
and continued rain.

Wilhelm Springel was, of
course, on duty all day, and,
not coming home towards even-
ing, Carl set out to pay him a
visit at his post, carrying with
him his father’s supper.

The night was one of black
darkness, but the lame lad
struggled along on his crutches,
the breath half blown out of his
feeble body, his ears dinned by
the fury of the storm. He was
within a hundred yards of the
bridge—renowned in the neigh-
borhood asa triumphofengineer-
ing skill—when a stronger blast
than usual made him totter on
his erutches, while, at the same
moment, an awful crash made
itself heard above the raging of
the storm.

Tt was—it could be nothing
else but the bridge giving way,
Canl felt sure. ’

In an agony of haste and
terror he pushed on towards the
spot, calling frantically on his
father’s name. But how could
he hear him through the tumult ?

The lad pressed on still further.
He was on the railroad track
now, and the first object he
stumbled against was his father’s
hand-truck, the red light yet
burning on it, but uo father
near.

Aud beyond that—ten yards
further 7 Ah, the sight was too
awful !

The dim glare of the lantern
ghowing a cruel gap where the
bridge had been ; a fearful chaos
of shattered masonry and tim-
ber, and boiling waters.

¢« Father, father ! cried Carl
again in his horror, but no voice
answered.

¢ He has gone down with the
bridge ! " shrieked the poor fel-
low.

Tor a second or two he ling-
ered as if paralyzed by the sight
of the fearful chasm, holding
tightly the useless supper ¢an;
then a sudden thought filled his
soul to overflowing, and gave
him new strength to do and
dare. The night train ! That
wasdue. If father lay below in
that awful gulf, who would warn
it of its danger ¢ .

Who would hold it back from that leap
into nothingness which it must inevitably
take if left to pursue its course unchecked.

¢«¢1 must do it,” said Carl with clenched
teeth.

Up above no signal was shining ; there
was only one lame boy and a few moments of
time to save a train full of human beings.

The boy threw away his crutches, climbed
on to his father's truck, and worked it
steadily back towards the great city.

What mattered it that he steered straight
into the jaws of death 7 He should stop
the train; he would make the driver see
him and learn the danger ahead.

1t was all as Carl knew it would be.

Round the curve of the mountain, like
a glittering serpent, came the night train
speeding on—ever nearer, neaver, till the
line trembied under its weight.

Then Carl stood up as well as he was
able on his truck, and raised the red light
wildly above his head, waving it backwards
and forwards to attract the attention
of the engine-driver. He had lost all
sense of personal danger; he was only
bent on saving the train.
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‘“The bridge—the bridge is down!”
shrieked the boy. )

Only just in time came the warning.
The engine-driver, always on his guard at
this spot, turned off the f?'team,.and the
train, with its crowd of living beings, was
arrested on the brink of the abyss.

But where was Carl the while? Carl
and the truck ? )

Hurled into the air by the on-coming
train, the boy was nevor again to be
recognized as the living Carl Springel, but
was found afterwards a lifcless and mangled
cmpse*dmong: th: rocks. . .

A tombstone stands in a graveyard in
South Germany, on which glitters in letters
of gold this inscription :

‘““ CHARLES SPRINGEL,

‘“ AGEp 14.

‘“He died the death of a hero and martyr,
and saved two hundred lives.”
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WHO WANTS THE BOYS?

WHILE the editor was arra
and writing articles for the paper a few
days ago, his attention was arrested by a
modest question from a small boy. He
had heard that same question asked by
other boys often before, Lut something in
the voice and manner of this particular
boy, or perhaps it might have been the
mood the editor was in at that particular
time, gave more than usual interest to the
question.

** Do you want a boy here 1

That was the question. The editor looked
the little fellow over carefully, from sole to
crowi, before he answered,  He seemned to
“e about twelve years old ; his elothes were
ptain, but clean and neatly-fitted. His
vyes were blue, and his face was open and
honest-looking. He stood with his back
to the wall and his hat in his hand, and he
must have felt embarrassed under the
~earching gaze he received, for he seemed
vestless and anxious, and often changed his
position by resting his welght first on one
toot, and then ou the other. The gaze was
slightly discourteous and embarmssing, but
£ was not so intended. It was merely the
blank stare of a mind which had been led
into distant fields of thought by what was
meant to be a courteous inspection of a boy
in search of a job.

**No, we do not want a boy here.”

That was the only answer there was for
him, but a feeling of genuine interest in
the little stranger prompted a desire to
think out the easiest and best way to say
it. That’s where the editor’s mind had
gone, while the li?tlp boy was blushing
under a gaze unintentionally rude,

The question is, who does want the
boys? There are hundreds and thousands
of them here for somebody. They come

Mging copy
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this office almost every day, with the
anxious question :

** Do you want a boy here ?”

No doubt they are going everywhere else
with the same question, Somebody is
going to get therp. They are in scarch of
ewpioyment, and those who need their
services will certainly find them by-and-bye.

There are roally but two places where
boys are wanted. ~ Jesus wants boys, and
Satan wants boys. There are but two
kinds of employment for boys. Satan
wants them to do wrong, and Jesus wants
them to do right. These two masters pay
different kinds of wages, but the pay is sure
no matter where the boy decides to employ
his time. ‘‘The wages of sin is death, but
the gift of God is eternal life, through
Jesus Christ our Lord.” (Rom. 6. 23.)
“Know ye not that to whom ye yield
yourselves servants to obey, his servants
ye are to whom ye obey ; whether of sin
unto death, or of obediencs unto righteous-
ness.” (Rom. 6. 16.)

