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‘fhe Coming Man.

The beautiful true-eyed laddie,
‘The lad alert and brave,
The 1ad who obeys like a soldier,
And not like & timorous slave.
This is the lad to be trusted
To do whatever he can,
In the very best way,
And to do it to-day !
And this is the coming man,

THE BOY WE LIKE

The boy We iike has a merry, open
face, fresh and ruddy with the combined
eflects of healthful exercise and scan pnd
water.  Althouygh not pedantic, he al-
wayg Jooks neat, and takes care
of his clothes, and does not
congider it “fun* to use his
hat as & football. He prefers
a brisk walk, or a football
mateh, to moping over the fire
on a winter’s afternoon, and it
therg i8 gkating to be had he
doeg not think it an “ awful
nuisgnce™ to-take his sisters,
but he puts on thelr skates for
them without a murmur. He
1s tond of reading, but does
not mind putting his .book
asidg to Join in a Juvenile game
with the younger members of A
the pousehold. At school he )
s a palns-taking scholar, and
he ig Quite as earnest in the
playground and cricket fleld,
where, although he {s an ex-
-cellent “bat,” he {8 always
reddy to take his share of
+fle]lding”” Though he has
not g very musical voice he
cheerfully joins the others
aroupd the bplano, * chiming
in,” as he expresses it, in the
hymns on Sunday ovenings.
Of course, he ig bis “ mother’s
pet,» but that is not his fault,
and he does not encroach upon
her xindnegs toward him for
selfigh ends,

He IHkes good, hearty, not
foolish fun, and never frightens
or teases hig sisters by throw-
ing gplders or frogs at them.
He g kind to gnimals, and is
very gentle with little children.. ..}
He never minds  holding " the - .-}
baby—in fact, rather likes {t—
and that * uncrowaed king*
is geperally * very good ” with
him, He does wrong things
‘sometimes, but {g speedily very
sorry, and Quickly asks for-
-giveness. He s usually as
readily forgiven as he readily
forgives am Injury., When
-asked what he would like to
-be, he does not quite know, but
thinks. in a vague kind of way,
tbat ne would ljke tc be a car-
petiter, or a rallway guard.
‘3e makes Dboats and things,
and -8 particalarly handy in
correcting a broken lateh, or
tixing shelves. His great diffi-
culty 13 getting up In the morn-
Apg. He. does pot. grumble it
ne cannot Invite his com-
panlons home to tes mwore than
threg times & week. On Sun-
dafs. he sits very attentively in
the pew, does not look at his
wateh (a presept from his
‘oother) on an average of once
a. Injpute, eat gweets, or read
tte hymn-hook during the ser-
mon, Above all, though the
‘voy we like IS human and has his fauits,
tie has R.bright, happy faith in the power
and jove ot his Saviour and Master. He
tries- earnestly to follow him, and en-
deavouss to fulfil his behests in dally
pursuits and pleasures. The boy we
1ike §8 a good boy. His life is happy
and useful, angd Is a foretaste of that
still 1arger lite that les before him in
his years of manhood—London Baptist.

IR <,

The true-soldier  wins his vVictory be-
-fote the ‘battle, It {s 2 victory In the
‘heart:  That wob, no- matter how his
calUse TuRy favre, the goldler-is bound to:
comp: Oft conqueror.

‘buttons.

THE HOLLYJOCK AND THE
HEARTSEASE.

“ Dear me!" exclalmed a tall, flaunt-
Ing. red-coloured Hollyhock, who thought |
a great deal of hesself, as she looked )
scornfully down at her feet, where grew
a lovely group of Heartsease, spreading
out thelr violet velvet and yellow gatin
dresses in the sunshine,

*Dear me!"” she sald. “1 wonder
that you ladles can bear to crouch there,
instead of standing upright as I do,
What {8 the use of living, it one cannot
see and be ecen and admired 7"

And it must be admitted that she
looked very handsome and stately in her |

‘DEFOBRE THBE STORM.

crimeon robes, with their large gold|

** Madam,” said one of the Heartsease, |
modestly, “ we do not seek to be ad- |
mired. If people-desire to find us, they !
know where to do so.”

* But,” =ald ‘the Hollyhock, * If you do |
not think a deal of yourself, no one else |
will thirk anything of you; yon must |
Keep yourself before people's eyes.”

“We do pot_find it so,” sald. another
of the Hearisease; ith a gentle smile. 4
“It seems to us that merit, even as'!
humble as ours, will alwars be found
out and valued by some one.”

Here the Hollyhock tossed her bead |

| aisdalntully.  But a cant taden with |

| to cackle and quack-as.if something un-

corn-sheaves, that was passing down the
lane on the other elde of the garden
wall, caught her tall stem, and cut it
in twol

Then all the Heartsease sighed, and
shook thelr heads, and tears of dew
stood in thelr eyes; and they all cried.
* Poor thing! poor thing!”

It always was 8o, and it alwayvs will
be go. However much pride and con-
ceit may flourish for awhile, they are
sure in the end to meect with a fall.

A motber's intultive knowledge of what
s best for her boy or her Zirl is deeper
and surer than any conclusion of phil-
osophy or science.

BEFORE THE STORM.

All nature scems to know when a
storm {g about to burst, or is lurking
somewhere in the atmosphere. There is
a heavy, oppressive feeling in the air,
which we all are aware of before the
thunder storm flnally breaks out over
the land. On-.one of these stiil days a
careful observer will notice how the
cows and horses approach the hedges. or
any shelter they can fnd' and how thé-
geege and ducks In the farm-yard begin ,

usual! were about to happen. In the
alr & striage stillness relgns, only broken
by the sbrill voices of the birds which

keep firing here and there In & state of

visible alarm. In the plcture the atorm
seems just on the point of beglnnlng—
the first gust of wind that heralds its
approach has passed, and the blrds,
butterfiles, and all the forms of animal
'ffe that may be about, arc secking
shelter under the trecs and in the
branches. These heavy thunder storms
do a very great deal of good, for they
rid the atmosphere of the oxcessive
amounts of electric fluld which cause
them. The air {8 always sweot and
fresh after such s storm, and all nature
seems to feel the change, which is cer-
tainly exhilarating and cheerful.

OLD A8 A TITLE OF RESPECT.

