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Vor, XVIL.] No. 34.
— - -
Unto Mo. passing inte Jerfcho, and Zaeocheus

A poor, Way.faring msn of griet
H1d often passed me on my way,
who sighed so humbly for rellet,
That I could lever answer nay.
Onct, when my scanty meal was spread,
He entered—not & word he spake-—

Just derishing for want of bread.

Iave him all. He blessed, and brake,

Axd ate ; but Save me part again.

Mine was gn angel's portion then:
¥or, while I ate with eager haste,
~The crust was manna to my taste.

Thel in & moment to my view,

“The gtranger started from disgulse

The tokens in his hands I knew—

My Saviour stood before my eyes.

He thoke: and my poor name he named—

« Of me thou hast not been ashamed ;
These deeds shall thy memorial be.
Fear pot; thou didst them unto me.”

—Montgomery.

* THE BOY DISCIPLE.

ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON.

- CHAPTER XVIL

o] think there will be an unusual
gathering of strangers at the Paaspver
this Year,” said Rabbi Reuben to Lazarus,
as° they came out together from the city,
ope Mternoon, “The number may even
reach throe milllons. A travelling man
tfoi Rome was in my shop to-day. He
says lhat in the remotest parts of the
earth, wherever the Hebrew tongue s
hqu. one msyY hear the name of the

+ People pacing the decks of the ships,
crossing the deserts, or trading in the
shope, talk only of him and his miracles;
they have aroused the greatest interest
even li, Athens and the cities of the ™ile.
The Yery alr seems full of expectancy.
Icaniot but think great things are about
fo colxg tO pass. Surely
e tlime is now ripe for
Jesus to Droclaim himself
timg- I capnot under-
sand 1'” he -Ll:ogz h:;!lo
AMmselt away ia ~
terptiz as if ha fearsd
for bls gafety.” " o

Lafnarus smfled at the
#d may, with & confident
apresdon.  “Be  sums,
ay frlend, it I8 only be-
aust the hour bhas 1ok
yot Ome. What a sight
% will be when he does
sand -befoYe the tomd of
owur lng dead Dower, to
all dack the nation te its
ad-time 1ife and grandeur.

1 csn well believe that
m_hb}um al] things are
e."

= Woyld that this next
Passtiey Wers the time ™
responded Reuben. *How
1 would-rejolce to ses his
waemies 1ald low in the
tast T

Alragdy, on the borders
o Oalijee, the expeciled
Moz had started toward
Ms %oropation. Many of
ke O friends and neigh-
burs trom Capernaum
Wa joined their band. to
o on fo the Paschal
feaxt.

They made slow pro- °
tress, however, for at
trerY turn in  the road
they were stopped by out-
tretthed hands and eries

3

THE TRIUMPHAL ENTRY INTO JERUSALEM.

for help. Nearly every step was taken
to the sound of some refolicing cry from
some one who had been blessed.

Joel could not crowd all the scenes in-
to bis memory,; but some stood with
clear-cut distinctness. There were the
ten lepers who met him at the very out-
set ; and there was blind Bartimeus beg-
ging by the wayside. He could never
forget the expression of that man’s face,

when his eyes were opened, and for the
first time he looked out on the glory of

»~ the morning sunshine.

Joel quivered 2!l over with a thrill of
sympathy, remembering his own healing,
and reallzing more than the others what
had been done for the blind beggar.

Then there was Zaciheus, climbing up
to 'o kK down through the sycamore
boughs that he might sce the Master

scrambling down again In hazte to pro-
vide entertainment for his honoured
guest, .

There was the young ruler golng away
sorrowtul becauso the sacrifice asked of
bim was more than he was willing te
make. But there was one scene that his
memory held in unfading colours:

Roses and wild honeysuckle climbding
over a bank by the road-side. Orange-
trees dropping a héavy fragranee with
the falling petals of their whkite blos-
soms. In the midst of the shade and
the bloom the mothers from the village
near by, gathering with their-ohildren,
all freshly washed and dressed to fiad
tahvour in the eyes o! the passing Pro-
phet.

Bables cooed {n their mothers’ arms.
Bright little faces amiled out from be-
hind protecting skirts, to which timig
fingers clung. As they waited for the
coming procession, and little bare feet
chased each other up and down the bank,
the happy laughter of tke older children
filled all the sunny alr.

As the travellers came on, the women.
caught up their chlldren and crowded
forward. It was a sight that wouM
have made almost any one pause—those
innocent-eyed little ones waiting for the
touch that would keep them always pure
fn heart,—that blessing their mothers
coveted for them.

But some of the disciples, impatient at
the many delays, see¢ing in the rosy faces
and dimpled limbs nothing that ‘seemed
to <laim help or attention, spoke to the-
women impatiently. * Why trouble ye
the Master 7" they sald. *“Would ye
slop the great work he has come to de
for matters of such little importance

Repelled by the rebuke, they Zell bgek.
But there was a look of displeasure sa
his face, such as they had never seen ho~.
fore, as Jesus turned toward them.

* Sufter the little chiléren to come
unto me,” he satd, sterily, “ and forbdid.
thrm not ; for of such is the kingdom of

heaven.”

Then hoMding out his
hands he took tham up im
hizs arms and bDlessed
them, every ons, uven the
yourgest baty, that dliak-
ed upathim unknowingly
with its big dazk .eyes,
received its separate d|
ing.

So fearlomly they came
to him, so lovingly they
nestled {a his arms, and
with such perfect comfl-
dence they clung to Rim,
that he turned agalr %
his disciples. *“ Verfly T
say unto you, Whosoewir
shall not receive the king-
dem of God as a little
child. he shall not enter
therein.”

