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The Sunshine.

The sunshine 18 a glorious thing
That comes allke to all,

Lightlug the peasant’s lowly cot,
Tho nobdle’s painted hall.

The musle of the birds is heard,
Borne on the passing breeze,

As sweetly from the hedgerows as
From old ancestral treee.

There are ag many lovely things,
As many pleasant tones,

For those who dwell by cottage hearths
As thoss who sit on thrones.

TWO BRAVE OHILDREN.

This story is told by a Western paper :
“The gky at night in the vicinity ot
Apple Creek, In Dakota, was red all
aroungd the horizon, and people knew that
prairie fires were burning.
ing as darkness.fell the farmers saw the
glare hecoming more and more distinct,
and during the day the smoke increased
until 1t ot to
be almost suffo-
cating. Not far
from Apple
Creek is the
Iittle village of
Sterling, and
near Sterling
lived the Stev-
ens family. Mr.
Stevens was
away frola hom9
on the day that
the fire ap-
proached his.
house, and it so
happened that
his wife was
sich  in bed.
Their children
were a girl of
cight years and
a boy of elevea.
The boy bhad
heard that it
was a good
thing to plough
a furrow across
the path of
the advancing
flames, and
about noon ol
the day inques-
tion he tried to
protect the pro-
perty in that
mantter. With
the two-horse
team gand tho
plough.he cut a
trench  around
the house and
tiie sheds, and
then another
trench around
the stacks of
unthreshed wheat. He was not strong
epough to plough the trench to a great
depth ; but the-wide line of damp earth
thrown up would be bard for the flames
to leap across, especlally slnce his little
gister followed him around, carrying
away 31l trash that would add to the
tury of the fiames. That night the fire
was 5o near that the poor woman thought
of.getting out of bed with the purpose
of attempting to.escape, but she was teo
{11 to try-such a thing. Moreover, she
knew that if her husband could reach
the house he would come, and she
watched and prared as the light came
§{nto her room from the crimson skies
without. When the flames, runnlng be-

fore the wind, came -dowvn wupon the |

Stevens’ place they licked up the fences
in a jiffy, swept away the shocks of
grain and stacks of hay In the fields,
and ‘then rolled suddenly up to the fur-
rows ploughed by the poy. The wheat
stacks fell's prey, and numberless sparks
were gcattered around the house ; but the
brave boy and his s!ster ran 2ll about,
trampling out the fire wherever it caught.
The lttle workers were desperate, for

they -knew tbhat should ths houss burn

their poor mother surely would perish
ta her ted.  They fought:with: brooms,
shorels, and water. Whesrever thoy

ool thay "dug- ¥p freek. sarth, and-for-

R . -

a qQuarter of an hour they did not pause
a single moment.
caught, and the wood began to add fta
crackling to the rush and roar of the
vast prairie fira ; but the children dashed ,
bucket after bucket of water upon the,
burning spot, and so put it cut. They ;
carried the day. The great fire swept
past, and in its wake ceme the father, .
halt frantic with joy, to find that his,
little hero and heroine had saved thelr
mother’s life.

A SPELLING-BEE.

“I'm golng to have a spelling-bee to-
pight,” sald Uncle John, “and I'll give a
pair of skates to the boy who can best
spell ¢ man.'”

The children turned and stared into
one another’s eyes.

* Best spell ‘ man,’ Uncle John ? Why,

Every even- | there's only one way ! they cried.

“There are all sorts of ways,” replied
Uncle John., *I leave you to think ot
it a while,”

“I think this ia Joc's to tol),” Intor-

Once the houso I rupted Uncle John. *“ How was it, boy?™

* Why,” sald Joe, * I thought tho girls
had as much right on the pond as the
hoys. So I spuke tu one or two of tho
higger buys, and they thought so, .00,
and we stopped it all. I thought it was
mean to treat girls that way."”

Thore came a flash from Uncle John's i
pocket. The next minute tho skates
were on Joe's knee.

“The spelling-match s over!” sald
Uncle John, “and Joo hias won the prize.”

Three bewlldered faces mutely ques-
tioned him.

“ Boys,” he answered, gravely, * we've
been spelling ‘man,’ not {n letters. but
in acts. I told you there were different
ways, and we've proved it here to-night.
Think over it, boys, and sce.”

* Katle, why haven't you o :rmed my .
study better ? The thermomeier shows
only fifty-eight degrees!” ‘‘ But, I’ro-
fessor, for 80 small a room it seems to
mwe fi{ty-olght degrees are enough.”

