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. . immemorial elvilization—

Heimgang.
* Helmgang " So the German people
Whisper when they hear the bell
Tolllng from some gray old steeple,
Death's famliliar tale to fell ;
When they hear the organ dirges
Swelling out from chapel dome,
And the singers chanting surges,
* Heimgang !*  Always goiug home.

o Ho!n;gang ! Quaint and tender say-
ng,

ways were for a long time little more
than tracks worn out of tha surface of
the virgin land, following principally
the natural features of the country, and
giving evidence that they had never
been systematically made, but were the
outcomo of a8 mere hablt of travel. They
would not admit of the use of & stage-
coach with any degree of comfort or
~afety. Great men only, who could
afford the necessary expense of a foot-
man to run on either side of the coacl
and support it ia rough
places, adopted this
method of travel.

No one feit more keen-
Iy the deplorable con-
dition of the roads thar
the post-boys, who were
obliged continually to
travel over them, and
whoge occupation must
have been anything but
light or agreeable. Cow-
por trings thewa vividly
hefore us {n the “Task” .

“Hark! ‘tis the twang-
fng hornt! . . .
He comes, the herzld of

a noisy world,

TRAVELLING FOST-OYTICE.

In the grand old German tongus,
That hath shaped Melancthon’s praying,
Aud the hymns that Luther sung;

Blessed i3 our loving Maker,
That where'er our feet shall roam,
"+l we journey toward God's acre,
“Weimgang !” Always going home.

HER MAJESTY'S MATL,
BY MISS JUY TWEEDIE.

The most graphic pen, or brilliant {m-

-Ination, must fall in attempting any
vdequate picture f the condition of
soclety without the modern post-office.
As our morning letters arrive and are
handed In at the breakfast table, specu-
lation arises as to their origin; a well-
rknown hand is recognized, interest is ex-
cited by the contents or the well-springs
of emotion are opened—joy Is brought
with the silvered note, or sorrow with
the black {nsignia of death; and thus ab-
sorbed in the matter o? the letters them-
s<lves, no tnought is spared to the past
gnd present labour which has given them
wings or directed their flight.

With spatter’'d boots,
strapped waist, and
frozen locks;

News from ail nations lumbdering at his
back,

True to his charge, the close-packed load
dehind,

Yet careless what he brings, his one
concern

Is to conduct it to the destined inn;

And, having dropped the cxpected bag,
pass on.

He whistles as he goes, light-hearted
wretch,

Cold and yet cheerful : messenger of
grief

Perhaps to thousands, and of joy to
some 3

To him indifferent whether griet or joy.”

Doubtless the temptation of the ale
house, comblned with the freguent bad
roeds and bad westher, explalns the
vexatious delays wkich fnduced letter-
writers to inscribe on their missive,
“Bo this letter dJelivered with great
haste—haste—haste ! Post haste ! Ride,
villain, ride—for thy life—for thy life—
for thy life ™

In 1715, s'x days were required {o per-
form tbe journey between London and
Edinburgh, which rate of speed con-
tinued for forty years. Scotland, in the
year 1715, could not boast of a slugle
horse post, all the wmalls belng

conveyed by foot

posts.

In 1796 the nuin-
ber of men em-
ployed in the Lon-
don post-office for
general post  de-
livery was 126. Ia
1884 the numbder of
men required to
discharge the duty
of letter delivery
was no less than
4,030. The officers
P at present exployed

fn the metropolitan

= e district exceed 10,-
g = 000, Le., exclusive
7 of the postmen

above referred to.
In 1708 the stafl of
the Edinburgh post-
office was composed
of nc more than
seven persuns. Ip
18584 the total num-

msTE ] HASTE] POST RUASIBI]

Notwithstanding the fact that the,

Dost-office {5 pre-eminently a people’s in-
tution, and that from the universality
of its operations it becomes {amiliar to
the rich and the poor, the educated and
the illiterato, yet its internal manzage-
ment and organization are comparatively

onknown. ,
- -It 4s:diffcult to realize that through-
ot the Unitsd Kingdom—whih to
“Jounger countrics socms 8:type.of almost
2 e public bigh=

type.clalmost

ber employed was
839. In 1792 the
staf® of the Glasgow
post-office was composed of oaly e.ght
persons. At present the staff of the
Glasgow post-office aumbers 1,267,

Ono novel department of the postal
system jn. operation on most great post
routes ic the Travelling Post-Ofce. It
ooqsists of two or threo, sometimes more,

“raliway carriages connected dy & Zooded
gangway or passage. {Scscatl) One
slde ol the -carriage 1s occupled by
serfes of pigeon-Roles divided Inxo

The mafl bags are dellvered by an ap-
paratus consisting of an arm or arms
of =tout {ron attachod to the carrlage,
which can be extended outward from the
side, and to the end of which the mall
bag I8 suspended, aud a recefving neot,
also attached to the slde of the carringe,
which can ltkewise be extended ountward
to catch the maijls to bo taken up—this
portlon acting the part of an aerlal traw}
net, to capture the bags suspended from
brackets on the

** Fifteen couples of hounds golag to
the King of the Romans with a free
pasa’

*“Two servant malds going as laund.
resses to my Lod Ambassador Methuen.*

* Threo sults of cloaths for some nobdble-
man’s lady at tho Court of rtugal™

It Is cot to be underatood that tho
things consignad actually passed through
tho post-ofice, but thoy wero admilted
for transport on beard the spacial packet

roadside,

In 1883 the letters,
pust-cards,  books,
circulars, and news-
papers transmitted
through the Br'''eh
post office daring
that year numbered
1,853,641,400. That
total welght, ex-
clusive of the mail
bags, would exceed
42,000 tons, which
would be sufficient
to provide full
freight for a fleat
of twenty-one stips
carrying 2,000 tons
of cargo each. What
a burden of sorrows,
Joys, scandalg, mid-
night stedies, pa-

tient labours, busi-
ness energy, and
everything good or
bad preceeding from
the hrviuan heart and brain does not this
represent. In view of the great quan-
tity of correspondence conveyed by the
post, as well as the hurry and bustle in
which letters are oftem written, it is not
astonishing that writers should oc-
casionally make mistakes in addressing
their lettera ; but it will perhaps create
surprise that one year's letters which
could neither be deolivered as addresseaq,
nor returned to the senders through the
Dead Letter Office, were over half a mil-
lion {n number?! Letters posted in
ccvers altogether witboct address num-
ber 28,000 in the year, while loose stamps
found {n post-offices reach the annual
tetal of 65,000. For the United King-
dom, one years issue of pustago stamps
amounts in weight to no less than 114