Mot at /ll roints as he
had been by loathsome
eights. ragged beggars,
and diseases of all kinds,
this group of happy-faced
children must have re-
mafned long in his mem-
ory, as swcet as the un-
expected dlossoming of a .
rosc in a dreary desert. | |

At last the slow fourney
drew towards a close. The
Friday afternoon before
the Passover found the
tired travcllers once more
in Bethany. News of
their coming had been
brought several hours be-
tore ty a man riding down
from Jericho. Hig swift-
footed beast bhad owep
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tnkegitind harood the slow procension far  her long, soft bair acruss thuws to wipo How the Kin; Camo Home. Ahd look at pretty Ruth ?mwiu She
bark e 2 thg toad. awsy tho crystul drops. The whole ..y why ary you waltlug, children does not 108k rad ; doc. Aho 2 And yo

Therg wis 1 joyful walcwso for the hLnuse was fillcd with the swest, delicate ' Wiy ou watching the way sho fnvo up & great pleanure so that sh.
Mugpef tu the homie of Lazrrus. ‘The odour, . \i};:lnr:'v ‘;'.u:l(:&gg becauso ui;e folks have mlg hclp -on this grand educluonnt
coofgfvine-covered arbour was o refresh-  Svme of those who saw It, reme:abered anid wor , Figs
ing\@pnngo from the dusty rond. Hers a shnflar scene in the houss of suother .y “pint comieg home to-day~— WEICh el YOUtﬁ&V(‘. Rut 14 pa
wer-To gurlodn throngs and censtant 8lmon, fn far uway Galllee : but only the op ™y e on " big pranciug charger, gz‘;{‘d‘ the D“‘"g‘.’,""m‘l’-;rs’-';o mﬁe) for
demands for help, &nolnted Oue could fcel the doep con- To hLis shinlog golden crown. choicgv‘:‘nu ny And Ruthio mide .,

Awuy tromn the siglits that oppressed
him, away from the clamour and the
criticlsm, hero was a place where heart
und body might 8nd rest.  The peace of
the pluce, and the atwmosphere of ayin-
pathy surrounding him, must have fallen
ke daw. on his thirsty soul. 1Ifere, for
a fcw. zhort days, he who had becn
long a houscless wandorer waw to kuow
the bleysedness of a home.

Several hours before the first trumpet
blast fromn the roof of the synagogue pro-
clalired the approaching Subbath, Simon
hurried to his home.

“Tsther,” he called In great excite-
ment, “1 have seen bhim ! The Chriat?
f have knelt at hia t2et. 1 bave looked
fn his face. And, oh, only thiuk!--he
has promised to sit at our table! To-
morrosy nighf, such a feast as has never
been known In the place shall de spread
befgre him, Help me to think of some-
{hing we may do to show him especfal
honotr

Psther sprang up at the news " Wo
have verv ltitle time to prepare” she
dld. *“ Scth must go at onee {nto the
city to maks purchases, ‘To-morrow
night, no hjreling hand shuMl serve bhim.
1 myselt shall tuke that Iowl¥ place,

th Martia and Mary (o aid me.

HiEall, too, shall help us for it is o
labour ‘of love thut she will delight io
t'n)u- part tn. I sHall go at once to ask

h((m ”n

The long, still Sabbath went by. The
worshippers 1o the svnagogue looked in
¥aln for other wmiracles, listened in vain
for the Voice that wronght such wonders.

‘fhrough the unbruken reat of that day
ho waa gathering up his strength for a
comlng trinl. Something of the ap-
proaching shadow may have heen goen
fn his tender eyes; some word of the
awaiting doom may bave been spoken fo
tiie brother and sisters sitiirg_reverently

his feet,—for they weemed to think
that a paﬂlng was at hand and that
théy mist erowd the fly Ing hours with
#7 tho loving service they could render
Him,

That night at the feast, as Esthers
litle wliite hands brought the water for
the reclining ‘uests to wash, and Martha
ahd  Ahigall placed sumptuously flled
dighes defore thém, Mary paused in her
busy pHssiAg to and fro; she longed to
do fotne especinl thing to show her love
£8r the Rottoured guest.

Néver find hfs fac¢ worn such a look
of royalty: nover had he secmed so much
the. Ofitist. The soft Ilxht of wany
c(hd!cs falling ob hix worr face seemed
16 reverl as never befors the divine soul
e‘dﬂéfg Téave the worn body where it now

A ol Jowlsh rustom sud fenlv oc-
cirted fo Ner: She seemed to see two

pittares : one wag Aaron, standing up in
tho rich garments of the prlesthood‘ with
IR Begd bLowed to rective the sacred
aNehiting: the other was Israel's first
X¥g¢, on whom the hoary Samucl was
beRfowing the) anbinting that proclaimed
big royal Token of both priesthood
:\ém nll'mm'p'.—oh it she dared dut offer
l 1

NG one notferd when she stepped out
after a while. and hurried -wiftly home-
wiral  Hidden away in o chest in her
roomy Wog 2 Mittle alabastor fiask care-
fully cealed. It held ] rare sweet per-
Ilm:o worth almnost i*g weicht fn gold.

Sha taok it dut with trembling fingers,
and hid it in the folds of her long flow-
ing wwhite dress. Her bWreath came
quick. and RHer heart leat fast, as she
slipped in’ behind tke guests again. The
colonr glowed and paled in her cheeks,
as.she stond there in the shadow of the
curiains, hesitating, half afrald to ven-
ture.

t !ast, when the banguit was almost
over, she stepped nolsele sly forward.
‘There was o hush of surprise at this un-
usuyal Interruption, although overy one
tlicre was familiar with the custowm, and
rocognized §ts deep meaning and sym-
balism.

Iirst on his head, thet: on his feet,
sho ppured-the costly perfume. Rending
low in. the deepest- Rumility, she swopt

trast botween the two.