Miss E. F. Androws wiites about
‘“Some Vagabond Yords™ in 8t
Nicholas. Miss Andrews says:

‘0Ot all the words in our language
there are few that have wandered farther
from thelr original meaning than the
adjective ‘ald.” as a title of vespect, an”’
'ts modern usie as a8 term of roproach or
~ontempt. It a boy speaks of the
guardian who has cut down hia allow
ance of porket-money a3 a ‘stingy old
~ove,’ or a girl describes the teacher that
hag caught her wh’spering in class as a
‘horrid o'd thing.’ they have got a long
way from our Saxon ancestors, with
whom eald, 0ld, and ealder, chlef, king.
were almost the same thiag--a beliet to
which the English ear! owes his title of
nobility The Romans, too, formed
‘heir words patricfan, meaning noble,
and senatus, the most honourable body
of mep in the state, from pater and
senex, words mearing father and cld
man."”

MR. BEEOHER AND THE HORSE.

A good many pastors have asked as
Mr. Beecher dild when he wes about to
take a ride behind a hired horse at a
livery stable. He regarded the horse
admiringly, and remarked. “ That is a
fine-looking animal. Is he as good ax

-he lcoks 7

The owner rep'ted . * Mr. Beecher, that
horse will work in any place you put
{m, and do all that any horse can do.”

‘The prcacher eyed the horee still more
admiringly, anl then humorously r--
marked . “@ wish iv goodness that he
was a member of our church.”

JACK HORNER.

Here is an odd bit of history recalled
by the San Francisco Examiner:

Jack Horner, of the Christinas ple,
really existed, though whether he de-
served the title of good boy is exceed-
ingly doubtful. He 1was, however, a
fortunate r gue. \When Henry VIII
suppressed the monasteries and drove
the monks from thelr nests, the title
deeds of the Ablbey of Mells were de-
manded Ly the commissioners. The
Abbot of Glastonbury determined that
he would send them to London, and, as
the documents were very valuable, and
Jie road infested with thieves, it was
liMcult to get them to the metropolis
gafely To accomplish this end, he de
vsed a very ingenlous plan. He or-
Cered a savoury ulc to be made and In
slde he put the documents the finest
filllng a ple ever had and intrusted
this dalnty to a lad named Horner, to
carry to London. to dellver safely into
the hands for whom It was {intended.
But the journey was long and the day
col¢, and the boy was hungry and the
ple was tempting, and tbe chance of
detection was small So the boy broke
off a plece of the ple, and beheld =
parchment within. He pulled it forth,
{nnocert enough, wondering how it could
have found Its way there. tied up in
pas:ry. and arrived in town. The parcel
was delivered, but the title deceds of
Mells Abbey were missing. The fact
was that Juck had them {n his pocket.
These were the julciest plums In the ple.
Great was the rage of the commlissioners,

: and heavy the vengeance they dealt out

to the monks. But Master Jack Horper
kept his gecret, and when peaceable times
were testored he clalmed the estates
and recelved them. ,

s e A

’
et watn S e .



186

PLEASANT HOURS,

‘l work hard on a farm as a Boy,—the best
lesson any boy can learn,~and he has
stood before kings. He was the hon-
oured servant and representative of his
country in foreign courts, and died full
of years and full of honours. We can-
not all do that, but we can recelve the
\ honour which cameth from God, and hear
 him at last say, *Well done, thou good
and fafthful servant - thou hast been
falthful over a few things, I will make
thes ruler over many things.”

Thanksgiving Day.

Cart-loads of puinpkins as yollow as gold, !
Onlons In sllvery strings,
Shining red apples and cluaters of grapes,
Nuts and a host of good things,
Chickens, and turkeys, and fat littlo
plgs—
Theso are what Thankeglving brings.

Work s forgotten and playtime begins.
From oflice. and sechoolroom, and hail,
Fathers, and mothery, and uncles, and

aunta,
Niecces, and nephews, and all,
Spocd away home, as they hear from afar .
The volce of old Thanksgiving call. .

THANKFUL HEARTS.

BY CARRIE L. 8KSSIONS,

|

Now {s the time to forget all your enres, , It was Thanksgiving week, and In al-
Cast every tronble away; ), most every home unusual activity pre-
Think of your bleesings, remember your , valled. Deliclous odours wero waftted
joys, out upon the frosty alr, while visions
Don't bo afraid to be gay ! of splecy pumpkin and mince ples, cran-
None are too old, nnd none are too young, | berry tarts and twisted doughnuts de-
To trolic on Thanksgiving Day. lighted many a child's heart. For once
Turkey was subdued and great had been
the slaughter. The barnyard of many
a farmer had been relleved of its turkish
furces and soon they would be placed in
their rich brown coats upon the groaning

OUR PERIODICALS: |,

The best, the chespest, the most entertaining, che tables.
wost popular. Yeany In oue little home, however, all the
Christlan Guandlan, weekly..................... s10¢ | bustle and preparation were lacking.
“'“‘“"fﬁf.’&ﬁ?ﬂf" and "f"ew.wpp-. monthly 200 Widow Hayes and her little flock were
Christian-Guandian and Mcthodist Magarine and { the occupants and possessors of the
Review.. ... ivierunnnn.n.. - ... 21 j modest little brown house just on the
Magadne a1 Rerlaw, Guardian and Onward to- ses | outskirts of tho village. The father,
The Wealepan alifax, weekly. .......... . 100 | Who had been dead some three years, had
8unday School Banner, 6 pys., 8vo., monthly .. ... . 060 | been a soldier, and the widow's pension
Ouward, 8 pps {to., weekly, undee 6 copics. """ 0% | which Mrs. Hayes recelved was all they
ieasant Hours, ¢ pp., 41o,, weekly, single copies, . 030 | had to depend upon. Jooy, though only
(If*}%'«iﬁmw"'""““"""“' PR, 83‘;’ twelve years of age, had been his
e her's right-hand supporter, and with
Sunbeamn, fortnightly, less than ten copi mot g pporter,

u xogoncf.m’:u;mm?" “n coples . 8:5 his ald Mrs. Hayes had managed to
Happy 'f?;‘:sp‘r’&";if&'ﬁ:'ﬁ.""“ ten copries .. .. gllg change their two acres of land into a
W 2 flitable garden, from which they raised

Dew Drops, weekly (2 ts ter).. . ....007 pro ’ p
Lerean Semior Qu{.rscr?y"(qu?x:e‘ﬂ.\')t - 3% | more than enongh garden truck for thelr
Berean leaf, monthily R - .. - 004t own use. Through the kindness of
Lerean Intermeliato Quarterly (quarterhy. 00" ! friends she had been able also to use her

Quarterly Review Service. My the vear, 2ic a
dozen; 22 per 100; per quarter, Ge. a
dozen; %c. per 100,

TUR ABOVE FRICES INCLUDR TOSTAOR,
WILLIAM BRIGGS,

Methodist Book and Fublishing House, Toronto.

needle to help fn the support of her little
family., So that until this year they
had lived very comfortably indeed.