DAILY OOURANT,

ships of Government, safling for pur-
poses of the post-ofiice. Petty fracds
are committed on the post-otfice to a
large extent at the present day by the
senders of newspapers who infringe tho
rules by enclosing all sorts of things be-
tween the leaves, such as cigars, to-
bacco, collars, gloves, music, sermons,
etc. People in the United States angd
Canada are much given to theso prac-
tices, as i3 shown by the fact that in one
half of the year 1874 more than 14,000
newspapers were detected with sueh ar.
ticles secreted in them. The Cape Dia-
moad robbery of 1850 may be referred
to as an example o! the great robberies
which have been perpetrated on the
post-ofice  The valuc of the dlamonds
stolen at that time was £60.000.

The addresses cf ietiers passing

tons.

Ia the Christmas week of 1882 the extra
correspondence which passed through the
London post-office was estimated at four-
teen mfillions, including registered let-
ters (presumably containing preseuts of
value), of which there was no less than
three tons.

The post-ofiice i3 not only calied upon
to perform the duty of expeditiously coa-
veyinog the correspondence entrusted to
1t, but is mads the vehicle for the car-
riage of an almost endless variety
of small artlcles.

through tha post have often very curisus

; features arlsing from varlous causes.
) Sometimes the whole writing ia so bad
, 28 to be all but {llegible: sometimes the

orthography is extremely at fault: oc-

! casionally the writer, having forgotten

| the precise addrexs, makes use of a

| paraphrase; sometimes the addresses are
i insufficlent, and sometimes they are con-

jolned with shetches on the envelopes
; showing artistic taste and comic spirit.
(See cut 3).

Arong taese aro
the following—many
of them having been
alive whea posted—
viz., beetles, bees,
gold-finches, cater-
oillars, crabs, frogs,
lceches, moles, owls,
rabbits, rats, squir-
rels, snalls, snakes,
worms, toads, etc.;
also artificial teeth,
artificial eyes,
cream, egge, minco
pies, musical instru-
ments, ointments,
pork pies, revolvers,
gausages, tobaceo,
cigars, e¢tc. Ucca-

sionally the send-
ing of llvc reptiles
through the post-
office gives rise to
a lively scene when the snake's hiss has

had been enclosed.

FRANKING LETTERS.

The unb'ushing way in which the
British post-office in its earlier days was

of a totally different clzss, will be per-
celved from the following cases:
*“Dr. Creighton, carrying with him 2

groux;smr ,eanen!gneg of sorting lctterz.

.t

oOw and divers ot_.hex- necegsaries.”

escaped from the packages in which he X

called upon not only to convev rranked °
letters, dut, under forged franks, articles -

‘ QUEEE ADDKESSES,

Tho folluwidg addressen aro made use
{ o! apparently ow!ng to the correct ad-
i dresses being lost, but the directions
; glven serve their purpose and the Ictters
; were duly delivered .

* This 18 for 21d Mr. Milly, what prigts
the paper in Lancaster whbere tho gaol s,
| Just read him as soon as & cumes to the

post-office.™
I “Nr. Travelling Band, one of

i four playing in the wtreet
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Persha (Pershore)
Worcestershire.
Please to find him it possible.”’

“This i for her that makos dresses

for lndiex that Jives at tother side of the

road to James Brocklip.
Kdensover, Chesterfleld.”

““I'his 18 for tho young gir! that wears
Apectucles, who minds two babies.
30 Bheriff Street
Oft Prince Edwin Street Liverpool.”

* To my sister Jean
Up the Canongate
Down a Closo
Edinburgh.
She has a wooden leg”

“My dear Aunt Sue as lives in the
Cottago by the wood near the New
Forest.”

It occasionally happens that when the
eye 18 unable to make out an address
the ear comes to the rescue. In London
a lottor came directed to

* Mr, Owl O'Nell
General Post Office.”

But no cie was known there of that
name. A clerk looking at the letter
commencad to repeat aloud, ** Mr. Owl
O°'Nell, Mr. Owl O’Nell,” when another
clerk, hearing him, exclaimed, * Why !
that must be intended for Mr. Rowland
HilL” whick indeed proved to be the
case. A simllar circumstance happened
in Edinburgh with a letter from Aus-
tralia addressed to

* Mr.

John 7 Scotland.”

It proved to be fntended for Johns-
haven, a village in the north of Scotiand.

In another instance tho sddress—** 23
Adne Edle Street, London "—proved to
be intended for 2 Threadneedle Strest,
London, Agaln—* No. 52 Oldham and
Bury, London "—was written for No. 52,
Aldermanbury, London.

The letter of which cut 2 represents
tho address was posted at Newcastle-on-
Tyne, and delivered to the editor of
The Courant fn Edinburgh. It repre-
sents, it will be observed, a deer * cour-
ant” A fac-simile of & portion of the
communication enclosed is presented in
cut 4, which will give an fdea of the in-
torest attaching to editorial work, and
afford valuable iuformation to the reader.

In the London post-ofiice indistinctly
adgGressed letters sre at once set aside,
80 as not to delay the work of sortation,
and are carried forthwith to a set of
special officers wno have an aptitude for
deciphering Sudistinet writing.  These
officers, by a strange contradiction i the
senge of things, are called the * biind
officers.” and here the letters are rapidly
dispssed of. The “blind officers ™ are
furnished with gazetteers, and other
works containing the names of gontle-
men’s estates, farms, etc.

ODPD REQUESTS.

Among other letters are some reguest-
fog Information concerning property :

‘ United States.