‘Thalt Simon, the proud Phariace, con-
deseendiong and critical and geant in his-
pitality ; this Sfinon, the cleansed leper,
ready te lay dowsa his life, n bly bound-
lesg love and greitude. That woman,
n penitent siones, kneellng with tears
betore his moreys this woman, so pure
in heart that siee could see (3od thouch
hidden in the human bLody of the
Nazarene. That anointing, to his priest-
hood at the begimning of his ministry ;
this anointing, ve bis kingdom, now al-
mo-t at hand. Ye ene spoke as the fra-
grance rose and apread 4melt Jike the in-
cenre of 2 henediction., It scemnd a
fitting close to this hour of oommunion
with thce Master,

Across this ecloquent silence that the
softest sound would have jarred upon, &
cold, unfeeling voice broke harshly.

It was Judas Iscariot who spoke.
“YWhy was all this ointmeat wasted 2
bheo asked. “It would have been better
to hare sold-1t and given it to the poor.”

Simon  frowned {ndignantly at this
low browed g#uest, who was so lacking in

courtesy, and Mary looked up distressed.
“Tet her alone ™ satd the Master,
gently “Ye dhave the poor with you

always, and whensoever yo will, ye may
do them good ;. but me ye have not al-
waya  She auth done what she could :
she {3 come aforehand to anoint my body
to the bdburying*

A dark look gleamet in the eyes of
Jndas, —there was that r2ference again to
his Lurial, There seened to be no use
of making any further pretence to follow
him any longer. His kingdom was a
delugion, -a vague, shadewy, epiritua}
thing that the others might believe in if
they chose. DBut {f there was no longer
any hope of gurining by .uls service, ho
woild turn to the other side.

That night there wag another secret
cokucil of some of the Sanhedrin, and
Ju! ia Iscariot was {n their midst

Whien the lights were out, and the
Temple police were making their final
rounds, a dark figure went skulking out
into the night, and wound fits way
through the narrow streets—the dark
figrure that still goes skulkiug through
the nickt of bistory.—~the man who
covenanted for thirty pleces of silver to
betray his Lord,

(Te be continued.)

A GOOD RESOLVE.

Among other prominent citizens who
witnessed the pleasing entertainment at
the cloze of the Palace Street public
school was Ald. Frankland. Ho was
called uporn to spenk to tho children, and
he delivered a notable address. rle told
them that until recently his eyes had
been closed to the evils of {ntemperance.
Notwithstanding the fact that a very
dear friend of his own family bad lost
his life at the sge of eighteen through
drink, he had not been able to see how
bad intemperance was and how gond
terporance would be. His eyes, le
sald, were opened by the kindly words
of Mayor Howland in a letter asking
him to 1} his Worship's placo during
his absence in New York. Ha had been
always opposed to Mayor Howland, and
that letter veritten to one who had been
ar al] times at enmity with him, broke
him all up. Ho now saw intemperance
in its true light, and he had made up
his mind that as long as Ne lHved he
would always come out straight on this
question, soild in favour of temperance,
and he spoke to the children earmestly

to =avold intoxicating driuks aad lve:

sober lves. He stated that at a dloner
a' {ew dnys ngo at a hotel it the vicinity
of the market, where on sintlar accasions
previously wines and otber Jiguors had
flowes) freely, water was the only bever-
aee served. and the ehange was made at
his request.  Ald. Frankiand's remarks
were made in & tane that indieated in-
tense feeling. and his change of front on
this great question, \was recel\cd with
encouraging demonsirations o' approval.
—Globe.

-

Ob, the bells will ring, the glad dirds
sing,
When the kiug comes back to the
town,”

* Run borr to your mothers, children;
In the land iy paln and woe,

And the king, beyond the forest,
Fights with the Paynim foe.”

‘*But,” sald the little children,
I he fight will soon bo past,

We fain would walt, though tk~ hour be
. late;
He will sur€ly come at last”

8o the cagor children waited,
Ti1l tho closing of the day,

Til thefr eyes were tired of grzing
Aleng the dusty way ;

But there came no sound of musie,
No flashing golden crown ;

And tears they sbed, as they crept to bed,
When the round red sun went down.

But at the hour of midnight,
While the weary children slopt,
Was heard within the city
‘fhe volce of them that wopt:
Along the moonlit highway
Towards the sacred dome,
Dead onkzﬂs shield, from the well-fought
field—
"Twas thus the king ecame home.

OUR PERIODICALS:

PER YEAR~POSTAGE YREE,
“ Tho best, the cheapest, the mesy entertelnicy, the
wmost popular.

Chrietlan Guandian, weskly..........eevuereen.e k1]
Uathodist ta o And Review, 98 pp., montkly
Muntrated. ccciiiiesocaonnnines 00
Chn}:gm Guardisn and Methodiss Magazine and -
Magazine and Teview, Gnudhn ud On-unl o
géther, 325
The \\e&e\an Hn!x!u weekly veeaves 100
Sunday-Schodl Banoer, €5 pp., 8vo , mmux .00
Onwaxd, 8 pp., 1o, weekly, underbwpxc . . 060
booplum OVeT.euuse 00
lcasast Hours, 4 pp., €20, wakl). un;:l cox des.. 0350
Lass than 2 copied..cevenenn. .. . 02
Over20omies, ,vieeie e .. . 028
Bunbeam, fortnlghtly, lem than ten oopies . 015
10 coples and up\nnis .......... . 012
Happy Days, ronu'ghUy lessthan ten oo;nu 01§
IOmpuandx. wanis ... 01
Berean J.oa2, wonthly, 100 oopxcs pcx  montb. . & 50
Berean Laaf, quarte: y 0 06
Quuxterly Revlew Senvice. ‘py ‘the’ yeu. ‘2to.'w
dosen; $2 per 100; por quarter, 63 »
dosea ; L0w. per 100,
WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Metbodist Beok aund Publishing House, Toronto.
& W. Coarr, S P, Hrxsms,
21760 St. Catherine Sy, W-dey:n Pook Reomy;,
Mootreal. Halifax, N.S.

—

Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNB FOLK.
Rev. W, K. Withrew, D.D., Editer.