There are several callings in which a boy
can serve Jesus unto everlasting life. There
are many things which Jesus wants done,
There are shoes to black, papers to sell,
houses to sweep, errands to run, streets to
clean, wood to saw, coal to put in cellars,
and many other things which are equally
necessary to the world. In any of these
things a boy can serve J esus, and receive
the gift of God, which is everlasting life.

There are also many things in which boya
can serve Satan, and for which they wiil
receive the wages of sin, which is death.
In fact a boy can serve Satan in many of
the very things in which he can serve
Christ. ~ Satan has shoes for mean boys to
black, papers for mean boys to sell, houses
for mean boys to sweep, and wood for mean
boys to saw. As for the few dimes or
dollars a boy gets for the work when it is
done, Satan pays in the same kind of
money that good boys receive for the same
kind of work. But these few dollars and
dimes are not really the wages for the
labour performed. They are only advanced
to pay board and lodging for the workmen,
while they are doing the work. The real
wages will come in the final settlement,
when the job is finished. The work ends
only with death, and the wages will not be
finally awarded till the last judgment,
Then the mean boys, who have worked
side by side with the good boys, in the same
offices, will receive the wages of sin, and go
away into everlasting death, while the good
boys will raceive the blessed gift of God,
and go into life eternal. Yes, Jesus wants
all the boys. There is room enough for
them all in heaven. When you start out
to hunt employment, be sure to go in
search of work for Jesus. No matter what
your work or condition in life may be,
labour with all your might for Jesus: and
he will not forget to bring your reward
when he comes “from heaven with his
mighty angels, in flaming fire taking
vengeance on them that know not God,
and that obey not the Gospel of our Lord
Jesus Christ : who shall be punished with
everlasting destruction from the presence
of the Lord, and from the glory of his
power : when he shall come to be glorified
in his saints, and to be admired in all them
that believe, because our testimony among
you was believed, in that day.” (2 Thess.
1. 7-10.)

Don’t forget that Jesus wants boys. —
Youth's Advocate.

TOPSY.

SupEax, a little girl who was very full
of fun, with bright, dark eyes that langhed,
lived away over in India. They had a
terrible famine there. The mother died
and then the father, and no one was left to
tuke care of the little givl. She had stop-
ped laughing, and could onlycry: “Jlam
s0 hungry, 5o hungry 17

The missionaries found her and took her
home to their pleasant orphanage, where
she had plonty of food and pleasant play-
mates, and kind friends to love her. But
she played so many pranks that they
nanied her “Topsy;” and sometimes
Topsy made a great desl of trouble for her
playmates and her loving friends, for she
wanted to have her fun whether it was fun
to them or not.

But one day she heard the
say that Jesus had died for
listened very closely,

missionary
gins, She
and soon ghe gave

her heart to Jesus. After that she falt she
must tell others the same swect story. So
she used t» go with the Bible-woman into
the homes of the women of India and help
teach the verses.

One day she saw a strange wowman sitting
by the roadside on a tiger skin. Her hair
was all matted together, as if she had not
combed it for years, Her face and arms
were rubbed with sacred ashes, and she had
a8 necklace of nuts that were also thought
to be sacred. She was dressed in yellow,
for that was the way those holy women
dressed, and this wowman was thought to
be 8o holy that she was worshipped as a
goddess, and people used to take the dust
off her feet and put it to their foreheads,
thinking it very sacred.

What do you think Topsy did? She
sat down beside this woman and asked her
if she had ever heard of Jesus, and she
told her all she could, and then invited her
to 80 and hear the missionary talk.

f course nobody thouglit this wolnan,
who was called a goddess by the people of
India and honoured by thousands of
natives, would accept the invitation of this
child.  But she did, and you see God
helped the little child ag much as the grown
woman. The missionary talked with the
woman and found she was very learned.
She could speak in four languages, but she
listened to the story of Jesus like a little
child, and gave her heart to him.

Then she felt just as Topsy did—she
must go and tell the story to others, and
she said : **T must go back to every city
where I have told the wrong story, and
tell the right one.” Thousands had come
to see her when she was baptized and gave
up all her worldly honours, and now she
started forth just like a humble water-
carrier of India to tell all of J esus,

Did not our little Topsy help ? 1Is it not
worth while to earn, save, and send our
pennies to give the Gospel to the little
friends over there and to pray for them ?

IT'S THE SURE END,

As my husband was riding on the cars
one day, he had his Bible with him and
sat in his seat reading, and a young man
who occupied a seat near looked up and

made some remark which opened a con-
versation. He noticed the young man
kept his hands in one

position and won-
dered as to what might be the cause, But
soon the young man saj » ** Drink is what
got these things on me.”  Sure enough, he
was handeuffed to the arm of the car seat,
and another glance easily detected the
officer in charge of the prisoner. And
then followed the sad story, how he had
taken but one glass too much, and had
never thought to injure anyone in all his
life, but his brain was crazed, and the
crime committed, and no

ime 2 w he was taking
this journey into the city, thence to the
great prison on the hill to spend two years

behind stone walls and iron bars. He will
be far away now from all his friends, and,
like all such captives, his life will be made
‘“bitter with hard bondage.”