“Will you do me the kind favour as
jyou are the post master and able to know
as I judge of. It is this, give me the
full pame anG address of any ‘ Mac—"°
that yvyon know of in England, or in
Scotland, or Ireland, or Wales, or in
India, or at or in any other country that
¥You know of, with thelr full names and
correct address, so that I can write to
them myself. If you have any pamphlet
with the names of parties who have died
and left money send es I want such in-
formatfoy.”

A farmer in the country wantsa post-
master as go-between in a little business
matter and pens him a few lines to the
following offect :

" John - acting as o Farmer here
would be very.-much Zbdliged to the Post-
master it he would be s0 good as to name
a suitadtle party at to whom he
might zell a 30 stone pig of good quality
well—for he nnderstands it is tbe best
place to sell.  The plg Is now quite
ready for killing.”

The Dead Letter Offico must oceasion-
ally ,be supposed to be a repository for
the human dead, as inquiries for deceased
persoas are sormetimes addressed to the
* Decd Ofice. Thus:

“YWe have heard In the paper about
12 or 14 months back, Aary Ann—the
servant girl at London was dead. Please
send it to Printer's ofiice by return of
post whether there was a swmall fortune
left for ——.»

"1 write a line two soe it you hard
ennything of oy husband - that was left
at f1l.  Please will you rite dback
by retarn of pest as we are in great
trouble”

In a suburban district of London, where
thers were two terraces beaging exactly ,
the same designation, there wero resid- ,
ing at the same number in each two per- {

song having not only the same surnamo
but the same Christinn nume. Tho fol-
lowing caso of almost {dontical addressos
was also brought to light .

“Mr. Audrew Thom
Bootmaker
8 Southbridge Street
Alrdrie,” and
*Mr Andrew Thom
Boot-Top Manufacturer
86 Southbridge Streeot
Edinburgh.”

For many years past it has been {n-
cumbent upon ail candidates sreking em-
ployment o the post-office. as in other
public departments, to undergo medical
examination with the view of sccuring
healthy persons for the service; and in
the course of such examinatlons it s
necessary for the medical oficer to in-
quire into the health ot the parents,
brothers, and sisters of the candidate,
otc. ‘The following arc examples of an-
swers recelved :

-~ Father had sunstroke and I caught it
of him.”

** My little brother died of some funny
name."”

* A great white cat drawed my sister’s
breath and she died of §t.”” A parent
died of * apper plexity,” another died of
* Parasles.” One ‘caught Tlber rever
in the Hackney Road,” apother had
* goarnders,” a third, * burralger in the
head.” Some of the other complaints
were described as * rummitanic pains,”
‘ carracatfc fever,” *“{ndigestion of the
lungs,” “toncertina in the throat,”
‘* pistoles on the back.” (ae candidate
stated that his * sister consumpted, now
she's quite well again,” while the sister
ot another was stated to have ‘ died of
compulsfon.”
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JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUB.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
NOVEMBER 7, 1887.

David's psalm of faith and love.—
Pealm 27.

TRE ACUTHOR-

David may well be designated * the
sweet singer of Israel” His compost-
tions are full of sweetness. Readers
are captivated. There is more of joy-
ousness than lamentation. We should
think that none can peruse the entire
book without being benefited spiritually.
A selection of the Psalms might be read
daily with profit.

.THE TITLE OF THR PSALM.

** Jehovah is my delight and my salva-
tion.” Preclous words! Light, saiva-
tion, strength. Light s beautiful.
What a contrast from darkness. Salva-
tion, deliverance from danger. Strength,
ability to perform tke duties of 1life.
God is light, salvation and strength to
all who trust in him. One writer says
that the three words are “ a triple shield
against suadry terrors, as sufficlent to
ward them off.”

RNRATES.

Verse 2. Compared to feroclous beasts,
whose object was to devour and dastroy.
Thesg coul.. not harm the grod man,
not even should their numbder be a host

too vast to sompute. David feels such
conttdonce that he wuas able to bld de-
flanco to all thelr attacks intended for
his destruction.

NOULLE RESOLUTION.

Verse 4. He was decided In respect
to his future course. He was a lover
of God’s house, and all other things were
made subservient to it. He sot great
value upon the services of the sanctuary,
because thoy enabled him to geot into
closoer relationship with God. The re-
mainder of the Pyalm is expressive of
the Psalmist's resolve to remain stead-
fast, as he felt -ertain that he would
be sefe and securo, and would bocome
stronger and stronger to thoe end of life.
Let overy one act & similar part.

ACOURAOCY IN SMALL " HINGS.

Careful attention to small things often
copstitutes the difference between thor-
ough and superficial scholarship. Tha
true man of sclence, the naturalist, the
mathematician, the chemist, the elec-
triclan, gives attention to the most
minute as well as to the greater thizgs.
They see what otlier men fafl to discorn,
and this constitutes the basis of their
larger knowledge. Here i8 8 very simple
fllustration, one out of thousands:

‘“A young arist once ca'led upon
Audubon, the great student of birds, to
show him drawings and paintings. Au-
dubon, after examining his woark. sald :
‘I Nke it very much, but it is deficlent.
You have painted the legs of this bird
nicely, except in one respect. The scales
are exact in shape and colour, but you
have not arranged them correctly as to
number.’

**] never thought of that, said the
artist.

* ¢ Quite 1i:ely,’ sald Audubon. *Now,
upon this upper ridge of the partridge's
leg there are just so many scales. You
have too many. Examine the legs ot a
thousand partridges, and you will find
the scales the same in number.”

*“This lesson shows how Audubon be-
came great—Dby patient study or small
things.”

JUST FOR TU 4.
BY BEATRICE YORE.

School had just begun, and the bazz
of study fllled the air when Tommy
Jones entered the room and crept to his
seat. He was the worst boy in school,
and always playing Jokes on the other
childgen. He p.etended to study at first,
but presently he nudged his desk mate
and whispered: “I say, Johnny, let's
have some fun with the boy that cams
iz yesterday. He lives two miles from
here, and he is not going home till
nearly dark to-night, eo we might dress
up as ghosts and gcare him.”

Johnny readily asscated, he bhelng al-
ways ready to follow some bolder nature,
th;:rugh too tiwmnid to take the lead him-
self.