. PALACE OF DOM ZXDRO L

And he buttoned up his coat and went
away. .

*What does he xmean ?” asked Bob.

“I think it’s a2 Joke,” sald Harry,
thoughtfully, “and when Uncie John
asks oo, I'm going to say, * Why, m-a-n,
of coursc.'”

“It's a conuadram, I know,” saild Joe ;
and he leaned his head on his hand and
settled down to think.

Time went slowly to the puzzled boys
for all thelr fun that day. It seemed
as if that after-supper time would never
come ; but it came at last, and Uncle
John came too with a shiny skate-runner
peeping out of his great-coat pocket.

Uncle John did not delay ; he sat down
and looked straigat into llarry’s eyes.

** Been a good boy to-day, Hal ?”

* Yes—no,” said Harry, flushing. 1
did something Aunt Mag told me not
to do, hecause Ned Barnes dared me to.
I can’t besr a boy tc dare me. What's
that 'to @0 with -spelling ‘man’ ?* he
added, balf to himself.

But Uncle John had turned to Bob.

“Had a good day, my boy 2"

“Haven't had fun cnough,” answered | the uneven geound. This world is full
*It's .all Joo's fault, too. | of the darkness of ain ; snares and temp-
We boys wanted the pond to ourselves for | tations he {n the -Christian’s path ; but

Bob, stoutly.

cne day, and we made up our minds that
when the girls came we'd clesr- them off.
But Jos, he—"

- . - - . .

PATACE OF DOM PEDRO 1L
Few things in history are more re-

markable than the sudden and almost

bloodless revolutifon which hurled from , black and Yoruba'

the throne of the vast Empire of Brazil,
Dom Pedro, one of the most beneficent |
and liberty-loving monarchs the world
hag ever known. In his case the often
quoted saying was abundantly verified,
‘“Uneasy lies the head that wears a
crown.” Doubtiess when this unquiset
dignity was laid aside, he enjoyed mora
real comfort and repose than when bear-
ing the burdene of an empire.

“1 ought
1 really ought. I

time than anybody I know of.”

When going through a coal mine it is
necossary to carry a safety-lamp, in
order to throw a light across the path.
The light prevents many a stumble ovor

ft bo carries with him.the lamp of God's
word, {t.will thow kim w)ere the danger

to study pholugraph_v."'
i mused the seaside young man who had
| broposed again.
y can develop more negatives in a given

Hes, and 50 keep bim trom falling.

BISHOP ADJAI CROWTHER.
A SLAVE WHO BECAME A BISHOP.

Amorican travellers in T :gland, as 2
rule, mako a pligrimage to the ancisat
cathedrul of Cantorbury, which s filled
with associations of moment to the hls-
torian and the Christian. Here the
Crusaders kept vigil before departing to
the Holy Land. Here Beckot was mur-
dered. Tho ntono steps are stili here,
worn in deop hollows by the Xnees of
countless pilgrims in past centurles.
Evory stately pillar and carved stono has
{ts rccord of dim, far-off days fn Xnglish
history.

One szcene, howover, which was wit-
nessed in this great minster, Is rmore
significant to Americans, vexed z3 they
aro with their race problems, than any
wurder or coronation.

Hero, beforo the high altar, with all

‘' tho solemn splendour of the ceremonial

of tho English Church, a poor freed slave,

' with a skin as black as coal, was oon-
! gecrated the first bishop of the Niger.

Adjal, a Yor-
uba  boy of
twelve, was
taken prisoner
*7ith his mother
by the Foulah
tribe, and sold
to  Portugucse
Alave - traders.
His mother was
left {n Africa.
An English
man-of-war ran
down the slave-
sbip, and they
brought out
from the held
the wretched
prisoners {rantic
with terror at
the white skins
and blue eyes of
thoir rescuors.
They -mistook
the cannnn-balls
on deck for
skulls, and the
carcass of a hog
in the cook's
cabln for a hu-
man body, and
tried to escapo
from the sup-
posed cannibals
by jumptog into

o gea.
Thoe boy AQ-
ia), was sent

to the mission
school at Slerra
{eune Tbhere he
%-~: taagit the
Cnristian faith,
and trained to
ke a carpenter.
Ho was baptized
under the nameo of Bamuel Crowther, but
kept, too, bis own name, Adjal, saylng
proudly :

“I1 am Christian. But I am slways

He proved to be so falthful and prac-

' tical, both as Christian and negro, that

he waa sent to England to make known
the condition and wants of his peaple.
Large sums were given him, which Le
vsed with much sagacity for his race.
The Queen sent Bibles, Prince Albert a
stee]l corn-mill, and other farming im-
plements, which Adjat taught his people
how to use.