But now sickness and losses had come
to them. Edith, aged nine, and Benny,
who always gave his age as “ five yearth

Q, W. Coares, S. F. Hersats, d
21768t Catherine St., Weslesan Rook Room, | old, thir,” had ‘hoth jJust recovered from
Montreal Halifax, N.S. long spells of sickness which had taken

all Mrs. Hayes' time and strength while
caring for them. To make matters
worse, old “ Bonnle Boss,” as the chil-
dren called the good old cow, had sick-
ened and died, and Mrs. Hayes bardly
knew how to get along without her; for
the rich milk which Bonnie Boss had

-

Pleasant Hours:

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

——

TORONTO, NOVEMBER 19, 1898.

children‘s plain diet.

The wind was blowing fiercely and
little flurrfes of snow chased each other
through the wintry air, when Joey, glad
to have his chores done at last, hurried
in to join the little group about the
cheerlul, crackling fire.

“Ith we golng to have a turkey for
+ Thanksgiving 2" lisped little Benny,

** Coursge,” sald Edith, not giving her
mother time to answer. “ Folks always
do, that's what Thanksgiving's for, I
guess.”

The mother’s heart was full, and she
dreaded to bring disappointment upon
these trusting little ones.

* Let me tell you. Edith.”
gently, “why we keep Thanksgiving
Day. Many, many years age, only In-
dlans lved in this falr land of ours, and
a little company of white people who
wished to worship God in the way they
thought was right, left their homes and
crossed the great ocean to settle in this
wild country.”

" Weren't they afrald of the Indians,
mamma ?” asked Edith. .

* Yes, but they were more afraid of
displeasing God by not worshipping him
as they felt he wished them to. Their

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
NOVEMBER 27, 1898.

HOW WE CAN SHOW OUR RELIGION.
AT WORK.

Rom, 12, 11; Col. 3. 23.

This tople supposes that school days
are done, that p'ay Is over, and work
begun  Many boys are anxious for thls,
and most boys have to go to work early.
Not many can stay at school after thir-
teen or fourteen. It is often well to
learn to bear tue yoke in one's youth.

If they have the chance to stay at
8chool longer, however, we urge them to
do so. A man does not waste time
while slarpening his axe. He can cut
the tree down much quicker when he is
ready. And when one leaves schoo) they
must not think that they cannot jearn
any more. Why, they only begin to
learn in the great school of life. Many
of the greate't scholare and the greatest
Wen in the world have had poor school
&dvantages. but used well their after-
8chool chances.

But when you are at work, Jet it be
work in carnest, of the sort described by
St. Paul, ** Net slothful in business; fer-
vent In spirit; gerving the Lord*” It
does not take 2 master iong to size up
a boy and find whether he is going to
make his way in the world or not.
When the slack time comes, and some
must be dismissed, it is the s'othful or
the careless trat must go. The diligent
in business will be kept and promoted.

It should not be merely with eye ser-
vice, as men pleasers, that we should
work, but in singleness of heart. in the !
fear' of God. As Paul again expresses !
it, *“And whatsoever ye do, do it
heartily, as to the Lord. and not uato
mep.” Then not cnly shail you receive
the approtation of your employer, but '
et your Father in heaven.—" You shall
receive the reward of the inheritance:
for ye serve the Lord Christ”

“Secst thou a man diligent in his
buginess 2 Ho shall atand before kings;
he shall not stand before mean men.”
This was verified In-the case of the Iate
Dr Ryorson. He learned to work—to

from the Indians, but from the wild ani-
mals as well. They had been over here
some months, and althougl thelr hard-
ships had been very great, yet one cold
fall ¢ay they met-to- worship God and
thank him for all'his goodness to them,
and ever since, one Thursday in Novem-
ber has been set ajart as a day when ahl
the people shall unitedly give thanks to

to them.  While we do not feel that we

, hot feel that the day is only for 7easting,
y and, children “—here the mother’s voice
, trumbled—" it thuse people of long aro.
sirrounded by constant danger as they
were, cauld fee! that they had mueh for
which to thank God. surely we in this
land of sa‘ety. with life, health and
strength, have much more need {o praise
h'm. Even thovgh we have met with
misfortune. and have lost old Bonnie
Boss, yot we have cach other, and that

You know, my darlings.” she continued,

'nnythlng fcr your hatpiness. and new
I trust you will bear the disappointment
,bmve)y when I tell you we ran have
nothing extra for our Thanksgiving din-

furnished had added very much to the -

she said -

i
|
: llves were in constant danger, not only .
4
i
i
'

Cod for his roodness and loving kindness .

should fast upon that day. yet we must .

alone i= great rause for thankfulness. ,

“that it it were possible T would do .

ner thls: year, but even with our plain
fare, let us remember to have thankful
hearts and then wo wlil not fall to be
happy.”

Edith and Benny locked as if they were
very near a water-fall, while Jooy burst
out with

“1 think it's just too bad  We never
can have things just ke other folks, and
you work so much harder than other
mammas toco It scems sometimes as if
God did not care. I wish I was n man
80 I could take care of you.”

“You will be seon enough, my son,”
sald Mrs, Hayes sadly: *“ now let us have
prayers.”

After the chapter was read she prayed
most earnestly that her dear ones might
realfze the tender, loving care which the
heavenly Father had eover given them,
and sending the two younger children
to bed, ghe and Jooy had a long talk,
which he never forgot.

On the way home from schoo}] ths next
day, some of the children were telling of
the turkeys and other tempting goodies
which they were to have Thanksgiving.
One of them asked Joey what he was
golng to have.

** Nothing but thanktul hearts,” sald
Joey, shortly.

*Oh. you mean stuffed heart, don't
you ?” snfd little George Andrews * We
| had one for supper the other night. My
mother gtuffed it, and it was good, too,
I tell you.

*“Well, T guess my mother will have
to stuff ours, too,” satd Joey, laughingly,
““or they won't be worth much.”

That night lttle George Andrews told
his mother how in Joey's tamily they
were golng to have nothing but thankful
hearts for their dinner, and asked why
they were not going to have turkey, too.
For 2 moment Mrs. Andrews’ heart smote
her that she had neglected to look after
her old friend, and she resolved that
they should at least have a good Thanks-
giving dinger With the aid of a few
friends her plan was carried out.