" TORONTO, AUGUST 22, 1896.

WHO ARE THE HAPPY HILDREN ¥

Childrén’s Day calls out cr owds' of
bright-faced happy little people. Birds
and flowers and sunshine and clkildren
ougit to make bright faces. Don't you
think so0 ?

But some faces gre brighter, and some
hearts are happler than otherg. And
the Pleasant Hours knows which are the
very brightest and happiest of all! The
children want to know, tco, and so we
will tell thiem. .

The boys and girls who have been sav-
ing, and sacrificing and deaying self, so
that samebody might be helped, these are’
thke happlest ‘of all.

Ferc 13 Willle Jones: How his eyes:
do shine! He has been saving his
pennies 2 good while for this Children's
Day Collection. Hg has had to shut his
cyes sometimes when he went past a
candy store, but he will forget all that in
the joy that will 1 his heart when ho
drops his shining fifty-cent plece into the
basket, and listens to the pastor as he
tells how this money will help to edu-
cate pour boys and givls, and: fit them to
do carnest worlr for God and humanity.

Ah ! dear children, ** §t 18 moro blesw )
to givo than to receive.”

May this be tho very best and brightes
of all the Children’s Days we have ye:
known ¢

JUNIOR. EPWORTH LEAGUL.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
AUGUST 30, 1896.
Jericho.~Joshua 6. 2-25,
CELELRA1ILL CITY.

This was thoe flist city taken by Joshua,
who was the succes3or of Moses, hcnee
he was the leader of tho conquering
ariny. God coeinmended lhim as to the
course ho was to pursue, i driving out
the peonle, whose cup of iuiquity was
now full to overflowlvg. So. you see,
here {s an object lesson, which you
would do well to study, as it teachos vou
this important lesson,, that God wil,
sooner or later, execute hie threateningg,
Just as certainly as he will fulfl bhis
promises.

THR SIRGE,

Like all anclent clties, J’ericho was
surrounded by walls, hénce 11 was called
a walled city. It may bo observed in
passing, that all the cities of Canaan
were not captured in the same manner.
As the-labour of capturing all the places
which were to bLe' desfroyéd, would be
fshneass to pursue such a strange courze!
of procedure in connccuon with Jericho.
They wore t6 mareh avound the city
seven days, and then the walls would
fanl down. They were thug taught a
lesson of faith. See Hebrews 11. 30,
The people might have satd; What 1. o)-
ishness to pursue such a strange course?
‘What good: can possibly result 2 Then
wby march seven times? Why may we
not stop even at slx tmes? Why go
around geven times on the last day?
Every part of (od’s commands must be
obeyed:

RAHAR.

This person {8 mentioned in connec-
tion with Jericho, in consequence of her
kindness dnd herolSm towards! tho' sples,
\\h were sent ol to see the cohntry

report &s o i(s chiracte. Sfrange
thm a womin of such cbancter as she
was, should have acted so différent to
the rest of her fellow citizens, Ha.r}otn*
and publicans were sométlmes moré
ready to enter inte the Kingdom of
heaven than the self- rixhtcous Pharisees:
God never forgets an¥, good that ¥ dode
on behalf of bis peqple. Redd verse - 25:
Learn from the whol® I¢EsoR” the"
truth recorded 10 Helrews- 1f. €
out faith it is imYosSidle’to pledse God?

A GRATBRYI-BTART.

A gentleman Wi¥ waTk{ig 1406 ors:
night along a striét In~Lotiddn " which:
stands a Thospilal for sicit cHildren:
There were two niet 40 & boy tow"
along, plodding lothe -to tiel¥ mibeitible:
lodgings after thelr day'st work! ‘Pret
buy trotted on wéarily HéNIn®, very: tifed;
and looking pale'dnd sftX.

Just as they wero passing the hospitat!
the little 1ad'3 tace brightendd for a mo-
meétit: He ran v the stéps ahd dropped
fnite tHe box attached to the door, atlftrie
Bt of phiper. I Was' f0and" noxt! mé¥n-
i IU containéd al sixPente: xvq: on:

e piper was written, “¥or a' stk
chl‘h The one Who*saW {t, atterwards
ascertainéd, as heé-tolly us, thit.the poor
Httle walf, almost destitute, had beens
gitk, and in bis’ weasy Rligrimage wnx
a year beforc brouglt-te the hospital’
which had been & * house beautiful” to-
him; and he was there cured-of his
bodlly disease. Hands'of kindness had
ministered to him. words of kindness had
been spoken to him, and he had left it
cured in body. Somve ome on that day.
in a crowd had s!ipped a sixpence {nto
his hand, and- that same night, a8 he
passed by, his gratetul Htle heart gave
up for other child-sufferers ** all.the lv-
fng that he Lud.”
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Aabila

Th6 Chdidber Over thé Qata,
BY B, W, L0 el BRLLUW,

14 1t sb far Trom thed,
Tuon candt no louger seo
" m the thawber over the ~te,
that ofd fan dézolitte,
Werplne ard \svailing dore.
For his ron, who is no moro ?
0, Abzalom, my don !

Is 1t 50 long ngo,

I'hat cry of human woe,

From the walled city came,

Catitug on s dear nauwue,

That 1t has died uway

in the distance of to-day ?
O, Absalom, my son!

There {s no far nor near,
There Is nelther there nur here,
‘there Ss nelther soon nor Iate,
in that chamber over the gate,
Soroany long ago,
To that cry of humanu woe.

0, Absaloin, my son !

From the ages that are past,

The voice camae like a blust,

Over seas that wreck and drown,

Over tumult of trafiic aud town,

And Livin agoes yet to be,

Cuts e echives back tv e,
0, Absalom, my sun!

Sormsewhere, atl every hour,
The watchman on the {ower,
L.ooks forth, aud secs the ficet
Apprvach of the hureying fvot
U messengers, that bear
‘The tidings cf despair,

0O, Absalowm, my son!