On his second visit ho was made
bishop. He returned to his own tribe,
and after long search found his mother.
‘He took her {0 his home, and shoe became
a devout servant of Chrlst, and lived to
a great age  But she persisted 1n wear-
ing always the decent Yoruba ocstuma,
and In speaking that language, answer-
fng all srguments by saying -

“1 am negro. Jesus will Xnow me In
my own skin and in my blanket.™

No man in Africa served the Measter
more fa'*hfully than Bishop Adjat
Crowther The thoughtful reader in the
story .of his life can find a meaning
which, rightly used, will uplift his own.

The pond is an ocean'to the tadyole,

P P . L
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PLEASANT HOURS,

B e R T VoY . M a.
—RSASSA == o~ PIERERS TS
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Tho Ohild at the Door.
*¢ Behold, { staud st the (éooor and kpook.”

—Rev, iil

Taxne's a child outajde your door;
Lot him in 1
He may novel pass §t more,
¢ him in.
Lot a little, wandering waif
Find a sh:olter sweet and aafe,
In tho Jove and light of home,
Lot him come !

Thero'’s a cry along your street
Day by day !

T'here's a sound of little foot
Gonbd dMiray.

Open wide {our guarded gato

Por the hitle onos that wait,

Till a volce of love from homo
Bid thein como.

There's » voice divinoly sweet

s to.day 3
** Will you lot thou littlo feot
Stray away!?
Tot tho lambs bo home\ur(i led,
Aud of you it shall be sai
Yqu have dope it Mthlull)
Ugto Me.”

Wo ahall qtand somo golemn day
door !

Spall no hcar&ho Master say,
O’er and v'er,

Lot the children all come in

From a world of pain and sin;

Opeu witde the doors of home,

Children cotno ¢ *
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The daughter of the Syrophenician wo-
man.—Matthew 15. 21-28

A DISTRESSKL MUTHEL.

She wyas not of the Jewish nauon.
but belungcd to the Gentile race, con-
sequently she had not been so mghly
favoured fn gespect to religlous iustruc-
tion. MHer residence was on the borders
of Canaan, so that shic would not te al-
together 1gnor’mt of the religion which
Jesus Christ came into the world to pro-
pagiate. But though a Gentile by birth,
she was a mother and had ab) the feclings
of & mother. YWho can tel) the {eelings
of a mother when any of her children are
aflicted ?  Children nover can know
ho% imuch the¥ are indcbted to thelr

motkefs. Honour thy father and thy
mother.  Your mother is your best
triend.

YHE OCCASION OF IER AFELICTION.

Verse 22 My daughter is grievously
vexed with & devil  Worse tban to e
inzane A demon was in her soul. The
poor girl wns completely under the con-
tro! of the devil who had taken posses-
sion of ker. The mother had no doubt
used every means in her power to relieve,
it possidble, her beloved child. But hav-
ing failed she now came to Christ. All
should go to him In every timo of nced.
Use all proper imeans, but pray to him
for succeas. good man was accus-
tomed to say to persons who woere in
troubls, “ Do the beat you can, and pray
to God to help you.” Thiz was whit

this woman dld. Seo how she addmsaed
the Savioyr, ° Have mercy upon mo.
8he made the affliction of her chlld her
qwn.

IIOW LCHURISY TREATLD HER.

Verse 23, *“ Answeroed her not a word.”
Acted as though he did not heay her, or
it he did hear, as though he did not care.
This was certainly strange, and not ac-
cording to his usual custom. Ho knew
why he acted thus. Ile does not al-
ways give reasons for his conduct, but he
always acts wisely  The disciples Inter-
posed on her behnlf, which was very
creditable to them, which should teach
us a lesson, viz., to show sympathy td
thoso in trouble and help if we can.
Jesus was trying the woman's faith, and
was making her an object lesson for
future ages.

HIB DISCODNIGING MANNER.

Verse 24. This meaus he was sent
firet to the Jews—lost sheop of Israel,
When she heard these words, she did not
give up, but came nearer to Christ, and
even worshipped him, and satd, * Lord,
help me.* What an example {8 this
I.et notbing kecp you from Christ. No
matter how great may be your dis-
couragements, ever keep saying, “Nearer,
my God, to thee.” Perseverance rewards
toll. Those who regard the clouds shali
not reap. Never let difficulties deter
you when engaged In good work. What
a plea she makes, as much as to say, if
you are sent to the Jost shecep of the
house of Israel, you can help me, for
though I do not belong to those to whom
you are gent, T am sure that I need help.