Thanksgiving morning Joey went to
the door to answer a knock, snd there,
to his amazement, found two well-filled
baskets with a note saying 1t was the
gitt of loving friends. There were ples,
cranberries, oysters, and a plump turkey,
and strange to say, there were three
heart-shaped boxes filled witk cholce
candies.

Great was the rejoicing in that little
home, while cach heart was truly filled
wiht thankfulness. Joey was the first
to think of asking cross old Mr. Peters
‘and poor cripp'ed Aunt Polly, wwho were
cared for by the town, to share their
' feast with them, and In after years he

looked back upon this day as the begin-
' ning of the earnest Christian life which
| had been his loving service.
! Not his alone but many hearts were
' blessed by thig Thanksgiving gift, for
the kind and loving friends realized as
, never before that Thanksgiving Day was
not meant for celfish enjoyment, and
' that in helping others they had brought
' a rich blessing upon themselves.

QUT OF POVERTY.

* When shall we learn.” asked the Rev,
W. L. Watkinson, in the course of a
brilliant sermon delivered recently, “that
everything in this world depends upon
the size of 2 man's soul ? It is the
gift that fs In us. It is our treasure
trove, the place of magic gold. Kindle
and exrand from within, and it is as-
tonishing what a long way a little goes
when that little is under the manage-
ment of an herole, rassicnate nature.

“*Out of my poverty have I done this,’
sald Turner, when he painted his great
masterplece cut of broken teacups. ‘Out
of my poverty,” sald Tycho Brahe, and
he had not a big telescope, but a very
small one. The bigness was in the eye.
‘ Qut of my poverty have I donme this,’

- — -

nnt discover Ameri-a with an Atlantic
liner, but.with a tub that you would not
use to-day as a Newcastle collier. He
could say, ‘Out of my poverty have I
given the world America’ <Out of my

Milton), °*I give youn Paradise Lost.'
‘Ort of my poverty,’ said John Bunyan,
as he handed you-the book that glvés

you -the vislon of- the comtrywhere it-

is green the year round, and of the
Palace Beautiful and the streets of-gold,
‘out of my poverty have I done this.”
*“ And it our litt'e efforts, which seem
so poor by the side of some other peo-
p'e « accomplishments, are consecrated
to God, we arc.ure to get a larger nature
and a greater capadty for dolag good.
Neither slender hcalth, ney shortness of
days, nor few opportunitics will prevent
 as fromn accomplishing much. It is
never a ques lon of material; it is never
y @ quesilon of arithmetic; it is never a
y Quesiion of strength; it s a question of

; love, falth, hope, devotlon, and of great:
With these only you can do

nature,

" eaid Christopher Columbus, and ‘he did”

poverty,” said John Milton (the blind’

great things, although when they are
done they look 80 poor to Iny at the
feet of tho great and-gonerdis Giver.”

Thanksgiving Day.
BY EDNA A. LILUTWALTER,

The busy summer days are past,
With all their care and toll;

The farmer, of the teceming earth,
Has gathered richest spoll;

The fruit and grain by autumn brought
Aro safely stowed away,

Aud grateful hearts are longing now
For glad Thanksgiving Day.

We have, indeed, been richly blessed,
By him who rules {n love;

Our heartiest thanks may well ascend:
Unto bis throno above.

But, hark ! in accents goft and low,
I geeun to hear him say :

** Go, help my poor to happy be,
On glad Thanksgiving Day."”

It, in tho spirit of our Lord,
We call unto our feast
The halt and lame, the malmed and
blind,
Tho poorest and tho least,
Methinks that then the angel choir,
In glorious array,
Would music make for all the earth,
On glad Thanksgiving Day.
New Philadelphia, O.

HIS THANKSGIVING.

“I well remember the first Thanks-
giving which was kept in my native vil-
lage,” sald a Western Congressman, not
long ago.

“I was then a little shaver of nine
years old, trying to earn a few pennies
by selling newspapers. Some one
marched all the newsboys to the unlon
meeting where all the churches of the
town jolned in thanking God for his
mercles. There was a great deal said
about the prosperity of the nation, the
general peace, ths abundant crops, and
what not.

1 cnfess it puzzled and bored me. 1
knew aothing about the mnation out-
elde «:£ our little city. I Lkad no i{dea of
war, and so I.could not rejoice in peace;
wille as for the crops, I supposed that
meant Squire Potts’ corn and oats, which
did not concern me.

“1 came out of the church indifferent
and sleepy. Just then the Squire him-
self met me. He was a portly, & kindly
man,

‘“*He 15, youngster !’ he said. ‘Here's
something for yoursolf—something to
keep Thanksgiving on.’

“He gave me a quarter.

*That seems a trifle to you; but I had
never had a penny that I felt was my

very own. The money I made with the
papers all went to my mother. We were
very pcor.

*1 remember that I sat down on a
doorstep with the quarter. 1 felt that I
should shout aloud it I spoke. What
shculd I buy with it? 1T thought of
twenty ‘things that would be & grand
surprise to mother and riches to myseif.
[ was fairly dizzy with happiness. The
:un shone bright and warm, and a tree
averhead rustled as I had never heard
a tree rustle before. Suddenly it oc-
‘urred to me that God had sent me this
meney through the Squire.

‘1 said nothing; but there was no such
thank¢ul heart in the city that day as
mine. I was a living Thanksgiving.”

The little story has its meaning. It
is possible for us to give some one a
personal reason for Thanksgiving. We
may never be able to pralse God with
our volces or with any investment, but
we can call forth Thanksgiving from the
poor and needy, and cause the heart_of
him that i3 ready to perish to sing for
Joy.—~Youth’s Companion.

In the last war between the Russians
and Turkey, the Russlan invading army
vvertook the Turkish refugees, and in
their terror the women threw down their
bables In the road. Although pressing
forward ais rapidly, gg ~possﬁllbl‘c:. "tue,tllzl.ns-
sian sqldlers stopped to pick up these
childrény and- dgg?kab'them tenderly in
their arms, until almost every. soldier in
the leading regiment was carrying a
baby, -6o that at last the general wasg
forced to stop and find. carts and men
to take these-children to a place where
thoy could te cared for. It {s a wonder
that no great Russian artist has ever put
this strange plclure upon. canvas,”

When we beccme Christians we set out
to follow Christ, The danger is that
we will undertake .to follow- some one
else who is following Christ. That is
always -2 mistake. We -have: but one
Ieader .and one Example, ‘and' he ‘says
to-each of.us, ‘“ Follow thou me.”

.
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HOW HONEST MUNCHIN SAVED
THE METHODISTS.