I thought as my husband related the sad
incident of his past life, how he was
‘brought up, dearly loved by his parents,
and of the time when he never could think
of such a thing ag ¢ getting drunk ;" byt
a little downward step at a time took him
farther and farther from his real manhood,
until under the awfyl influence of the ter
rible drink the deed was done, which costs
him two years of freedom, But will two
years atone for the pist? Org whole life-
time bury the act into forgetfulness ?
No!mno! A blighted life and a lost, Jost
soul, unless he gets to the cleansing blood
of Jusus Christ.  And think of it, all from
the first glass of liquor !

Then T thought of my brothers, and my
owu little boy, and our neizhbours, Lright
manly little fellows, growing up to fuce
these awful temptations, will they be of
the number to fall into this suare of the
enemy?  And again | cry unto God,
**Hasten the day when the word of the
Lord shall be fulilled.”

* “ Awake, yeo drunkards, and weep ; and
howl all ye drinkers of wine, because of the
new wine; for it is cut off from your mouth,”

*“For a nation is come up upon my land,
strong, and without number, whose teeth
are the teeth of the lion, and be hath the

cheek teeth of a great Hon." Surely God
means legal prohibition.

The Battle of Life.
BY JENNIE F., WILLING-

Go forth to the battle of life, my boys
Go while it is called to-day ;
For the years go out and the year or
Regardless of those who may lose

Of those who may work or play-

s come 1V
winy

. boys
And the troops march steadily op, ™Y

To the army gone before; qing feet
You may hea.gt%e sound of 'hcl_r f:vl\ltl)l ;\g»\lol"‘ls
Going down to the rive: wie

meet ;
They go to return no more.

boy
]
There’s a place for you indthe ranks, MY
And duty, too, assigned, e}
Step into the front with a cheel‘fu‘l;a;)laée.
Be quick, or another may take yo
And you may be left behind. oy
oY
m,
There is work to be done by thelw‘:y »my
That you never can trcw.l agumn——
Work for the loftiest, IOWhQSt'm?Ie nd pen—
Work for the plough,plauc,splg‘ Y
Work for the hands and the bra:
boy
The serpent will follow your steps, ™Y
To lay for your feet a snare ;
And Pleasure sits in her fairy b°w:¥f(’,wers
With garlands of poppies and !OW
Enwreathing her golden hair.

oy~
Temptations will wait by the way, 'my
Temptations without and Wthlfll i
And spirits of evil, with robes as fa yen
As those which the angels in hea
wear .
Will lure you to deadly sin.

migh?

1
Then put on the armour of God, my Po¥ p
In the beautiful days of youth ; 4 shidl®
Put on the helmet and breastplate anwicld
And the sword the feeblest arm may
In the cause of right and truth.

And go to the battlo of life, my by,
With the peace of the Giospel 8 0 }',ou sl
And before high heaven do the bc:fo et
For the great reward and the goo tod
For the kingdom and crown of

JUNIOR LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC:

September 8, 1895.

A SHORT PRAYER.—Matthew 6. 913

Lord?
This passage has been called “rtlh:t does it
Prayer.” Ttiscomprehensive. Wh v 95 )
not embrace? There is adoration, Sa},iouf9
etition for the extension of the e uesz
Eingdom in the world, v. 10, 11; ato ua‘l’l
for present blessings, v. 12; grace dutie®
us to perform the most irksome T ho
V. 12, It is hard to forgive thos® helf
injure us, hence we need divine &'t 'lh‘s
us in the performance of this du t);'o er?
golden rule here comes in—*¢ Do un! an “{e
as we would they should do to IS en w
are here taught to pray to be forgiy a oflh
forgive others. Verse 13. We live 1’(‘1 s aﬂs
where temptation abounds all M’,"“: o “0
we will especially need divine aid ﬁ;ldiﬂg t
from falling into temptation or ¥ )
any kind of evil. ) rand 49X
The prayer concludes with the 13 cal8P%
ology,v.13, How extensive are Jeho , domil’
sessions, Hisdominion is an eveljlﬂs.t‘{gf; ne\"’i
ion and his kingdom is that which ¢ and fall
be destroyed ; other kingdoms “aeneve bﬁ
but the kingdom of Imma.nuel.cfmt ath AP
overthrown, it is founded in 11Lstin w
righteousness. He is from evefih&nﬁl"’l
everlasting, and none can stay his
say, What doest thou?
"This prayer is brief. o
recorded in the Bible are long. s
them containg a multitude of wor n 0 )
Solomon’s prayer at the dedicatio is by 2
temple, though the longest on recor ’w.ca”"‘
means 80 lengthy as many of the @ A
Prayers that we hear ace. pered- s
This prayer is easy to be remem Jay 168
child who has just learned to talk ?1‘ 7en 1’
it, and the sooner it is taught to chlu be &*
better. The different petitions sho
plained to them. " F.ﬂ“{;
It is of universal application. Ot’lrho who¥
God, ia the Father of all mnnkiPd' o sl "ft
human family are one. Mankind .”; d 3
lated. Use this rayer, practise 1t:h0 b“’d
will guide you to heaven, whioh i
quarters of our heavenly Father.

rel's

ray® ¢

None of the pone o
Fyen

the
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Liggy, O @ Working Girl

1
1 And 1!,:“1 only a working girl,
to I;ﬁb ashamed to say
Wi or u livi e ranks of those who toil
ith wilion8 day by day,
1 the ing feet I press along
toug th};:tf‘*’ that I must tread,
Lo eary bave the strength and skill
Oul ' my daily bread.
n

a o .
Vgithwvsﬁk.‘“g girl! Thank God!
Ablg to illing hands and heart,
And isal:n my daily bread
Yoy coul life’s battle take my part.
Wol:l (11 not offer me no title
4y 1 stf be more proud to own ;
sa and as high in the sight of God
queen upen her throue.