He goes forth trow the dvor,
Who shall retura no mory,
With him our juy duparts;
The light goes out in our heirts
in the chamber over the gate,
We sit discenisolate.

O, Absalom, my son!

That ‘tis & comwmwon grief,

Bringeth but glight yetief

Ours is the bitterest loss,

Ours is the heaviest cross:

Ané forevérithe cry will be,

*Would God I had died for thee,
O, Absalom, my son !"

Lo e -

A LESSON NEVER 70 BE fok-
GOTTEN.
IV B e}, fpeniol vouxe.

Whtk 1'ids w0 small voy, mi father
was stationed on a large mlsl.:zllon 1ln t)l)e
backwools .0f ~Canada: The hardy
el At Hypm! e é?g()jd world were
Gﬁ%ﬁj'ﬁ’ﬁwl{g" féw country, ond
every year additional th(;vs.mtl; nrlw‘x s
.of graln wpr owing whrre shortly bhe-
Iorgr the' _gp{!mém)l forebts, which
had stood tor centuries, held possesslon.

The pative Indfan tribes were drifting
backwards Sefore - this. irresistible rarch
.of the white man, or were scttling on
reservations seletted for them by the
governpnt, . For years they retained
their rights to roam about abd kill the
rame, which stiil abounded, but was
rapldly becoming less as the white
set{lements increased.” In additlon to
tbflr.hunting and fishing, the {ndustrious
Indians added to thelr comfort by manu-
facturing patlve baskets, brooms, handles
tor axes and hoes, and simflar articles,
which they sold o the frlendiy settlers
for food and clothing. Thosc that left
the firc-water aone, and were indus-
triqus, “were' thus agleito lve com{Yort-
a A -~ o P . - N

To these Indlans on their reservations
the Gospel was proclaimed: by ‘the self-
sacrificing missionaries as they {ravelled
their toflsomo rounds. Thess visits to
the Indlans were not made in vain.
AMany of these childrén of the forest,
slck and dissatisfied with their old
paganism, whicl gave no peace to thair
.troudbled spirits, gladly roceived the
‘{ruth apd became carnest, cocsistens
Christians.  Their godly lives in many
places were a constant reproof to the in-
consistencies and sins_ of their white
neighbours, At rare iaterials it was
my great..privilege In oy beyheod davs
1o be permnitted to accompany my father
1o some of the Fdlan encampmeits that
Webe Wl Very:torifrom Gur homne.  Well

db I remember the sweet, plaintive
voices of the Indlans r8 they rung sonme
ot our hymns, which had boen transiated
into theit Janpuage, Thelr devout ana
atlentive demeanour Auring the religlong
gervices deeply impressed me. It was
ever a great pleasuro to vigit them In
thelr +igwams, and to see the young
Teopile at tiielr gports and the oldvr ones
at thelr work, which would reverlly bLe
bullding canoes or making baskets,

I did npt confine m** rambling solely
to the Christlan Indians; but as an
were friendly, 1 svandered about the en.
campments to the different wigwams in
my boylsh curlusity to see what I could
that was novel and Interesting.

In one wigwam the following charac-
terictie Ineldent occurred, which made
a deep fmmpression upon my mind, Be-
ing known us the son of thy Blackcoat,
- for in this way was thue mlsslopary
eosignated by this tribe,- I wasg always
Velcomed §n thelr wigwamms, and was
;.jn'en 2 geat in tho circle around the
ire.

Seated on the ground wers representa-
tives of three generations buslly engaged
in work, principally basket-making, all
except the aged grandfather. 1lle was
a patriarchal-looking old man, and tat
there on his hlanket smoking his long
mipe, and to my youthful eyes ho scemed
to Lu observed in thought, as he ap-
plv:u-ed to notice nelther me mor any one
clse,

‘The voungest of the company, and the
ore that naturally attracted my atten-
tion, next to tho old man, was a young
Indian lad, who seerzed to be about my
ouwn age. He wwas buslly éngaged with
an Indian crooked knife, endeavouring
te malte an arrow. In his eagerness to
suceeed in Bis work he let his kaife slip,
and  unfortunately cut himself very
badly. At the sight of the blosd—which
sowed fieely, for the wound wus an ugly
one--the lad set up a how! of pain and
alarm, which greatly startled the stolcal:
Intiand, Rellet was quickly aforded,
a@d the cut was covered with balsam and
tied up {tn a plece of deer-skin.

Not one word of sympathy did the boy
receive for the accident, but from the
mouths of nearly all {n the wigwam
there arose a chorus of indignation and
disgust at the fact of his ‘having cried
out_ when injured. To them it was a
great Qlsgrace that one of their family,

" and he a boy qf 80 many winters, should

howl! and cry 1ike that for such a tritle.

Hese the other famflfes would laugh
at them, when they keard of ft! 1t
looked for a time as if they would
severely punish him, not ‘for his awk-
wardnsss in handling his knife, and thus
cutting himeelf, but Lecause-he did not
show himsel{ abié to control hin-fecliags,
and treat thé wound and the pain with
utter indifference.

Especially was the old grandfather
deeply stirred and indigonant because of
conduct so0 unworthy on the .part of his
grandson, to whom he was cvidently
.deeply attached.

Indians very scldom punisb thelr chil-
dren.  On the boys especlally the rod Is
spldom uged. The girls In the stll
‘heathen families often have a hard time
of it; being often knocked about and
beaten : but the boys generally escape,
even it they richly deserve the punish-
wment. Here, however, was & very seri-
ous case, This boy had committed the
sériots crime of crying cut atanordinary
ciut on his hand, inflicted by hlmself, It
would never do to let it pass.

The lad must be taught a lesson that
“would never be forgotten, and this is the
way In which it was done, much to wny
Loyish amazement and surprise, by his
ol gramifattier.