A century ago there stood in a retired
spot, within a stone's throw of the High

Bullen, at Wednesbury, an antiquated
hostelry, knowr as the * Cockfigiters’
Arms "—a great resort of the * cocking”
fraternity, for whose exploits Wednes-
bury was so famous in the days of auld
lang syne. Here, after the excitement
~8f the cock-pit, gamesters resorted to dis-
cuss the merits of their favourite birds,
and to adjust the stakes they had sever-
ally lost and won. Here, too, were set-
tied—amid plentiful potations of splced
ale—programmes of future encounters.

The exterior of the nhouse was dingy
enough. The windows were dark and
heavy; the low, old-fashioned-porch was
rapldly dissolving partnership with the
man building; and the overhanging
signboard—on which a brace of fighting
bir‘'s in grievous art had long since
melted into love, acd become ethereal as

*'to colour—creaked dismally in response
?g to every gust of wind. Few sover-

‘gninded folk cared to cross the threshold

t the * Arms"”; for .Nancy Neale, the
hostess, was an Amazon whose ealuta-
tion ounly the initiated had the courage
to encounter,

On a dull autumn evening, about the
middle of the last century, a group of
topers, well-known members of the
* fraternity,” sat around Nancy’s broad
oaken table, discussing the prospects of
their favourite pastime.

*“T'll tell thee what, lads,” observed a
corpulent, bull-necked fellow, pet-named
the * Game Chicken,” out of compliment
to his prowess, “ If we don't put a stop
to these rantin’ Methodys, as goes about
preachin® and prayin’, there'ill be no
sportemen left us by-and-bye.*

*That's well said, Chicken,” chimed
in another inveterate cocker, ‘ Hooney *
by name, a3 he lifted u huge pewter pot
to his lirs.

* Why,” resumed Chicken, * just look
what they’ve done for Honest Munchin !
Whaever could ha’ thought {t? As
game a chap was JMunchin as ever
handled a bird, an’ a pluckier cove to
bet 1 never see.”

‘““Ave. aye!” exclaimed the company,
in a chorus of assent.

* But, la " continued the first speaker,
* jist behold him now,~as tunky as a
turtle dove, an’, I b'lieve, if he wor to see
a co~k die, he’d want his pocket-hand-
kercher to wipe his eyes.”

A roar of laughter, which greeted this
sarcastic hit, encouraged the speaker to
.proceed.

**Well, I was a-goin’ to say. lads, as
this John Wesley, as they calls him, is
a-comin’ to-morrow to preach agin
Francis Ward’s house, and we oughtér
show him what sort o' blood there is in
lV&’eq’nesbury. ‘What say you, Mr. Mosa-
ey 2"

‘The person tkus appealed to, although
of superior mental training to any of
his pot companions, was an inveterate
gamester, and his alr of shabby gentility
fatimated a luckless career. He had,
indeed, had such a run of misfortune,
that a flne estate, which he had In-
heri ed on the borders on Wednesfield,
was so hopelessly encumbered, and .so
atricken with poverty, as to be popu-
larly known in the neighbourhoocd~by-
the name of * Fighting Cock's Hall.”

‘“Here,” said ~"thh ™ gamester,” raising-
his fishy eyes, and leering like an
ogre, “here 13 a crownplece. the last T
have left, 1o buy a basket of stale eggs.
Chicken ‘Il know what to do with ‘em.”

* Aye, aye!” chimed in Nancv, who
stood with folded arms against the door,.
“an’ I'll give another,-for these Methodys !
is for closing every tavern in Wedgebury, !
according to Munchin’s talk; but we'll
show *um what stuff we're made on,

-other staunch.Methodists, including three

won't we,. Chicken "
At this unexampled sacrifice- for the !
cause of cacking' and: tippling., the ap-'
plause became ‘uproarious, and, -by-gen- !
eral couserf. Mr. Weslé¥. was to have!
-such._ a reception on the morrow as
wouid ‘convifice him. that *“Wedgebury

. v

blood s was game.” So inspiriting be-.
came this lively theme that the morning
sky was flushod with the red streaks of
dawn before the revellers brought their
orgles to n close.

On the afterncon following, the alley
leading to the “Arms” was filled by a
crowd of roysterers, headed by the
Chicken and his confreres of the night
before. The enthustasm of the mob in
their denunciation of the Methodists was
helghtened Ly sundry jugs of ale, liber-
ally dispensed by Nancy. The multi-
tude wa3 composed of the lowest class
of labourers, not a few of them belng
armed with sticks and staves. As the
starting-time drew near, such oggs of
the required antiquity as had been pro-
cured, were distributed among the noisy
muititude, the excitement rose yet higher,
and at length vented {tself in a song,
common at that perlbd, of which the re-
frajn was—

* Mr. Wesley's come to town
To try and pull the churches down.”

The preliminaries belng now all set-
tled, the throng, at a given signal from
the Game Chicken, who led them, started
on their ovil errand. Marching through
the High Bullen, on which the gory evl-
dence of a recent bull-bait was stili
visible, they approached the modest-.
looking hemestead of Francis Ward. As
they neared the spot, they found a vast
assemblage of men, women and children
gathered round a venerable-looking man,
who was preaching to them {n the open
air., The preacher was John Wesley.
Hig sflver locks were waving In the
breeze: his eyes glanced kindly on all
around him; and his voice, distinct and
clear, was pleading, as ror dear life,
firmly yet tenderly with the assembled
crowd. not a few of whom were melted
into tears.

On efither side of the great evangelist
stood Honest Munchin and Francis Ward.
The former drew Wesley's attention to
the advancing mob, and the preacher,
suddenly ialsing his volce, and gazing
earnestly at his assailants, sald . “My
good friends, why is it that you wish to
ralse a rout and a riot 2 1f I have in-
jured any man, tell me. It T have
spoken i1l of any, I am here to answer,
I am come on an errand of peace, and
not ot warfare. Lay down your wea-
pons. Iam all unarmed, I want to tell
you something worth the hearing. Will
you listen ?*

All eyes were turned to the Chicken,
who, for a moment, scemed abashed, and
he:itated to give the word of command,
but. urged on by the jeers of his com-
rades, he gave the signal, and in a mo-
ment the frantic mob sent a volley of
uufragrant missiles at the preacher and
his eupporters; and breaking through
the ranks of the worshippers, they
rushed toward the temporary platform,
overturned it, smashed the tables and
chalrs, hurling the fragments fn all
directions, and pursued Mr. Wesley—who
had found refuge at Wurd’s house—with
such vlolence as to endanger the safety
of that domicile, and it was not until
the preacher had quietly surrendered
himself that they were in any degree
restored to peace.