After school Tommy went home and
tcok one of the sheets from his bed and
get some matches and sot out toward
the spot where he and Johnny had
agreed to meet, a lonely spot in the
woods through wiich Virgil Hanley had
to pass. Johunny soon came, similarly
equipped. It was already dusk, and
they bad to burry into thelr ghostly ont-
fit lest Virgil should come. They wet
the matches and made rings of the wet
sulphur around their eyes and all over
thelr faces, and wrapped the sheets
about them. Johnny looked frightened
when Tommy turned to him for ap-
proval, for the marks upon his face
glowed like fire in the dusk.

Just then they heard a meorry whistle,
and Virgll came hurrying along. He
was a sensitive-looking lad, just the sub-
Ject for a practical joke. They hid till
he had gone past and then stepped out
and Tommy gave a shriek that echoed
through the air. The sound startled
Virgll, and he turned quickly, but w=ns
utterly unprepared for the sight that met
his gaze. He stared at the two Jgures
tilt they suddenly staried toward him,
and then he tried to run away, gave a
gasp, and fell like a log.

The boys had not expected that their
Joke would go so far; they thought they
would simply have & good laugh at his
fright. Theyr ran toward him and were
horror-stricken at the look of terror on
his face. They tried to revive him, bdbut
tafled.

Finally Tommy told Johnny to run for
help while he stayed with Virgil. The
doclor came back with Johnny, but there
was no help for Virgilk,. Ho died soem
after from the effects of the fright. Al

the excuse the boys could give was that

they bad done it * just for fun.”

It was a terrfble lesson to them, and
they never played anmother practical joke.
~—Sunday-school Visitor.

-

. [ coming-straight. ~1o3: HS..

Duty.

Straight and firm mark out the furrow,
Drop therein the golden grain ;
Do thy task, and rise to-morrow
Ready to begin again.
One day like another passing,
Acts and deads of little show,
Garnered seeds may be amassiug,
Whence the harvest flelds shall grow.

Bravely, then, the ploughshare ¢riving,
Faint not, nor withdraw thy hand ;

Dutfes done by carnest striving
Leave their traces o’er thoe land.

Hard the labour, few the pleasuras,
Dull the task no others share ;

But each step that duty measures
Leadeth up a golden stalr.

Sing, then, in the early morning,
Going forth to work alone ;
Sing at evening, heme returning,
Counting up the day’s work done.
Light the footsteps evor wending
Duty’s worn and dusty ways ;
Light the heart itself expending,
Dead to theught of human pralse.

Dead to self, intensely loving,
In the noble throbs that move
Hearts which weary uot in giving
Life for life, and love for love.
Love of souls and love of duty,
Fear of falsehood, hate of wrong—
These shall clothe thy life with beauty
Worthy of the poet's song.

“IT WON'T SBINK.”
BY BEV. MARK GUY PEARSE.

Some years ago, when I was living on
the east coast of England, I often used
to go to sea for a night's trawling.

My companion on such occasions was
2 brave fisherman, himself at once the
capiain and crew of his craft. Though
sl & young man when he decided to* be
a soldier and servant of the Lord Jesus,
vet his early life had been a somewhat
wild one; and his career on board a ship
that had regularly been engaged In
smuggling, had given him many adven-
tures of peril and daring. As for cur
craft she was not much to look at; used
chiefly for dredging the stones from
which the *“ Roman ” cement {3 prepared,
she carried the marks of her hard ser-
vice; but she had one quality that cov-
ered many defects, she could stand any
amount of sea, as my friend had often
proved—and I, too, sometimes, in the
flerce easterly gales that broke upon that
coast. With a stove for cooking, and a
snug cabin for sleeping in, the roughness
of it 2ll rather added to the enjoyment.
But it was the company of my fisherman
friend that was the special charm of
these nights at sea. Simple and God-
feariug, a qulet happiness seemed always
singing in his soul, that often broke out
in some glad song of praise together as
we drifted in the still evening or flew
bolore a stiff breeze. A man, too, who
thought much, and had little opportunity
for teiking, so that I got {from him many
an opinion about things in general that
it was good to hear.

It was as we sat together at daybreak,
on a lovely morning in June, that he told
e this story. We were drifting quietly
along with the trawl overboard; not a
sound was there to break the perfect
stillness, except oniy the lapping of the
water against the boat.

Presently my friend began—* Ah, sir,
this is very different from what it used
to be in the old times. We never used
to think much about the beauty of the
sea or the sky when the day broke—nor
about God elther. e would get out
our telescopes, and sweep the sea all
round to find if tke government cutter
was in sight, and only wished that -the
darknezs bad lasted an hour or two
langer, that we might have get our cargo
ashore.”

“Y can Temember once”™—and he
laughed as he spoke—* though there—it
was no Jaughing matter then, at any rate,
for us. There was one morning when
we cauvghi sight of her—far off, almost,
as you could see, but for all that we
knew her rig in 2 minute, and terridly
put about we were too—for we had a full
ca~go on board. At first we hoped that
she wasn’t =after us—or tried to, any-
how. But very soon all hope was gone.
She was bearing dowa upon us, sir, as
straight as a line.

“ Of course we knew we could never
get away from her, do what we might
Weo looked at each other, for every man
knew well ezough that it we were caught
it meant prisop for us—and it meant the
loss of the cargo and skip toc—sawn In
two, Tight across; that was her pnnish-
ment, sir, in these times. "We were still
enough for & micate or so, all of us
waiting for the capiain to speak, and
tacre all the time -that speck-of-a salt
-t -was. plain:

£l
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enough that she was bound for, and gain-
ing upon us, too.

* Presently ho spoke out, ‘ Well, lads,
there's no help for it that I can geo, but
this—let them come and find a clear hold
and an empty ship. ‘They may make of
it what they can then. A man can’t
swing for that anyhow.’

* Well, sir, at it we went. e put a
8afl over the side of the ship for a blind,
and then to work., It was tobacco dono
up in canvas bags, made handy for the
sake of easy carrying. Half of us went
down in the hold, and flung up the bo~s
as fast as ever we could; and tho rest
wero slipping them over the side of the
ship, under the sail and joto tho sea.
Eb, how we worked! ‘Heave away,
lads,’ the captain kept saying; ‘as well
not do it at all as leave a bag bahind—a
single one will show them the game
we've been up to.