Ye
(
gp(:x“tle'fo‘kﬂy who pride yourselves
Ang lool‘Z our wealth and birth,
aug} with scorn on those who have
Your golt else but honest worth,
Org“;ntle birth we laugh to scorn
“That e hold this as our creed—
lo‘aﬂue are gentle save the one
oes a gentle deed.”

We
::et only the ¢ lower classes,”
ow he Holy Scriptures tell
:a.;nWhen the King of Glory
Not wi, down on earth to dwell,
Ne ith the rich and mighty.
at ath costly palace dome,
leth the poor and lowly
¢ chose to make his home.

HZWas one of the ¢ lower classes,”
nd hal to toil for bread,
0 poor that oftentimes he had
_No place tolay his head.
He knows what it is to labour

And toil the long diy through ;
He knows how we get tired,

For he’s been tired too.

Oh, working girls ! remember !
. Tt is neither crime nor shame
To work for honest wages,
Since i thrist has done the same.
And wealth and high pusition
" Must seem of little worth
o those whose fellow-labourer
Is King of heaven and earib.

PROSPEROUS, RIGHTEOUS,
UPRIGHT & O,

By E. Donald McGregor.

Px CHAPTER L
rim:g‘:;o“ Counr wasn’t at all like what a
Rothiy, spot should have been. Lhere was
w Oegf“"eet or bright or clean & out the
& yell(Pwd'ceT and I am sure had anyone asked
shed frg, primrose to grow and smile, and
is goldgm“‘:e there, he would have shaken
“Wh en head, and said quite decidedly,
to eat,y"' Lcan't! There isn't a thing for me
Granni
°0nr:?§;: had liv-d in this cheerless, dingy
;"OU d Peme::g“t as long as any one aroun
dying. er, but one cold, dreary day she
o
One 0': :ir:}‘] Pete, her two little grandsons, sat
aa a]] ¢ "ﬁ' side of the heap of straw that
ke fore ed Granuie had, and when she
ipper of : (1irmk, Pete would bring 8 rusty
rmg WOulg d water, and Tom’s strong little
lipy ouch lift the old woman up until her
Oudginked the cooling drink. Then ghe
t lnat, back upou her dirty, dusty bed.
l““% d;gwhen the room had grow?n ull of
"Ouchedm?il shadows, and the two boys had
Tannig ¢ own on the straw for warith,
“Tom 1;‘”16’(1 her eyes and began to speak.
Bee tq Pe,t ad,” she said, ¢ you must mind an
Cart e, Stick together, and don’t be
% hstﬂ.n(l up for yOUI‘SGI’.”
Sekeq ere be youn goin’, Grannie?” Pete

wy
% I )
‘bug (Il’(:: t know,” (3rannie answered slowly,
ic’ur;f’ht gure ['m goiv’ gsomewheres §
“ ayh e B-,betner place nor this.” :
Y rea.cl: yow'll have a carpet to yer floor
N “An' i on yer bread,” suggested Tom.

Y tayve g 310“ can’t take us now will you try
« “Yes F gce”fer us?? Peteasked earnestly.
a ¥ hen ’yoﬁ 8, Graunie angwered wearily:
th, L most tlff’"\e, just ax for (jrannie’s room,

e Co ink someone’ll tell you where’s
or :Tt 1 live.”
‘j’\‘er t ;m;\inent Tom and Pete looked bright
d‘)urney to wught of some day going on &
&‘r‘kme a tgi?r(ira,nnie, but a shadow quickly
s aces.
Iy shon t go, Grannie,” Tom whispered, “an’

hine
. gfrrm’s :})‘E’es ‘nough to-morrow to buy three
atcheg supper.” An’ U1l sell more

Gonr: €8, an’ we’
°&x1nxl'y‘ 0’ we'll have hot taters,” Pete a1

——

m sent fer; the rent ain’t

up till Saturday. There’s bread ‘nough in

the cupboard fer supper, an’ that meal’ll keep
ou from startin’ out empty to-morrow, an’
M

after that——
(irannie’s head fell back, lier eyes closed,

and some way of other Tom and Pete knew
that she had gone.

The next day sowe men carried out of
Primrose Court & rough wooden boX, and the
women Wwho stood by said, ¢ Poor old
(Granpie, ghe was & kind un.”

Tom and Pete felt very lonely and sad, but
they couldn’t gpend much tite cry:ng for
they had to work hard for gheir living,  Tom
took his shoe-box and brushes, while Pete
went out to gell matches, and when night
came the two boys came back to their cheer-
less room, to find no Granvie, no supper.

«¢ Iy don’t feel right, eh, Pete,” said Tom.

« No, it's lonesomne 17 Pete answered, with
a little shiver, and asob in his voice.

« Never mind, old man,” Tom said sooth-
ingly, ** we'll go an’ get & bow] of hot soups
an’ thatll do for fire an’ supper too ; come on. »

Uncle Abe’s soup stall was a long distance
from Primrose Court, but his soup was 80
savoury, and his measure SO generous, that
Tom and Pete seldom thought of going else-
where.  On this pmticu]ur night it geemed
to them that there was an extra niceness
about the great basins of steaming broth that
{ ncle Abe hanied out across the little stall
counter, sl they turned away when the last
drop had disappeared, feeling very warm and
comfortable. A woman Wwas singing just
across the street to & great crowd of people,
and Pete said:

¢« Oh, Tom, let’s go over; it sounds good.”