Making his appearance, with Ward and
Munchin, at the door, Mr. Wesley asked

what it was they wanted with him.

* Yon maun come along to the justice.”
roared the rabble In reply. And the
echo w™ae taker uwn again and acain:
*“The justi e?! the justice!” Such fcw
of Mr. Wesley's adherents as had the
courage to stand by him in his peril,
now flocked round him. and, after a
short conference with Ward. the preacher
expressed his readiness to accompany
the mob.

The justice to whom it was decided to
convey Mr. Wesley was the Squire of
Bentley—Lane by name—and a descend-
ant of the famous Colonel Lane. who
concealed and otherwise befriended the
luckless King Charles II. during bhis
romantic game of * hide and seek ™ with
the Roundheads. It was quite dusk
when the evangelist and his persecutors
left Wednesbury on this strange pilgrim-
age,
Munchip, Ward, and about a dozen

or-four women in Quaker-like honnets,.
were all the body-guard Mr. Wesley-thad ,
against the menacing mob of rufMans,
numbering three-score.

Resistance was perfectly useless, and
Munchin’s remea - strances with bis former
comranions, though often urged., were

!
L]

received with scoffa and feers. In this
extremity, without consulting Mr. Wes-
ley. and confiding his secret only to oune .
or twn confederates, Munchin devised a .
schemr to dampen the courage of the
ringleaders of the flerce and insolent
mob. Durinz a short pause at Dar-
laston, ordered by Chicken, that he
might quench his burning thirst for
alcohol, Munchin was enubled to arrange .
the preliminaries of his ingenlous device. .
After the lapse of a- few minutes, the

Chicken, who had evidently made the
most of his time, cemeo staggering down
the steps of the ** White Lion,” avd the
march was resumed. The night grew
darker, a drizzling raln began to fall,
and not & few of tho mob—whoae spirits
had been damped—here turned back, but
the rest quickened thelr pace toward
Bentley.*

In due time the pretty lttle village
of Bentloy was renched, and the crowd
paced expectantly up the long avenue
leading to the hall. Mr. Lane and hls
family, who kept good houre, had re-
tired toc rest, and wero annoyed not a
ilttle at such an intrusion on their re-
pose. Appearing at the window {n un-
dress, Mr. Lane shouted :

*What means all this—eh?
about your busipess !

** An' please, your worship,” answered
the Chicken, * weo've got Mr., Wesloy here,
wot's been a-prayin’ an’' a psalm-singin’
at Wedgebury yonder, an’ makin' a dis-
turbance on the king's highway, an’
please your worship, what would you
advise us to do 7"

“To go home quietly.,” recjoined the
justice, **an’ get to bed.” With which
judicial advice he fastened the window,
and put an cnd to the conference.

At this unexpected robuff the crowd
grew c.amorous, and were only silenced
by the voice of Chicken, which bade them
proceed with Mr. Wesley to WWalsall,
where & justice of later hours might be
found, adding that he and his licutenants
would be with them presently., The
crowd on hearing this, began slowly to
retrace their steps down the gravel path;
while Chicken, with two or three con-
fidential comrades sought to obtaln an-
other interview with the justice, think-
ing that when the mob had departed he
might plead with his worship more suc-
cessfully.

Munchin, who was an attentive witness
to this arrangement, withdrew unseen
from Mr. Wesley's side, and was soon
lost amongst the shadows of the dark
beeches which gkirted the hall.

The Chicken trled in vain to rouse the
somniferous justico a sccond time, and,
after trying the strength of his lungs
and his patience unt!l the case was hope-
lecs, he went cursing and muttering
awey. Arm in arm, he and his three
companions pursued the path taken by
their confederates on before, with as
quick a step as thelr previous libations
would allow. The nigiit was dark and
still. Only the distant murmur of the
onward mob disturbed the prevalling
calm, save a faint bregze from the west-
ward, which bore the silvery chimes of
a distant church tower.

“That's ten by Wil'nall clock,
Chicken,” remarked one of the group.

Chicken made no answer, but was felt
to be trembling from head to foot. At
length he said, with a spasmodic effort,
pointing to the beeches:

“QObh gracious heavens !
that ?"

The other three turned their eyes in a
moment to the spot, and saw in the dark
shadows of the trees a tall figure, clothed
in white, slowly advancing toward them.
The four men then- fell fustinctively on
their knees, and probably for the first
time in their lives stammered out a
prayer.

Got

What's

** The Lord preserve us, sinners as we
are ! gasped the Chicken, and the others ;
repeated the cry.

Still the figure slowly advanced. and |
their terror increased a thousandfold. ¢
They grew speechless and motionless.
When within a few yards of them, the|
spectre paused, and lifting an arm be-

* The idea of going to the * justice ™ |
wag a very natural one to the mob, since |
several summonses had already beewn
lssued against Mr. Wes] y ir various;
parts of the country, and divers rewards ;
were offered to anyone who could pro- |
cure his conviction. The following is
the text of one of the *Justices’
papers,” issued about this period :

“ Staffordshire.””

*To all high consatables, petty con-,
stables, and others of his Mafesty’s peace ,
officers within the said county . )

** Whereas we, his Majesty's justices of i
the peace for the sald county of Stafford, ;
have received information that several
disorderly persons, styling themselves
Methodist preachers, go about raising
routs and riots. to the great damage of
his Majesty’s liege people. and against
the peace of our lord the king:

“These are in his Majesty's name to,
command you, and every one of you,,
within your respective districts, to make ,
diligent scarch after the sald Methodist ,
preachers, and to bring him or them be- ,
fore some of us, his Ma'esty's justices
of the peace, to be examined according
to their unlanful do'ngs. )

** Given under our hands and seals, this |
12th day of October, 1743.

(Signed) J. LANE,
W. PERHQUSE.”

y rence River,

"

neath its snow-white shroud, it rald, in
a volce sopulchiral, calling the Chicken
by hils real name:

“*Nan Richards, {s that you who art
become a persecutor of God's sxints ?*

*Tho Lord preservo us, sinners as we
aro ! agaln groaned the Chicken, with
a violent effort, and foll back In a swoon.

‘“ Amen 1" gasped his threo terrificd
comradeg, {n convulsive chous,

Tho vislon slowly disappeared, without
turther parley, and tho three men man-
aged as well an they wero able to restore
thelr holpless leader. \When he was at
length able to walk, the four started ams
qQuickly as thelr trembling lHmba would
allow in the dlrection of Wednesbury,
resolved on leaving tho mob to fare as
best they may.

*“What a fearsomo sight wo've secon **
groaned the Chickep, at lntervals, *“JNt
will haunt me to my dying day.”