“Bit by bit we were stripped to the
wafst, and steaming with the heat of it
from captain to cabin-boy. Pity enough
it seemed, to be flinging the stuff over
like that; but it was too late to thilnk
about that now. ‘At it, my hearties,’
says the captain, ‘It wil] be something
to Jaugh at to sec the officer come aboard,
and set his chaps tc search the ship, and
{h:ld an empty holl. Heave away, my
ads.’

‘“ We laughed at the captain’s joke, and
worked all the flercer for his bit of fun.
Of course the hold soon began to show
the difference in the cargo, working as
we were. But we weére beginning to
get a bit fagged and spent.

“‘Fling away, lads,’ the captain kept
saying, himselt dolng the work of two
men. ‘They will spoll our laughing it
they find anything left.’

*And then again it was still, oxecept
the splashing of tho bags in the sea.

‘“We were teginning to think that we
should do it.

A quarter of an hour more, and ‘tis
clear, cried the captain, joytully; and
every man felt ¢hat he could breathe
again. We were golng at it for our
lves, and never an eye or an ear for
anything else.  Presently the ecaptain
sees that the boy was getting a bit done
up, and he tells him to run out and look
how the cutter was coming along. He
was gone for a second, and then he came
back, and you woutldn't have known him.
We =all stopped to look at him—we
couldn’t help it. His face was as white
as death; and there he stood, with his
eyes staring as if they would drop out of
his head. His mouth was wide ¢pen,
but be couldn’t say a word, and his
hands were stretched out before him.
The captain began swearing at him, and
agsked him what he meant. But the lad
he couldn’t utter a scund. It was more
like a boy out of his senses than any-
thing else. Then the captain jurmps up
and grips his arms and shakes hfm.
The poor little fellow managed to gasp
out—* It won't slnk " And he foll down
in a faint.

“It won't sink! We guessed in a
moment what he meant., We hurried
away to the stern c?f the ship, but no-
body expected to see anything 1ike the
sight that wag waiting for us there—a
sight, sir, to fetch a man's heart out of
him. It was a beautiful morning, like
this. And there right away in the
glstening track of the sun was the
cargo. You could see the line of the

. canvas bags, rising with the bit of swell,
and shining in the light, one after the
other, reaching away to the cutter her-
self; there they were, every ons of them
proclaiming our gutlt to al! the heaven
above u3, and to every ship that was up
and aown the coast. Our hands just
went down, sir, and there we sat, every
one of us still as death, with his eyes set
on that dreadful line of evidence agalast
us, and every man with those words
ringing in his soul—' it won't sink '”

. - - - - - - -

My friend was silent for 2 minute or
two, and I -thounght the story was
finished, at any rate so far as he cared
to tell itt I had turned to enjoy the
delicious stiliness and the exquisite
beauty of the scene, when he began
again, but in another tone—

“Well, sir, it did not end there. I
Nttle thought at the time what would
coree out of that empty bold; and least
of all that it could be any good. Of
course I often used to think a dbit seri-
ously about things, and meant tv mend;
dut comebow it never came to aaything.
Still my dear old mother kept praying on
for me, and in spite of everything sho
would always hold to it that 1 should
come right some day. ‘Prayer is not
much good if it isn't s_.onger than the
dovi® and sin,’ she would say, even when
tather and the rest of them had given
me up. It was somwewhere about two
or three years after the adventure with
the cutter, that one night—tho Iast night
fn:tho year, it was—I had.gone down the

; somo wild fowl, for there were & good
! many in the river. It was a dull mia'y
night when I started 1 got down somo
distance and thon pushed away in undor
the bank, walting for the moon to got
up. It was all as still and quist as
could bo, with never a sound but notw
and then the cry of & curlow, or the
wings of tbe wild ducks overhead. The
moon was getting up bohind the hill, cud
the trees were standing all black against
the light, and the stlver shinlug between
thelr trunks and branches. From ever
80 far off thoro came the sound of a peal
of bells, ringing the old year out.

**Tho last night of the year, I sald
to myself. Of course I couldn't heip
fecling a bit sad at the words, though I
can hardly tell why. DBut as [ sat there
in the stlilness, it began to come to my
mind how I used to kneel down at my
mother's side while she taught me to
pray. I could hear her volico quite
plaiu telling me of one good man and
another, and of what they bad done to
mwake the world better. And I felt her
hand Iaid upon my head again, and
could see her sitting by the fire with her
eyes closed and her lips moving, and I
knew she was praying God to bless me.

“1 sighed as I thought of it all, and
snfd half alonad, ‘ If I dled to-night, there
Isn't a soul in the worid that would
thank God that I ever lived.! I began
to feel as if out of joint with everything.
The more 1 thought of it the plalner I
saw that my whole life was a fallure.
God had made meo for himself, and here
Y am llving as if thers were no God, and
no eternity. There would be a terrible
account to settle some day. And hero
another year was almost gone.

“1 did not think myself any very great

thero in the mist and shadow of that] away up into tho heavens—thoro was

sido of tho river, and there came a flock -
of ducks right down within easy shot. I |
was thinking about tbs pledgo and nover '
saw them tll they were right on me,
Then I put my gun to my shouldor, and
in a minute mcoe I should have & brace,
but that vory second it came into iny
mind that the public-house whore I meti
my mates was called ‘ The Wild Drako.’
* You shall go, 1 cried out, half taugh-
ing as I said it—+ go for a (oken that Ly
Qod's holp 1 havo done with * The Wil
Dmmke” for over and eover' Woll, I
Lpew I should make short work of tho
old company, and of the old ways, too,
as soon as I had done with the drink.
Then 1 thought of one thing and an-
other. I would go with mother or SBun-
days, and a half a dozen things would
come to my mind that 1 would have dono
with. My resolution scomed to grow
with every new surieader, und all my
heart was lighter and gladder for every-
thing that I gzeve up. My whole life
shouid be changed, and this new year
should have n brighter tale to tell than
any that I had ever llved before. ‘Then
I thought I would push off the bont and
get away home, and tell the dear old
mother what I meant to do.