¢ All right,” said Tom, ‘‘come along ; let's
run afore we get all cold again.”

The woman's 8ong was over before two pairs
of bare red feet could skip across the street,
but a man with a red vest and @ kindly voice
began t0 speak, and something he said in-
terested Tom and Pete.

My friends,” he began, «“j’m going to tell

ou of a place where {here’s no sickness or
death, where no oné is ever hungry, or cold,
or sad, and the best of my story is, that every
man, woman and chiid here may find the
lace if they hunt for it.”

Tom and Pete were 80 eager to hear the
rest, but a policeman came up just then and
very angrily told the crowd they were filling
up the street, and the man with the red vest
was crossly ordered to «move on.” Toman
Pote followed him down several streets, and
there, in the crush of arunaway accident, they
lost all trace of the man with the wonder ul
story.

«’He's gone, un’ we'll never find the place,”
Pete said sorrowfully.

« Maybe it wasn't true, anyhow ! ”
looked doubtful.

«QOh, but it nust be,” Pete said positively.
s« Pon’t you remember how as Mrs. Case tol
us one time )hout men who wore red vests,
and how you could always trust ‘em and know
as they spoke true ”

esure enough,” auswered Toms ¢« 174 for-
got all about that, but we'll tind the place,

on just sec if we don’t.”

Then Pete said his feet were cold, and Tom
suggested that they sleep all night on the

docks.

“Its a g
we're right
most as warm as our plac

They were slyly creeping
these ragged,

«I can’t, lads, r

Tom

ood piece back,” he said, “an’
songside of the docks. Iv'll be
e anyhow.”

round some
dirty, little

empt casks,
urching, when & man’s voice gounded loud and
clear.

ou bound for? ”

« Well, Bill, where're ¥
s« Oh, for a place where's lots to cat and no

one's ever sick.
« Ha, ha,” aughed the first speaker, «and
when does your ship sail for this wonderful
place? ”
« Just half an hour from now we'll be off.”
The men went oo talking, the one on &
ghip’e deck, and the other on the wharf, but

Tom and Pete heard no more.
« Iy's goin’ tO the place,” whispered Pete,
excitedly.

< Ap’ we'll go too 1 apswered Tom, with
an emphatic shake of his shaggy little head.

I could bardly tell you how they did it.
The night was dark, and they were 3pry
little fellows, and the sailors were busy. You
can fancy, perbaps how they erept it among

the bales and boxes, but can you fancy how
their hearts beab when the next morning a
gruff voice said :

« Come out, you young rascals ! ”

R

CHAPTER IL

r of the gruff voice had a bright
Jantern in his hand, and he scemed rather
rough and cross. Tom tried to make him
understand about the I'lace that they wanted
to resch, but it seemed Do usSe.

« The captain will fix a place for you,” he
gaid, firmly. “ Come along with me.’

TuE owne

«The two boys followed him along dark
passages, Up stairs, and across decks, until
they found themselves in the wheel-house,
before a man who was lauyghing heartily at &
little girl whom he held in his arms.

] found these boys stowed away, sir,”
the ;zruﬁ‘»voiced man announced.

«They must be soundly thrashed,” the
captain aaid, sternly. ¢ T will not have this
kind of work on my ship.”

« Please, sir,” gaid Tom, pravely, ‘‘we did
so want to reach the Place, an’ someone said
ag your ship wus goin’ straight there.”

& \What place?” asked the captaing

«\Vhy the place the men tal ed about
where uo one were ever sick or hungry, of
anything of that sort.”

“« Where did you hear of this Place, my
The captain’s voice had become &
good deal kinder. '

«Qh, sir,” Pete answered eagerly, it
were a man with & red vest who talked on the
sireet corner oune night, an’ he said as we
could all find the Place if we hunted fer it ;
cour ship really goes there, don’t it sir?”

The captain’s voice was husky as he an-
swered :

< No, my lads, my ship doesi’t go there.”

« Then we'll have to keepon a-lookin’,” Pete
said in a disappointed voice. Tom looked
pn‘zzled for & m ment, then remembering, he

boy?”

sir, I'd better rake

said :
v RBout the thra-hin’
he’s such a little

Pele’s too, if you please ;
chap.”

The captain didn’t reply for & momenb ;
then he said, turning to the gruﬁ'—voiced man :

« Take these children away, anil see that
they are kindly treated, Let them help
round where they can.”

That was the beginning of a very happy
voyage for Tom and Pete. W hen the landing
day came and they found themselves standing
ready to leave the great ship, they quite
wished the days could go back and begin over
again. The captain came to them just before
they stepped onto the gang-plauk.

‘i My boys,” he gaid, ‘T hope you'll find
the Place; 1 don’t know enough about the
way to tell you how to get there, but my
mother's gone there, and you'il surely find 1t
if you hunt for it. Yerhaps I may go t00,”
he added thoughtfully. Then putting his
hand into his pocket., he pulled out 2 handfu
of silver money, and into each boy's hand he

ut a couple of dimes.

« That will buy you & meal or two,” he
snid. Then an officer called him aside, and
Tom and Pete stepped off the gungway to
find themselves alone in New York. They
were used o city life, so the noise and bustle
didn't frighten them, but tbey felt very
strunge and lonely.