‘ Cheer up, comrade-—doant turn cow-
ard,” urged his companions, who, In
truth, wore as fearful as thelr leader,
starting at every object that they met
along their dark and silont way.

Moanwhile the mob had conveyed Mr
Wesley to Walzall, and as thoy wore just
ascending the hill leading into the town.
Honest Munchin, to tho glad surprise ot
his friends, who had not scen him since
they left Bentloy, agaln joined them.
But Munchin kept the ghost affair a
secret, save to the two or three already
initlated; and carried the white sheet un.
percelved under his arm, rejolcing that
his knowledge of their superstitious fear
of the Chicken and his companlons had
supplied him with an effectual means
of victory over them. .

On arriving at \Valsall, no justice wne
to be found at home, and the mob, worn
out by (fatigue and disappointment,
seemed half-resolved to let thelr captive
free; but urged on by a boisterous com-
pany just emerging from the cock-pit.
who came flocking round, they com
menced an uproar—a plcture of which

shall be given In Mr. Wesley's own
words :
“Many endeavoured to throw me

down, well judging that, if once on thr
ground, I should hardly risec any more,
but 1 made no stumble at all, nor the
least slip, until 1 was entirely out of
their hands. Although many strove to
lay hold on my collar or clothes to pull
me down, they could not fasten at all,
only one got fast hold of tho flap of my
wafstcoat, which was sgon left in his
hand. The other flap, in the pocket of
which was a bank-note, was but half torn
off. A lusty man struck at me severa®
times with a large oaken stick, with
which one blow at the back of my head
would have saved him all further trouble.
But every time the Dblow was twvrned
aside, I know not how. Another ratsed
his hand to strike, but let it drop, only
stroking my head, exclaiming: What
soft hair he has! A poor woman, of
Darlaston, who had sworn that none
ghould touch me, was knocked down and
beaten, and would have been further {ll-
treated, had not 2 man called to them
‘Hold, Tom, hold¥ ‘1Who's there
asked Tom. *What! Honest Mun-
chin 2 Nay, then, let her.go "™

The crowd now grew more furious, and
stones and sticks were brought into such
plentiful use that Wesley and his few
brave fotlowers were In the utmost peril.
when suddenly the Chicken and hls three
companions. who had retraced thelr
steps. being consclence-stricken, appeared
upon the scene once more.

“Hold ! T say.” roared the Chicken.
** No more 0° this! Hold there !,

The volce was at once recognized. and
produced an instant truce to battle.

Advancing to Mr. Wesley's side. the
Chicken, who was deadly pale, shouted
to Lis bewlildered followers . ** Now. lads,
look ye here! The first as lays a fluger
on this gen'leman an’ his friends, shall
feel the welght o° thls staff, I promise
yer! We've all been a-doln® the devil's
work this day.” ‘Then, turning to Mr.
Wealey. he shook hands with him. and
begged his forgiveness: and alro grasped

) Munchin’s fist, with all the ardour of by-

gone years- little dreaming, howerver,
that he was thus paying court to the
veritable ghost he had seea at Bentley.

“ME AUL FACR"

The Marqms of lorne, when Governor-
General of Canada, was present at some
spor.g held on the fce of the St. Law-
Though wrapped {n furs,
he felt the cold acutely. and was as-
tonished to eee an ancient Ind'an
meandering around barefooted, enveloped
only in a b'anket. He asked the savage
how he managed to bear such a tem-
perature when he had so little on.

* Why you no cover face ?” ingquired
the Indlan. The XMarquis roplied that
no one ever (id so, and that he was.ac-
customed to having bls face naked from
birth., G od.” rejoined the prajrie
king; *me all face,’”” and walked away.
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JOHNNIE'S PUNISIIMENT.

JGHNNIE'S PUNISHMENT.
BY FAITH WAYNE.

* 8he's not my father or mother! 1
don't have to obey her,” said Jobhnnie
Hayes one day in a surly tone, as he
tefused to remaln after school in pun-
tshment for raising a titter among the
scholars by pinning a handkerchief to
the coat of one of the boys. But he
went home feelipg very uncomfortable,
He was afrald his father and mother
twould hear of his bad behaviour; and,
then, too, Le was mortified because the
scholars heard Miss Parvin reprove him
and request him to keep his scat at the
¢lose of school, at which he had openly
rebelied.

He declded as he tossed restlessly on
hig plllow that night that his teacher
Lad served lm very badly, and that he
would * fix her for . And sad to
relate, the heautiful morning found him
in pussession of the same ugly spirit.

He went to the schuol-house early the
next day, and with a revengeful amile
tie drew upon the blackloard a ery

homely plcture of bhis teacher, with a
rod In her hand and spectacles on her
nose.

“Who's that,

Johnnie 7 sald one
of his schoolmates,
enterlng as he fin-
Ished it.

*Why, it's Miss
Parvin; I want her
to sce how ugly she
i5* he replied with
QG frown.

“She don't look
lke that,” the boy
sald.

** She will, though,
1 she keeps on
scolding a fellow
whenever he has a
lttle fun.”

“J wouldn't do
that. it 1 were vou.
Il hurt her feel-
ings.”

“Feellngs! humph’
Teachers have no
feclings.”  Johnnie
replied with a con-
temp'uous curl of
hig 1ip,

When Miss Parvin
entered the school-
room her eyes fell
at once upon the

home he waa called a good boy.
He was ver) fond of his parents,
and obidient to them. But he
18 one who thinksa teacher is en-
titled -to no rights as regards
the correction of the children
under her care. Indeed, he
looks upon her as a sort of
necessary evll, born {into the
Y world purposely to give little
> folke hard lessons that she
might have the pleasure of
4 keeping them fin at recess or
after school, and to make her-

gelf disagreeable generally.

* 1 don’t know why you won't
love me, Johnnie,” Mlss Parvin
added by and-bye, as she sat
down with a heavy sigh

The boy looked up in aston-
ishment: the idea of loving a
teacher had never entered his

mind.
<3 “It I8 not an easy lot to bea
teacher, I am very weary at |

night and want to be released

are over quite as badly as you
wish to run off to your play.
So you sce it {s no pleasure to

vatfon, for we have no parents.”
“] didn't know you had a
brother,” Johnnie exclaimed,
fn his surprise forgetting his anger.

“Yes, he is a cripple and never leaves
the house unless 1 get home in time to
whee! him out In his chair, and when I
have to stay here late, poor Willie misses
his airing.”