* Ah, sir, I can never forget it. 1 had
pished off and turned round homeward,
and just settled to the oars, feeling &s it
everything was right—wind and tide and
all was fajr. There right in front of e
was the glistening water, stretching ltke
a sheat of silver away towards the moon.
In an Instant it al! flashed back upon me
as plain as I ever saw anything in my
life, I could =ee the cabin-boy with his
prle face and lis bands stretched out,
and I secemed to hear him cry again—

sinner—not then—for I never got drank,
nor went into bad ways like other fel-
lows did. As for smuggling, It never
occurred to meo that there was any harm
in that, except for the company it
brought me into. It was the emptipess
and uselessness of my life that Kkept
troubling me. The mooL was rising
higher, and the light fell on the flat
stretch of shore opposite to me, gleam-
ing in the pools here and there, aud in
the little curves and hollows that the tide
had loft. And somehow it came to be
a picture of my life—it lay ugly and
useless llke the mud—no good. You
couldn't grow anythiag in it, and couldn’t
even walk on it; or bduild om |t
there was no foundation for any-
<hing, A Ule like that mud-bank,’
1 said tc myself with a ehudder.
3y sad thoughts went slowly sink-
ing down within me, unt{l now the mioon
rode clear and full in the sky, lighting
up all the woods opposite to me, and
seeming to make it stiller than ever.
Then out upon the silence came the
pealing of the bells. Should the new
year be no better than the rest 2—oanly
another stretch of mud, fonl and ugly
and uscless ¢

*“* bowed my hezd on tho side of the
boat, and prayed God to help me. By
his grace, from that night I woild be
another man. T would just give up azy-
thing, everything I cculd think ~* that
hindered my being a good man. Though
I did not get drunk, I made up my mind
to have done with the drink; never would
1 cross the threshold of the public-bouse
aga‘n.n

My friend laughed as he came {o this
part of the story. ‘T signed the pledge.
sir, but it was io o nmew fashion, too—
perkaps-never a femperance pledge wes

‘ot p. WON'T SINE.”

‘It won't gslnk?!? I had been clesring
the hold, pitching the cargo into the sea,
but ¢here it was; right away behind me,
like as i1t ft. stretchbed up %o tho very
throne of God, there was every word that
I had ever spoken; everything that I had
ever done, every wish that I had ever
felt—there it lay, right out in the light
of God. My soul sank down in helplesa-
ness and borror. ‘It won't sink ¥ were
the wcrds that kept riaging over and
over agaln {n my ears.

“I just flung myself at the oars with
a desperats flercezess. It .us no good
my try‘ng—not a bit. 1t did nct matter
>hat 1 did; there seemed nothing slse for
it but to give right in to everything that
was bad  Whatever I did, wherever I
went, there was all the past strotching
out Defore God—nothing forgotten ;
nothing baurfed! 1t was no vse playing
the fool like this any longer—elcaring
the hold when the cargo wouldn't sink.
Tears fillea my eyes, partly because all
my hopes were gone, and partly because
I was so0 helpkss to make things any
better. 1 just pulled away flerce and
almoest mad, wishing with every stroke
of the oar that I could get down under
the watce and end #t allL

“Everything seemed to mock me. So
on in that stillness I went, feeling the
wretchedest goul that ever lived, just as
it I was dragging that dreadfui past
after me with every stroke of the oar.
1 couldn't undo a thing of {t, couldn’t
unsay & word! It scomed a mockery
to ring bells in a world like this,

“ But 88 I pulled on the flerconess died
out of me, until all that I felt was a
great burden of helplessness. My hold
ot the oars grew slacker, until I stoppea
pulling altogether, and just drifted with
the tide. ‘Tears filled my oyes and

only a star or two shining, but somohow
it made mo fool that God was looking
down upon mo, and suroly, I thought, he
musat pity me. Could 1 not kneel down
and tell him all about 1t? ' And my
motbers sayings camo 0 my mind—that
prayer (s stronger thar thoe dovil and
sin. T pulled ashore and kacoled down
and began to pray. I just ploaded gullty
to it all. *Thore it lles, Lord, floating
oat under thino eya, all tho past,’ 1 cried
In my distress, I wold him that 1 did
want to start afresh, but that it was no
use it I had always to go dregging the
pust after me llko this. I did oot lke
to ask the Lord to sipk it al), but 1 did
ask him what ho could do with it. The
more I prayed the ruore sure I felt thag
ho would kelp me. ¥ had forgotten all
about the time, and just knesled on iu
prayer, How long 1 had been thero }
can't tell, perhaps for an hour or more
‘Taen all in a moment, I don't know how,
but I could soorer doubt my own life
than doubt this, it was llke a blazo of
lght on my mind—ovorything was as
ciear as dgy. The Lord Jesus Christ
bad come on purpose to deliver me from
that past. It was gono—all gone. It
was all cut off and sunk. I looked, and
it was as {t I could sce across the shin-
ing water, and thero was not a spoek
upon it, not one black sin lelt flosting
there. My slns weroe hurled In the
depths of the sea. 1 shouted for joy.
No poor condemned sinnor ever folt 8o
glad at his cscape as I did that night.
The past was sunk—no eyo could see it:
none could over find It agoin; it was
gone, to be remombered against me no
more for ever. ‘Turp where I would it
was sunshine and calm. Thero was no
condemna‘fon. Once agalz I looked up
with my cyes filled with tears, but they
were tears of joy this time, .

“8o that {8 what came out of that
suhmer morsing’s adventure. And that
fs how I began the New Year. thank
0d, and how I began a new 1ita, too.
I have very often thought of it since
and said to myself—* It's no good clear-
ing the hold it tho carga won't sink.’*

EEEP WAX AWAY PROM THE 5UN.

“1 lost my temper again to-day,” sald
Madge, dolefully.

“How dld it come about ¥ asked her
mother. *“Every timo that happeas ft
{s easler again.”