] wish we was in

Pete said.
e ft, wasn't much of a place, neither,” Tom

answered, «hut then. of course, it was our
place. We'll get on somehow though, Pete,
don’t you fret. Let’s go an’ look rouud a bit
afore we turn in. Il soon be dark now;”
The two lads were not spewially noticed as
they wandered ap and down the strects of the
great city. Ragged, and fricudless-looking
they were, bub there were so many boys just
like them in New York that no one secmed
at all surprised at their appearance.
(\V e ain't goin’ nowheres, so we call just
o where we like,” Tom said, as he and Pete
turned away from a window where they ha
been watching some small tin figures that
danced up and down to music.
o [ wish we could go somewheres where &
feller’s toes wouldn't ireeze so,” said Pete, a8
he tried to stick his poor, little red feet under
a pair of ragged trousers.
w0 | we could only find

Primrose Court, Tom,”

the Place we'd be

all right,” Tom said anxiously. ** 1 wondur”

—he paused, for sounds of music rose sweeb

and clear above the din of the strect.

o T¢'s right up them stairs,” said Pete.

« (Oh, Tom, do let’s go up and see what it is!”

¢+ Maybe ghey’d turn us out,” Tom said

donbtfully ; then he added with determin-
ation, ** but we'll try it anyway.”

(7o be -continued.)

/.W____, .

VERY CURIOUS TREES.
Amona the most singular specimens of
vegetable life are the hottle  treex of
Australia. A8 the name jmplies, they are
bottle-shaped.incr in gl
feet, from the gro

casing in girth for several
und, and then tapering
toward the tops where they are divided
into two or more huge branches, Hearing
foliage composed of MArTOW, lance-shaped
leaves, frois four to seven inches long.
The bark is rugued, and the foliage the
" the old and young trees. The
bottle-tree sometines grows to a height of
sixty fect and measues thirty-five feet
around the trunk. Many of these trees areé
supposed t0 be thousands of years old.
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The angry tree is also a native of Aus-
tralia. It reaﬁes the height of eighty
feet after a rap growth, and in outward
appearance somewhat resembles a gigantic
centwry plant. One of these curious trees
was ’proughb from Australia and set ouf in
Virginia, Nev., where it has been seen by
many persons. When the sun setis, the
leaves fold up, and the tender twigs coil
tightly, like a listle pig’s tail. If the shoots
are h.andled, the leaves rustle and move
uneasily for a time. 1f this queer plant is
moved from one spot to another, it seems
angry, and the leaves stand out in all
directions, like the quills of a porcupine
A most pungent and sickening odour, said
to resemble that given off by rattlesnakes
when annoyed, fills the air. and it 1s (m]};
after an Lour or s0 that the leaves fold in
the natural way.—7 he Evangeiist.

e b A QP

THE GENTLEMAN BROWNIE.
BY MARGARET DANE.

Mns’ Srong was sick with a cold and
couldn’t go out of doors.

¢ ]ear me !’ she said to herself as she
looked out of the window. *“1'm afraid
somebody will fall on wmy slippery walk
and the wood is almost gone, and if the
pump isn’t run down it'll freeze! Dear
me ! What shall Tdo ?”

) Little }“r(?d Crosby stood at his window,
right opposite Mrs. Stone.

¢ I'\;:e been zf.—thinkin’ "bout *sprisin’ Mrs
Stone.” he said slowly, ““’cause +he’s sick:

you know, mamma, and cause she's all
alone without any little boys tu help her !”

i That would be very kind.” said mamm‘a
«« What do you want to do?” .

) < She's pulled down her curtains and
hghted her lamp 17 exclaimed Fred joy'.
fully, and T can go right over now " Tm
going to put ashes on the walk and pile up
her s_hel wood-box, and then I'm goin’ to
run down the pump!

«] ean do it,” he asserted stoutly, as
mamma  looked doubtful, ¢ ’cause Mrs.
Stoue showed me how Wednesday night.”

He put on his gray ulster and big rubber
boots and was across the gtreet in about &
minute.

Very softly he laid the sticks of wood
one upon the other in the big wood-box till
it was full to the top. Then he let the
pump down. That was great fun and al-
most made him laugh out loud because the
watet gurgled and squeaked so.

And now there was the walk. How fast
Fred worked for fear Mrs. Stone might

ull up the curtain and see him. But she
didn't ; and at last the coal-hod was empty
and the jey walk was covered.

«Hard at work, Fred 7 called Mr.
Green, as he spied Fred in the twilight.

“Guess so!” stammered Fred as he
shut the gate Lurriedly and ran quickly
across the street.

«« Mr. Green almost told on me, ‘cause
he talked 8o loud,” said Fred. “‘but I guess
Mrs. Stone didn’t hear him,” he added,
thoughtfully.

But Mrs. Stone did hear him, and when
ghe found her wood-box full she knew all
about it.

<:Fredis the dearest little friend T have!”
she said, wiping her eyes very hard.

The next nmorning Fred woent over to see
how she felt.

«1 feel very happy Fred,” she said,
smiling,  because last night all my work
was done for me. 1 think 1t must be some
good little Brownie who watked ow of
one of Palmer Cox’s pietures to help me,
don’t you?”

Fred’s eyes danced.

o] Tspect iL was,” heansw ored.
one do you s'pose it was, Mus. Stone !

It was such fun heing & Brownie that
Fred smiled and semiled.

o pp wasn't the dude,’” said Mus. Stone,
decidedly, “opor 1t wasn't the king ! 1
think 1t must be the f_:entlcumn Brownic! ”

w1 don't think there 18 any geutlenn
one,” said Fred, d subtfully.