Placing wnear him the lad, who was
‘ovidently now feelingg that he had been
verily guilty he gave him a talk upon
1be- duty of bearing pain without utter-
4tig ‘a cry, or even a groan. ‘Then the
old man, who had Leen a great warrlor
fn his younger days, told him that if he
were Rot more courageous than that, he
wéuld never become n brave warrior or
a good hunter. and that, unless he wasg
able fo control his feelings, and nover
cry out, no matter what was the cause.
they could mever recpect him any more
than they would an old grandmother.

Thas the old man excitedly talked to
bim, .ow thoroughly roused aut of his
usnual calm dedntanour.  Whtle be talited

he rencwed the fire, which had partly
burned down, eon e ground in the
middle of the wigwam. When by tho
additton of ~ome very dry waod thiz wan
burning vesy vigorously, the old man
qQuickly turned 0 his grands=cn esrsin
and, speaking out sharplv and excltadly,
he sald: * Sce hero; look at me, This
i3 tho way a bLrave should stand pain.”’
T'hen, to my borror. he suddenly reushed
out b.8 hand, and held one finger in Lhe
flames, and kept {t thero untfl it was fear-
fully burnt.

During this sickening ordeal, not a
musele of the old man's fnce quivered ;
not u groan creaped from his firmly sat
Hips, To judge from his appearance, it
might have been a stick that he was
burping.  When at length he drew back
tho crisp, burnt finger, on the now
blistered hand, he held them toward his
grandson, and gave him another lectura,
telling him, among other things. that if
he ever expected to be great or honoured
awong his peaple, he must bear paln
withrut fBnching or uttering a cry.—
Golden Rule.

FAITH.

One day a father and son were walking
In a narrow path amonz the Alps of
Switzerland.,  ‘They -were pathering the
beautiful Alpine flowers that grew all
about them. On one slde of the narrow
path rose lefty mountain heights; on
tbr other side were deep, dark precig ! <

More than once the father warned his
boy not to go necar the edge of th- pre-
cipices.” But the child ventured a little
oo far in his eager desire to s iher
some especially beautiful ilowers  lost
his fooling, and fell. He rolled to ke
very brink of a frightful precipies, and
there lay, clinging to a bush thut gfiuw
on the cdge.

The father had in his hand a long ol
‘with a strong fron hook at the end  He
saw at onc: that the one hope of susing
his dear boy lav in the chance of seinng
with this hook the leathern rirdle wwhich
th¢ Loy wore. The boy could not see
his fathe®, but ho heard his volce. It
£ald, “Let go the bush, my son. and I
will save you. ‘The heok canght firm
hold of the belt, and now -came the frv-
ing moniént. The boy had to let o his
hold upon the bush, which reemed his
-only chance of lfe! Would he dAa it
quickly 2 The father's heart srand otil)
for a sacond. But his son trusted him,
and in a moment more his obedience
was rewarded, and he was safe in his

- kind father's arms.

If he had wajted to ask, how, or why,
he would have been lost, for no sonner
had he let go the shrub, than it pave
wav and fell to the bo'tom of the ahven

Do you wonder sromefimes how to have
‘the faith in Jesus that saves the soul ?
Do as the ‘Swiss hoy did ; believe what
your heavenly Tather says, let go your
hold upon the poor, weak shrub of yvour
own goodness, and just obey. Thut Is
the way of faith.

REVEILLE UN SHIPBOARD.

Let us spead a day on board of a man-
of-war and sec bow this is done, et
us suppose that suc i8 in port.  We take
our place on her dech very early in the
morning. The hiavens are braght with
stars, and about us masts and riggiug,
smoke-stacks and veatlators, rise up in
shadowy outlines, while the big guns
loom iH-defined and ghostllke. In the
gangway sentinels are pacing; on the
bridge a quarterroaster keeps bhis look-
out ; and back and fo.th on the quarter-
deck paces an officer, alone. By the
light of 2 Iantern he preseatly consuilts
a book for the * mornlng orders,” which
have Uleen written by the executive
offic r the night DLefore; and then he
directs the quartermaster to call the
boats'rain’s mate, the hammock-sgowers,
tlie master-at-arins, and the bugler.
Then passey a period of ten minutes,
during which a few shadowy figures ap-
pear on deck, and take their stand beside
the long troughlike Dlaces in the ship’s
bulwarks known as ‘the hammock-net-
tinge, opeuniag them up =nd preparing
them for the Tecoption of the hammocks.
Then, at the time assigned in the morn-
jng orders, the oflicer of the dock gives

Lls first routine order:
v Hle ! Call gll hauds !

At once there rjng ont i the Lithsrto
gllent  ship these merey  bugle-pter
k own to alwoxt all o¢ ﬂs. Tft e
livo been fitted thip wotda ;

1 can’t get ‘em. up ¢ .

I cun’t get ‘em up:;

1 can't get ‘v up in the uorning.
I can’t get ‘em up;
I con’t get ‘ein up
I can‘t get ‘em up at all !
The coptain’s worsg thay the sergesut ;
The sergeant’s warse than the corp'rul |
The corp'ral's worsa than tho private
But the major's tho worat of all {
1 can’t got ‘em up; .
I can’t got ‘em up;
1 can't get "em up in ‘he morning.
1 can’t got ‘em up ; .
T can’t get ‘em up ;
T can't get ‘em up ut all!

‘Il e 1ast note §s followed by thé shrill
whistle of a boatswaln's mafo and the
prolonged, hoarse crv: “A-a-a-1 h-a-nds!”