“Oh, I just went home wiith Sara and
Belle, and they teased mo, as they always
do. They mimicked my volce and made
fun of the way I held my hands in giv-
ing my recitation. They know I can’t
bear to be mimicked. I get furious in
a minute

“ It seems to me,” sald Auat Rebecen,
looking up from her work, *that the
safest thing for you would bs to keep
away from those girls. Thoy always
stir you up, and you know it. Thero is
an old saying that ° he that hath a head
of wax may not walk in the sun.’*

Madge laughed at the quaint words,
but her mother safd, serfousiy: * Daugh-
ter, your temper grows hot ar & teasing
word as quickly as wax melts in tho sun:
and since you know your weakness, one
way to help it s to keep awey from
temptstion. °Tis the only safe 2nd gen-
sible way, und yon will do well to follow
it."—Sunday Evzngelist.

! When I Have Time.

When T have time, soc many thiogs I'll do
To make 1o happier azd moro falr,
For those whose lives are crovided now
with care.
I'tt heip to Iift them from thelr low
despalr—
When I have time!

When I have time, the friend I love so
well
Shall ﬁow no more these weary, tolling

5.
T'11 1ead hov feet in pleasant paths slways,
And cheer her heart with words of
sweetest praise—
When T have time !

Thea youa hava time, the friend you aold
80 dear

May be beyond the reach of sll your
sweet intent,

May never knmow that you so kindly

meant
To 81l her lita with sweet content—
When you had time !

Now i8 the time !
wait

To scatter loving smiles aad words of
cheer

To those around, whose lives are now ro
drear.

They may not necd you in the comi-g
year—

Now 18 the time?

Ah ¢ friend, no lonper

. .. -river: 10y boat, Thinking X.mlght sob:| slsaed that way before.
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PLEABANT

HOURSB.

Tho Builders.

HY 11, W, LONGYELLOW,

Al are architects of Fate,
Working in theso wulls of tlme,
Some with massive deeds and great,
Homoe with ornaments of rhyme.

Nothing ueoless is, or low ;
Euch thing In its pluco 18 hest ;
And what scems bhut idle show,
Strengthens and supports the rost.

Ior the structure thut we raise,
Time is with materinls filied.

Uir to-days and yesterdays
Are the blocks with which we bufld.

Truly shape and fashion these ;
Leave no yawning gaps between ;

Think not becauso uo man sees,
Such things wil} rowain unseen,

In the elder days of art,

Bullders wrought with greates: care
Lach minuto and unseen part;

For tho gods sce overywhere.

Lot us do our work as well,
Both the geen and the unseen :
Make the house where God may dwel’,
Beautiful, ontire and clean.

SHIPS AT SEA.

It would be difficult tv meke any near
guess at the number of vessels of all
sorte and sizes that, at this very mo-
ment, aro scudding along beforo wind
and storm over the great expanse of
ocean. On the Atlantic's broad bosom
the ‘ greyhounds ” of the ocean pass and
repass every day on thelr rapid journeys
from port to port. Here it is chiefly the
monsterg of the ship-building art that
ars to be seen—the glants that fiv along
rogardless ot all winds, whether for or
againat them; but nearer the coaste of
America and Great Britain thousands of
lovely white sails may be seen gracefully
skimming over the green wateis in all
directions and on every varicty of pur-
poge. On the banks of Newfoundlarnd,
where the becttom of the sca rises up in
a great flat platcau and makes the water
comparatively shallow, numbers of fish-
ing boats are engaged every year catch-
log fisk for consumption all the world
aver. Thick fogs of the worst descrip-
tion almost invariably hang over this
region, and the poor men are often in
great danger of their lives. The larger
voggels engaged in this work are packed
with numbers of small boats called
“dingies,” and when a good spot has
been reached the men turn out in these
smaller boats, and often the fog comes
on go thickly tbat they are unable again
to find the mother-craft and are lost—
engulfed by the first big wave that comes
along with the freshening breeze.

GOOD TOR EVIL

Whern Madame Sontag first began her
augical career (u Vienna, she was hissed

1 the stage by her rival, Amelia Stein-
nger. Years went by, and one day, in
aer glory, Madame Sontag was riding
urough the streets of Berlin, when she
aoticed a little girl leading a blind wo-
wman along the walk, and she called to
her and saig, * Who is that you ure
leading 2"

* Why,” said the little girl, * don't you
kpow ? That is my mother, Amelia
Stelnenger. She used to be the great
singer once, but she lost her volce; ana
then she cried s0 much about it that her
eyes went blind."”

*“Give her my love,” said Madame
Sontag, * and tell bher that in a few days
an old acquaiatance wiil call upon her.”

The next week, in the city of Beriin,
a vast multitude gathered at a benefit
for the poor blind woman, and it is safd
that Madame Sontag cang that night us
she never sang before; and to the day of
her dcath she took care of Amelia Stein~
enger, and then she took care of her
child after her.

THE MOST NORTHERLY SUNDAY-
SCHOOL,.

The most northerly Sunday-school in
the world, it is thought, is that con-
nected with a Methodist Episcopal
church at Hammerfest, in Norway, in
seventy degrecs north latitude. Rev.
Olo C. Oisen, the pastor of the church,
in a letter written some time ago to the
Methodist Sunday-school Board, at New
York, says: * At certain times of the
year. the school is kept by lamplight,
bdut in the summer time thoy can, if they
Nke, keep it at midnight by the light
ot tho sun.” Hammerfest, being located
nearer than 23 1-2 degrees to the north
pole by S 1-8 degrees, enjoys for a little

. that 8 above the burlzon during the en-

while the iInteresting experionce of a sun

tre twenty-four hours, just as {n mid-
winter for some time tho sun s not seen
at all.  Bat how beautiful the thought
that in those tnhoespltahle climes the sun
of God's Word ehines with the same
brightness and beauty as with us. And
in thoelr school tho same lesson is studied
cach Sunday upon which we are engaged
In our schools.

A LAND WITHOUT TAMZ ANIMALS,

Japan {8 a land without domsstic anl-
mals. There are no cows—the Japanese
neither drink milk nor eat meat. “There
are but few horses, and theso aro im-
ported maluly for the usv of foreigners.
The treight carts in the streets are pulled
angd pushed by coolies, and the pleasure
carriages are drawu by men. There arn
but few dogs, and these aro nelther used
as watchdogs, beasts of burden, nor in
hunting, except by forefgners. ‘There
are no shoep fn Japanp, und wool is not

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THB ACTS8 AND RPISTLES.