«(Oh, there must be! » auswered Mrs.
Stone, knowingly, sfor this pnrnicular

Brownie wius & true little gentleman.”

«{'m very glad y0U think so.” said Kred,
«yery glad indeed, Mrs. Stone, and the
Brownie i3, too.”

And then h
Co'mpam'o'n.

«Which

»

o smiled again. —Youth's
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The Writing Contest. What answer was made to his request ? vain, when two noble coloured sailors Brown, who has been a sort 1°f ds:ll’n
BY NORMA BROCK. (GZY({?; ‘11,:1'; l)‘e recelve this inheritance? offered to take him without pay. 'The missionary in the Sandwich dIs;:oﬂé the
Tax bo iting in school d What was the former f Hobron? boardmg_—house rejected us. We went to has done a great deal of goo < told m°
F.romy: :o:)r; :Jnthggbo’;r? ool one day, Verso 15, name of Hebron the English marine hospital, to be rejected seamen of all nations, He h:in ople and
Each set to work with a rea(’iy will Why was it so called? in like manner. The two. negroes poured how he was dylng' in Constan oW, ,I~
" To win a much-prized reward. What great blessing came to the land ? (ﬁut lt.hﬁ most "‘lw f lél ma}.lledlctllons upfl‘lit}}e howty toukrescu}?d hxm,c;n;if :ﬁi:xil; a sailor®
) nglish consul, to whom appealed in  want to know how mu ms
i romise i TEacrINGs oF T Lussox. vain, and the sick man joined them until I yarn, oris it all true? For he seom
Their teacher had promised to give a book, Where in this I taught dered them to st R th ick, sh b £ t simplicity and sincer yd
For the neatest copy shown — sson are we taught— ordered them to stop, in the quick, s arp  be a man of great simp lied:
To the boy whose writing in his book 1. To follow God’s commands ? tones they were acc,ustomed ‘to hear on ““‘Why, the sailor, Brown !’ I reep an
Should look most like his own, g ,}“0 pleadtGad’;promise:ls ?! deck, and not an oath was uttered after ‘I h .3 forgotten him. fIt 18 l:'.l:nti;a’in.'"
- 40 expect God’s rewards that. I bless tod that I hear rom nim | story
Tegdytand B:ll]l,‘wit,h.:_ rush and a will, THE LEssoN Carrcmisy " I then had him ecarried o the boat- The reader willl slt{ee in ﬂ;‘“’tbgr;zfi m&d
Sut over their writing page, o ouse of Nicola, a kind Ttalian boatman. that we can rare y know what an
And wrote, and wrote, with never a pause, L. th came to Joshua with g request for 7, let me leavé him in his bunk until I result from a simple act of kmdnesse !
At the teacher’s work to gaze, ;ﬂ Omhel“tﬂgcg ?h (Eﬂleb;] one of the gpies, could run and call our doctor. The com- humanity. Once in a while a good g ° ome
- Un what did he base hig re uest? On the : : . . ) : a ec
But Frank studied well, as he set to work, promise made by Moses, 3, thy did Moses tnol Ogacﬁ?‘l(lft)}rl ‘Z are Egetéex;%;lls fellows, faithful ﬁzgsvnt};:u trﬁf,‘;l:?t egf (;, g:::&ntgnzple, Bos-
The co laced on the board promise Caleb an inheritance? Golden Text : , T unto death. . N : is, W1
And slowlg End carefully as he wrote, ““He wholly followed the Lord God of Isr:;(l.” e Small. chance for this poor fellow,” ton, Erie Canal, Honoluly, ang le(‘,t,often
He compared them word by word, 4. What was the nature of the work which Said Dr. Riach; ‘but give him this pre- twenty-eight years between, do

his request involved? Difficult and
Now, which of these three boys, do you think, 5. What was the onl

When the copying was done, That the Lord woul
Was the boy who in his teacher’s eyes,

. done.
dangsrous, Scription ; it is all T would do for him to: come together to reveal whaf‘ (;sod wi
y help he said he needed ? night.’ But no good deed is lost.

. . 0850
d be with him, *“The druggist first refused to make up multiply your seed sown, and incr

. . 12
] ! s the prescription saying ‘it would kill any your fruits of righteousness.
The coveted prize had won ? ) oflgf,)g;?;: AL SteersioN. —God’s fulfilment man.” Bug I co,mpelled him to do so, and L
. i administered it myself. @
W%{ hanlk’ of course, you rightly say : Catecnism Qursrion, *“The sailor lived. His name was Mar- A Dré f Christ
All oﬁl;’lilz'eef:’a{";sfnl:l:?;mber this, What are the privilege and duty of parents cus Brown. He was only ,twenty-five ream o ”
And the prize is sure] g};:ppy, who dedicate their children to God .in years old, but had sunk low in ignorance “ DrEAM happy dreams, my dearest,
P ¥ his baptism ¢ and vice. The missionaries not only nursed Sang Mary to her child
. o: .. N . . . : YR )
Who finds the one great perfect Copy, Their privilege is to claim the fulfilment of him back to health, but led him to peni- '11\ ]';)’oﬂ‘;?]th;:‘ywl'l?sggieg (:r thee,
P And keeping it ever in view, '
roves, word by word, that his copyin
Is being written sure and true, pying " Tem of the fame and g
Toronvo,

The world will one day give ;
Dream of the life triumphant
Which thou shalt one day live;

—_—
LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER,
STUDIES IN JEWISH HISTORY.