Johnnte's face softened, and he said
with a puzzled expression in his big
black eyes:

‘1 should think you’d want to go so
badly that you’d never keep anybody in
after school then.”

“1 must do my duty to you, for your
parents have placed you under my care.”

*“But I am sure my father ard mother
would excuse you if you didn’t keep me
in any more. It would be awfu! mean
in anybody to think you ought to stay
and make that litile fellow miss hig
ride ! sald Johnnie earnestly, forgetting
that he had been in fault, so touched
was his heart with the story of the poor

c:ﬂld pining for the sunlight and fresh
afr,

M ss Parvin semiled and kissed John-
nle's upturned face, and then quite ar
cidentally his glaace fell upon the ple-~
ture on the blachboard, and with a deep
blush he sprang toward it and with a

from the care when school hours |

times called wave offerings, bucause they
were waved to and fro, probably in order
to show that the sacrifice was made to
the Lord of all the four parts of the
world. -

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.
8TUDIES IN TUE HISTORY OF JUDAR

LESSON IX.—~NOVEMBER 27.
TEMPERANCE LESSON.

(The fourth Sunday In November s
observed as " Temperance Sunday*® In
many churches.)

Prov. 4. 10-19. Memory verses, 14, 16.

GOLDEN TEXT.

My son, if sinners entice thee, consent
thou pot —Prov. 1. 10.

OUTLINE..

1. The Right Way, v. 10-13.

2. The Wrong Way, v. 14-17.

3. The £nd of the Ways, v. 18-19.

Time.—Solomon, to whom these words
are attributed, reigned over the united
kingdom, according to common chron-
ology, from 1015 to 9756 B.C.

HOME READINGS.

M. Temperance lesson.—Prov. 4. 10-19.
Tu, Companionship.—Prov. 13. 5-20.

W. The mocker.—Prov. 20, 1-7.

Th. The way of sinners.—Prov. 1. 7-19.
F. A path of woe, Isa. 5. 11-23.

S. Bad and good fruit.—Gal. 6. 16-26.°

| Su. The two ways.—Psalm 1.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1. The Right Way, v. 10-13,

What is our Golden Text ?

What {g the result of following wis-
dom ?

\What does sclience say about this ?

Who are our leaders in right paths ?

What is the meaning of verse 12 ?

In what ways may we take fast hold
of instruction ?

How should we treat good advice ?

Why ?
2, The Wrong Way, v. 14-17.

Into whose way should we not go ?

It urged to do wrong, what should we
do? Prov. 1.10.

What four things are we advised to do?

What reason is given for this advice ?

What is the food and drink of wicked
men ?

What do you understand by the “bread
of wickedness” and the ‘“wine of

quick flourish of his hand it disappeared. | violence” 2

plcturo on the
blackboard. but she
made no remark. It
remained there all
day. for sho watched
that no one should wipe it off. She
knew very well whose work it was, for
Johnnie was her most rebellious pupil;
and then, too. his guflt was written on
his downcast face,

When school was over, she called the
Yoy to her,

1 want vou to tell me why vou did
ths. Johnie,” she eaid, laying her hand
upon his thick dark cuils, and pointing
to the blackboard, while a few scholars
Uptloed back and listened curlously. But
the boy hing his head in sullen sfience.

“1 know you did .it. because I have
Tot another scholar who would be “so
digrespectful.”

Johnaule blushed.

: 1she v‘lt‘wns not pleasant
to bear ‘himtel! 50 badly spoken of.

At

A REBREW THANKSGIVING.

‘ Forgive me, Miss Parvin, it was
wicked to do that. But I'll never keep
your brother from his alring again.”
.And Johnnle kept his word.

A HEBREW THANESGIVING.

A good many boys and girls perhaps
think that thanksgiving !s a Canadian
or Amerlcan festival. 1t is much older
than that. It dates back to the Old
Testament time?, when the chiléren of

presented 1ibank-offerings to'the Lo
They came before him with the first
fruits ot the fleld and flock, and with re-

Joicing and gladucss presented their
offerings unto God. These wero some-

Israel. ovaer three thousand years ago. |.

3. The End of the Ways, v. 18, 19.

To what is the pa.h of the just llkened?

What is the way of the wicked like ?

Do wicked p.ople ever try .to make
others like themselves 2

What should be the judgment of Chris-
tian people concerning alcohalic bever-
ages ?

Concerning those who make and sell
them ?

Concerning those who * drink
moderation" ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS:

Where in this lesson are we taught—
“1.- To heed good counsel ?
2. To shun wicked ways ?
3. To imitate good examples ?

in

Thanksgiviog in the Old Home.
BY MAUOARRT r. BANQGSYRR,

Like the patlent moss to the ritted hilt
The wee brown honse I8 clinging:

A last year's nest that is lone and stili,
Though It erst was filled with singing.

Then fleet were the children's pattering

feet,
And thelr thrlilicg childish laughter,
And merry volces were sweet, oh, sweet !
Ringing from floor to rafter.

The beautiful darlings, one by one,
From the nest's safo shelter flying,
Went forth in the sheen of the morning

sun,
Thelr fluttering plnions trying;
But oft as the reaping time is o’er,
And the hoar-frost crisps the stubble,
They haste to tiie litile home once more,
From the great world’s tofl and trouble.

And the mother herself {5 at the pane,
With a hand the dim eyes shading,
And the flush of girthood tints again
The cheek that is thin and fading;
For her boys and glrls are coming home,
The mother's kiss thelr guerdon,
Asg they came ere yet they had learned to
roam,
Or bowed to the task and burden.

Over the door's worn sill they troop,
The gkies of youth above them,

The blessing of God on the happy group,
Who have mother left to love them.
They well may emile in the face of care,

To whom such grace is given;
A mother's faith and a mother’s prayer
Holding them close to heaven.

For her, as she clasps her bearded son,
With a heart that's brimming over,

She's tenderly blending two in one,
Her boy and her boyish lover.

And half of her soul is reft away,
So twine the dead and the living,

In the little home wherein to-day
Her children keep Thanksgiving.

There are tiny handg that pull her gown,
And small heads bright and golden,
The chi dish laugh and the childish

frown,
And the dimpled fingers folden,
That bring again to the mother-breast
The spell of the sunny weather,
When ghe hushed her brood in the
crowded nest,
And all were glad together.

A truce to the jarring notes of life,
The.cries of pain and passion,
Over this lull in the eager strife,
Love hovers, Eden-fashion,
In the wee brown house were lessons
taught
of strong and sturdy living,
And ever, where honest hands have
wrought, .
God hears the true Thanksglving.
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Do not let them grow up with-
out good reading. -
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