Then on the decks below you can hear
the mester-nt-arms rashing fromm hnm-
ock tc hnmmock, piving the sluggards
;\ rap and 2 shake, und repeatedly cry-
ng:

* Heave out: heave -out and lagh up ¢

Run helow and wateh tho feet- and
legs dancMng fromi the swinging hiun-
mocks ; sce the sallors drop from them
to the deck, ltke biats from the 1{mbds of
trees, thon neatly fold thelr blinkets,
roll them up with the mattress In tho
hammocks, and pass around the latter
seven times a rope-iashing, unti} e¢nch
regembles a huge sauvsage. Then, un-
slinging them from fhoe hooks overh¥ad,
they carry them hastlly on déck to the
nettings: for in ten minutes after that
buzle-cali of revejlle every Lammock
must be stowed away, dnd any one who
comres later with his hammocit {8 re-
ported for punishment by the officer of
the deck -to  the captain—" What the
Buzle Tells on a Warship® by-TLicut.
John M. Ellicott, in the June St
Nickolas,

* Sound th

PAINSTAKING WORK.

Good work s the result of painstaking
labour. The book which we-rend with
cas was hard 1o write.  The poem
which packs thou;;ht. into a fpw well-
chosen words was  brouglit fortH by
months of tofl, Tho speoch which keeps
the publly, car was claborated by iutenso
brain-work, ..

Mr. M. M. Ballon tells as, .n his
“ Gentus in Supshine and in Shadow,”
that tho orlginal dralf of Yongfcllow's
“Exe Islor ” s so Interlined and amend-
ed as to be dificult to decipher. WMr.
Rallow also mentions other -Allustrations
of the painstaking of licrary workers.

Balzac was not satisfled with writing
his manuseript over and. gver half-a-
dozen times, but he drove the_ prinjer
ajmost to exasperatlon by 18  rugny
aiterations of tbg proot. e Yaw

Charies Lamb's Bssays read as:(f :’g\':’i;y
hpd come spoptaneously from hisx' pen.
But he worked at, them ifor workg ;uﬁd
the printers dreaded. h_L . bpcause” he
wopld moke many alterations affer nls
manuseript wasn typg. P e

Dr Channing was_ also the " prinfers’
drend. Hé acnt (Hém 4iia pts. the
ailcrations -and finterlindatidns Jof:which
mads It very hard to decipher,.and re-
quirel them to furnish him with three
or four sucecessive proofs, in each of
which he made ‘dxtensive corrections,

Moore wrote “Lal'a Rookh™ at the
rate of ten or fifteen lines a day, Loug-
man & Co. paid the poet fifteen thougand
doliara for the poem.-and thereby mede
a good bargoin for :themselves. When
‘Lady Holland met Moore in sompsny
stter the first .xpnecarance of Wi poem,
she exclaimed, “Mr. Moore, I donit 1f&-
tend to rend Larry O'Rourke:.1.don‘t.ijke
Irish storjes!” . . -,

Wardsworth Jald his verscs .aaldé for
weeks. Tlo then todk them up for cgr-
rections. and re-wrote somg twenty times

John Foster, author of ** Dec!slon. of
Character.”” and other essayd, 3pent
hours upon a ringls sentence. Gold-
smith’'s * Travellér ” was not completed
untll ten years after fta first sketch.
Rogers gayo ten days to a singlo verse,
and Rochefoucauld was for fittcen years
tusy e r 1ig Litlo ook of inaxi(ng.~
Youtl's Companion.
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' PLEASANT HOURS.

Wanted !

Wanted ! young fect to follow
Where Jesus leads the way,

Into the ficlds where harvest
Is rip'nitng day by day ;

Now, while the breath of morning
Scents all the dewy alr,

Now, in the fresh, sweet dawning,
O, follow Jesus there !

Wanted ' young hands to labour :
The flelds are broad and wide,
And harvest waits the reaper
Around on every side ;
None are too poos or lowly,
None are too weak or small,
For in his service holy
The Master needs them all,

Wanted ! young cars to lsten,
Wanted ! young eyes tn see,
Wanted ! young hearts to answer,

With throhs of sympathv,
While on the wild waves sighing

‘The strange, sad tale fs horne,
Ot Jands in darkness lying,

Forsaken and forlorn.

Wanfed ! the young soul’s ardour ;
Wanted ! the young mind's powers ;
Wanted ! the young lips’ freshness ;
Wanted ! youth’s golden hours,
Wanted to tell the story,
To watch the glad sunrise,
‘f'o bhal} the coming glory,
‘To nseck and win the prize !

Come ! for the Suviour calls you !
Come ! for the work I8 great!
Come ! for tho hours are hastening !
Come ! ere it be too Iate!
Come, g=d be burden bearers
With him, your glorions lord ;
Come, and be happy sharers
In his most blessed reward.

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES 1IN OLD TLSTAMENT HISTORY.

+ LESSON IX.—AUGUST 30.
ABSALOM'S DEATH.
2 Sam. 18. 24-33. Memory verses, 32, 33.

GOLDEN TEXT
The lord knoweth the way of the
rigiteous : but the way of the ungodly
shail-perish.—Psalm 1. 6.
Time.—B.C. 1023, about three months
after Absalom was proclaimed king.
Placé—Mahanaim.

CONNECTING LINKS.-

David, old and bowed with grief, and
walking barefoot, went out of the city
that he had founded. He bhad to hear
the pain of parting from valued friends,
and, worse still, the revilings of an old
adherent of Saul's family. Absalom
reached Jerusalem soon after David left
it.  Yielding to Hushai's advice, Absa-
lom waits awhile before purruing David,
whe gained the shelter of a fortified
tewg—Mahanaim. Then the Jordan is
crossed and the fatal battle is fought.

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Mohday.—Read David’s anxiety for
Absmlom (2 Sam. 18, 1-8) Answer tho
Questions. Prepare to tell the Lesson
Story. -

‘Tuesday.—Read Absalom’s defeat and
death (2 Sam., 18, 9-17). Fix in your
miind Time, Place, and Connecting
Llnks.

Wednesday.—Rcad David’s griet (2
Sam, 18. 19-33.) Learn the Golden Text.

Thursday.—Read David’s return (2
Sam, 19, 9-15) learn the Memory
Verses,

Friday—Read the pro3pect of the un-
godly (Psalm §52).