LESSON VI.—-NOVEMBER 1.
PAUL IN MELITA AND ROME.
Actg 28. 1-16. Memory verses, 3-0.

GOLDEN TEXT.
We know that all things work together
gorzsgood to them that love God.—Rom.
- OUTLINE.
1. Saved, v. 1-6.
2. Honoured, v. 7-10.
3. Welcomed, v. 11-16.
Time and Pluce.—Close to those of the
last lesson.

HOME READINGS.

Paul {n Melita and Rome.—Acts 28.
1-6.

M.

BRI¥S AT 8EA,

used in clothing, silk and cotton being
the staples. There are no pigs—pork is
an unknown article of diet, and lard is
not used in cooking. There are no goats
or mules or donkeys. Wild animals
there are, however, and in particular
gt;ars of enormous size—YX.ondoz Tid-
ts.

OUR SINS EELPFD.

_A little girl in a mission school sat
upon the front seat, and waer the super-
intendent was telling about how they
nailed Jesus on the cross the tears camo
into ber eyes and she bhad to get up and
go out. In the afternoon she came back
smiling. The superintendent asked her:
* Mary, where did you go this morning ?”
She repited : * Oh, teacher, I couldn’t
stand v whea you spoke to us about
Jesus being nalled on the cross, for I
felt just as it I had helped to pound the
nails tn, znd I went oft a little piece
froun the school and got down on my
knees and told Jesus that my sins had
helped to nail him on the cross, and I
asked him please to forgive me, for I
was very sorry: and now I feel happy,
for I am sure that he has forgiven me.”
The Holy Spirit had changed the child’s
heart, so that she saw how sinful she
was and what a loving Saviour Jesus is.

* What time s it, my lad ** asked ar
American traveller of a small Irish boy,
who was driviag a couple of cuws home
from the flelds. “ About twelve o'clock,
sir,” replled the boy. *1 thought it
was more.” “It's never any more here,”
returned the lad, in surprise. “ It just
begins at ono agsin”

i thing,
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'}’agl in Melita and Rome.—Acts 28.
-16.

Desire to visit Rome—Rom. 1. 7-16.
Power over serpents.—Luke 10. 17-22.
The Lord a deliverer.—Psalm 34.
15-22.

Trust in the Lord.—Psalm 37. 5-18.
Miraculous deliverance—Psalmn 124.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1. Saved, v. 1-6.
How were the shipwsecked crew and
passengers received by the people ?
Wtat happened to Paul ?
How di2 the sight aiffect the people ?
What did Paul do ?
Wkat then did they think of Panl ?
What is our Golden Text ?
2. Honourwd, v, 7-10.
How did Publius treat Paul ?
What did Paul do for Publfus’ father ?
How were Paul and his company
treated ?
3. Welcomed, v. 11-16.
How long did they remaia in Maita ?
In what city dald they tarry three days?
Where did they disembark ?
Whom did they find in Puteolf ?
Where did other brethren meet them ?
How did their kindness uffect Paul ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where does this lessop teach-—

1. God's carve of faithful servants ?

2. The fickleness ot public opinion ?

3. The helptulness of Christian com-
munion ?

S.
Su,

When yon decide'to go the right way
in everything. don’'t depend upon tba
people to follow you unanimously in any-

Willing Servants.
BY LIZZIE DE ARMOND,

Twenty-six sorvants here are we,
Just as willlng as we can be;
Some of us swift, and others slow ;
It makes no difference, off wo go.

Hither and thither, at beck and cal),
Speeding away to cot and hal};
8peaking only as we aro told,

Many a messago wo unfold.

Nations totter, gnd kingdoms’ lie

Bhorn of thelr ancient mojesty ;

War rides rampant over the land, .
FFamine and Death walk hand in hand.

Then in 2 twinkiing tumults ceass,
Quolled by tha loving words of peacs
You, our mastors, have bid us say,
Gladly your summons we obey.

Twenty-slx letters, small and spry,
Over the land and sea we fly,
Bearing news at a lightning pace ;
Nothing to us are time and space.

Willing servants, O bid =8 do .
Only things that are good and true!
Stars in your crown then may we be,
Bright jewels for eternity.

" JxSUS A FRIEND.

- *'What do you do without a mother to
tell all your troubles to ?** asked a child
that had a mother of one that had none.

* Mother told me whom to go to before
she dled,” answered the litile orphan.
“1 go to the lord Jesus. He was
mother's friend, and he's mire.”

**Jesus Christ is in the sky. He is
away off, and he has a great muny things
to attend to in heaven. It i3 not likely
that he can stop to mind you.”

“1 do not know anything about that,”
sald the orphan. * All I know Is that
he says he will, and that's enough for
me.ll .

* Klondike and the Yukon Country.”
A Description of our Alaskan Land of
Gold, from the Latest Official and Secien-
tific Sources and Personal Observation.”
By L. A. Coolidgz. With a chapter by
John F. Pratt, chief of the Alaskan
boundary expedition of 1894. Now maps
and photographic fllustrations., Phila-
deiphia: Henry Altemus. Toronto:
William Briggs. Price, 50 cents.

Mapny things have conspired to ad-
vertise Canada throughout the world an
she was never advertised before. One
of the moat striking of these is the dis-
covery of gold in vast quantities in the
Klondike river. Many of the newspaper
reports of these rich finds are ex-
aggerated or inaccurate, It is, there-
fore, of much importance to find a well
digested book giving trustworthy infor-
mation with maps and pkotographic
fllustrations. Both the author an?d pub-
ltsher of thia well-printed pamphlet have
supplied a keenly feit want by this sea-
sonabie issue.

Just Published
A New Canadian
Religious Story

Maud Petitt

Eatitled

i HO0D8

Paper, 35¢. Cloth ornamental, 60c.

‘The scene of this story is laid on
the shores of Lake Erie and in
Toranto. Every Sunday school
library should have a copy.
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