““ Dream of the royal sceptre,
Dream of the kingly crown,
Dream of thy throne exalted,
Thine enemies put down 1

* Isaw in my dreams a Man, mother,

Desolate, outcast, worn ;

. A reed in his hand for g sceptre

B.C. 1445,] LESSON X, [Sept. 8, On his head a crown of thorn,

CALEB’S REWARD, .
Josh. 14. 5.14. Memory verse, 7-9.

““I saw him by all forsaken, .
Bearing all pain, all logs F

I saw him, mocked and derided,
Dying upon a cross,

GoLDEN Texr,

He wholly followed the Lord God of Israel.
—Josh. 14. 14.
OUuTLINE.
1. The Lord’s Follower, v. 5.8,
2. The Lord’s Reward, v. 9-14,

Time.—B.C. 1445 or 1444; about seven
years after the fall of Jericho.

Prace.—1. Gilgal; but not the old camp
ground. This place was about fifteen miles
north of Jerusalem. 2. Hebron; the place

‘It was thy child, sweet mother,
Exiled from love and home H

Nay ! let me wipe thy tears away !
Thus shall his kingdom come "

from which the grapes of Eshcol came ; one of
the oldest cities in the world,

CoNNEcTING LINKS,

The defeat of Ai; the stoning of Achan;
the capture and destruction of Ai; public
blessings and curses at Ebal and Gerizim ; the

_ LAKE
; THE VRITING COM i usT.
trick of the Gibeonites; the battle of Beth-

horon ; the conquest of the north ; the division

RIE.
of the land, th(:l prlomisei of the Spirilt to %heir children, tence, When at length the consul found a PRA I
and their duty is, in depeng ence on this : f i -
M. Caleb’ HOM: R:;AD;N(I;: 5-14 P"O]"ﬂ]se, to “nurture thempin the chasteuing g;isﬁih erzﬁ;:;'sh?l];?t h:ngaiidm?lg}?;\(}e TWENTY YEARS OF FRONTIER LIFE
. Caleb’s reward.—Josh. 14, 5. . and admonition of the Lord,” (} hesians 6. 4. : . ) evi d in 1 V. :
Tu. The promise. —Deut. 1. 93.36, Mark 10. 14.  Suffer the oLt “ehildren to hltf oo d(ine all the evil T could o Uy N WESTERN CANADA— 1342186
W. Wholehearted trust. — Prov, 3. 1-10. come unto me; forbid them not: for of such 2P¢ now 4m going to do good: So
Th. Trust mastering fear.— Pgalm 112, is the kingdom of Giod. }IZI arct:s }P rov;n deip'arted.. and 1 did not > '
F. Trust in the Lord.—Psalm 37, 1.1]. Acts 2. 39. For to you is the promise, and hope to hear from L again.
S. Reward of the upright. —Psalm 37. 27-40.  to your children, Y promise, an " About a year afterward a friend wrote ReV. JOhn MCDOUga“
g ¥
Su. Reward of following fully. —Mark 10, me from Boston : ¢ Your sailor holds out, . s ions bY
23.31. _ I was in Father Taylor's prayer-meeting With 27 full-page orlgmal‘ illustratior:
QuEesTIoNs ¥or Homg Stupy. THE STORY OF Z;]};ana s:}:lorAburs't out, *0 G(?d: !I thank J. E. Laughlin. .
or 5 a ; igi
1. The Lord’s Follower, v, 5.8, MARCUS BROWN. I was dyi:rr ;n ;r;ginb?;lssf:n:f)lﬁ: d:v hfia: Handsomely bound, with original desis>
VHOWZW“ Canaan divided among the tribes? Dr. Cyrus I,I{AMLIN’ the distinguished the streets of Constantin%ple thou g,idst in ink and gold.
orse missionary in Turkey, tellg this remark- 3 ’
th; had already received an inheritance? alle story in his de]ig}}’;tful autobiofrre:;);lly : i?)xcll(; 'f;hg"ngeg\‘;ar:)t; :}?r;:;’ﬁ ;n \(;;1;10\1“0} :ﬁg Only $1.00
erse 3, . . . “It was a hot July day Whezl)l, acei- earne’st rayer,’ ° v
Ve‘r’::.osricelved 1o inheritance, and why? dentally passing the great Turkish custom- “Anoi)l)e{ year passed, and I had g an
)y X ' i ¢ i . ‘
By whose command was the land divided? housf; ui) gia.ldtfl, Co}xllstantmople, I found a letter from Brown, not always correctly Here, in a book of 267 pages, our Vf:ie:s "
What gathering pocuees at Gilgal crowa obstructing the street, ) Penetratmg spelled, but full of life and earnestness, missionary —a veritable * hero of the p r
What noted oo spoke? 1t, I found a poor mortul aganst the wall Tt began, ‘Dear, dear M. Hamlin : Thank —has given us the experiences of the beent
Wh’n.t Promise did he recall, and 1o whom a.p.pnrell(;l_y. dying in the pains of cholera. God T still survive the dead.’ Tt ended, twenty years of his life, all of Whlc?oh:: the
made? 1s condition wag indescribably revolting. ¢ And now I'm blowing Gospel trumpet on  8Pent on the mission fields of Ontar vel, an
gv(;,",old was C?ileb whean sent ag g spy ? I said . the Erie Canal.’ hrnorthwest.  \What stories of travel, i
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