Saturday.—Read  about  honouring
pareuts (Matt. 16, 1. 39). Study the Teach-
ings of the l.esson.

Sunday.—Recad some wise words to tho
young (Prov. 4. 14-27).

QUESTIONS.

1. The Anxicus Father, verses 24-30.

2. How did David show his interest
in the battle 2 25. Who told him that
a Messenger was coming ? How did he
ynow that the army was not beaten?

26. Who reached the king first from tho
from Ahlmanz? 28. What prevented him
habit had Ahlmaaz formeed ® 29, What
wrongs had David suffcred from Absa-
fom * How dld he show his strong
affection ?

I1. The Lost Son, verses 31, 32,

31. Who was Cushi? How did he
prepare the king's mind for bad news ?
32. In what dellcate way did he hint at
Absalom's fate? Why could ho speak
more freely than Ahlmanz ?

11, The Hopeless Sorrow, verse 33.

33. Where dld the king seck privacy ?
How did hoe show his Intengo grlet ?
Was his wish a wise onc ? What made
him lose all Interest in the victory ?

TEACHINGS O THE LESSON.

Parents think of chlldren away from
home. Thelr intimacy with wicked nd-
If we should die suddenly, what evidence
visers causes anxjety and fear. When
we have no knowledge of the doings of
absent ones we are influenced by their
most, No man 18 safe out of Christ.
would our friends have that we were
previonyg history, When young people
gret into trouble, it §s not they who suffer
safe ?

to find some place of refuge. In the
bright sunny alr, in the leafy trecs of
the green fields, there was no hiding-
place from the flerco grasp of the hawk.
But seeing an open window and a man
sitting by ft, the bird flew, in Its ex-
tremity, towards {t, and with a beating
heart and quivering wing, found refuge
in Mr. Wesley's bosom. He sheltered
ft from the threatening danger, and
saved it from a cruecl death.

Mr. Wesley was at that time suffering
from severe trials, and was feeling the
need of refuge in his own time of
trouble, a8 much as did the trembling
little bird that nestled so safely in his
hosom, So he took up his pen and
wrote that sweet hymn :

* Jesus, lover of my soul,
fot me to thy bosom fiy,
While the waves of trouble roll,
While the tempest still {8 high.”

That prayer grew i{nto onc of the most
beautiful hymns in our language, and
multitudes of people, when in sorrow and
danger, have found comfort while they
have said or sung the last lines of that
hymu.

A MARKET CROSS.

A MARKET CROSS.

In many old English towns will be
seen a Market Cross like that shown in
our cut. Frequently a group of stalls
for the sale of farm produce is construct-
ed around it, but often the market is in
the open air.  Before the days of news-
papers all proclamations and annsunce-
nents were made at the Market Cross.
At St. Paul's Cross, London, sermons
were preached, and sometimes in the
stormy days of persecution the martyrs
were burned in this pubiic place. In
the very heart of London. in front of
Charing Cross Station, Is a restoration of
one of those ancient crosses, A strange
relic of the past in one of the most busy
scences of the crowded present.

HOW A BEAUTIFUL HYMN WAS
WRITTEN.

One day Mr. Wesley was sitting by an
open window, looking out over the bright
and beautiful ficlds. Presently a little
bird, flitting about in the sunshine, at-
tracted his attention. Just then a bawk
came sweeping down towards ihe little
bird. The poor thing, very much fright-
ened, was dartiug here augd there, trying

DISCOVERED THROUGH A CHILD.

When Sir Humphrey Davy was a boy
about sixtcen, a little girl came to him
in great excitement.

* Humphrey, do tell me why these two
picces of cane make a tiny spark of light
when 1 rub them together.”

Humphrey was a studious hoy, who
spent hours in thinking out scientific
problemms. He patted the child’s curly
head, and said :

“1 do not know, dear. l.et me see it
they really do make a light, and then
we will try to find out how.”

Humphrey soon found that the little
girl was right ; the pieces of cane, if
rubbed together quickly, did give a tiny
light. ‘Then he set to work to find out
the reason; and after some time—thanks
to the observing powers of his little
friend. and his own kindness to her in
not impatiently telling her not to
* worry.” as so many might have done--
Humphrey Davy made the first of his
interesting  discoveries. Every reed,
cane and grass, has an outer skin of
finty stuff, which protects the inside
from insects, and also helps the frall-
looking leaves to stand upright.

Talking about children helping in dis-
coveries, reminds us of another pretty
tale: In 1867, some children were play-

ing near the Oravoge river, in
They picked up a stone which
thought was only a very pretty pebbie
far prettier than any they had found be.
fore. A ueighbour, seeing this
offcred to buy it for a mere trifie. Re
in his turn, sold it to some ome else ; ayd
50 the pebble changed hands, till at lay,
it reached the governor of the colony,
who paid $2,000 for {t. This stone whicy
the chiliren had found was the first of
the African diamonds.

The Departed.
Hush ! Blessed are the dead v
In Jesus' arms who rest,
And lean thelr weary head
Forever on his breast,
O beatific sight!
No darkiing veil between,
They see the Light of light,
Whom here they loved unses .,

For them the wild is past,
With all its toil and care,
Its dry sirocco blast, :
Its flery noonday glare. .
Them the Good Shepherd leada
When storms are now rife,
In tranquil, dewy meads,
Beside the fount of life.

Ours only are the tears,
Who weep around their tomb,
The light of by-gone years
And shadowing years to come.
Thelr voice, thelr touch, their amite-
Those love-springs flowing o'er ; :
Earth for its little while .
Shall never know them more.

O tender hearts and true,
Our long last vigil kept,
We weep and mourn for you ;
Nor blame us—Jesus wept.
But soon at break of day
His calm, almighty voice,
Stronger than death shall say :
Awake—weep not—rejoice.
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