CHARIST'S ANSWER,
Verse 26. This looks llke an insult.

‘1he Jews called all Gentiles by the op-

“LITTTE DO DOBS i%F.”

Little Tommy Bell, when told t% shut
a doer, or do Anythling bout tho house,
had a funny way of mpl)lng by Ba¥ing :
“1 do doés §t." And he persisted In
this form of exhrcsslon until they pick-
nopmed bim “ Little Do Dobs It Wis
it pot s qucer name for a boy ?

But Tommy, ko soms other little boys,
was not always 03 prompt at performing
as he was In promising; aiid so his papa
told him ono day that he should bave to
name him *“1 Don't Do It,” instead ot
* I Do Does It,” it he did not mind.

Tommy wonld reply: “ But, papa, I
do does it after a while; I don’t never
don't do {t.”

“Yes, my son, that s something to
your credit.  ‘Better late than never,',
as the saying i3; but better still, never
late. You must learn to act promptly,
my boy, or we¢ cannot continue to call
you * Little Do Does It."”

A THRILLING §TORY BY J. B. GOUGH. !

A minister of the Gospel told me one '
of the most thrilling incidents I evor
heard in my lifee. A member of his
congregation came home for the first
time in his lfe Intoxicated, and his boy
met him upon his doorstep, clapping his
hands, exclajming :

‘* Papa’s come¢ home !

He selzed the hoy by the shoulder,
swung him around, staggered and fell id
the hall

The minister sald to me: “I could
give you his name, if necessary. I spent
the night in the house. I went out,
bared my brow that the night alr might |
fall upon it and cool it. I walked down
the hill. There wsas his chlld—dead!

TARSUB, BIRTH-FLACE OF S§T. RAUL—{se¢ lessons).

probious term of dogs, hence he was
on]y speaking after the mapner of men '
ln what e now says. She was a clgver |
woman, for she said in effe.t, call me a |
dog if jyou will, I claini the doug's por-
tion. Give me the crumbs just the same ;
as the dug always receises. SlLe minded )
nothing else but the one thing which she i
had in view, hence she argues skilfully. |

CHRIST S COMMENDATION,

Verse 28 Delavs you see, are not
deninls.  When he at last speaks, he
Apoc 50 in the rreatest commendation. and
commends her faith her strong econ- |
fidlence. whirh she had in the power and
goodness of (God. If she had not pro-
fessed faith, she never could have come
throvgh sneh finods of opposition as she |

had to farn.  She had evidenfly made |
.up her mind as to her course.  She felt !
wnshaken eonfidence in God Aagd bher !

ronduet should teach us this lesson. that !
faith in God is absolutely necessary In |
the Christian warfare. * Without faith |
't is imposéible to please God.” etc. !
Hebrows 11 6.

KINDNEBSS TO DESTITUTE
CHILDREN.

The Junior League of the Camden East
church, upon the Newburg Clrcult, Bay
of Quinto Conference, deserves to be
nientivned for thelr thougktfulness and
zeal in providing a well-fllled box of
clothing. books, and toys, for the needs
of little ones under the care of the Rav.
C. . Watch, and his assistants in the
child-saving wark at Brighton. It is
needless to say the box was very much
appreciated, and the boys and girls of
Camden East were tho actual Santa
Clats to some of thess children. Let us
hope that the joy in giving the gifta
was as great as that:of receiving.

. There was his wlfq in strong convulsions,
and he asleep

A man hut thirty yegrs of age asleep
with a dead child in the house, bavmg
2 blue mark upon the templp Whero ih:;
corner of the marple steps ad o1
contact with the bead as ho svmng fxp
around, and a wife upon thé briuk qf
the grave!

“Mr. Gough,” said my friend, *I cursed
the drink. He had tald me I must .re-
main until he awoke, and I did. WWhen
he awoke he passed bis hand over his
face, and exclaimed : *What is the mat- |
ter? Where am I? Where is my
boy

“*You cannot see him.'

“‘Stand out of the way !
my boy !

* To prevent confusion T took him to
the chiid’s bed, and as I turned down
the sheet and showed him the corpse he
uttered a wild shriek . ‘O my chilad ¥

That minister said further to me:
“ One year after he was brought from a
lunatic asylum to lie slde by side with
his wife in one grave, and T attended
the funeral.”

The minister of the Gospel who told
2 that fact i3 to-day a drunken hostler ,
in a stable in Boston !

Now tell me what rum won't do! 1t
will debase, degrade, imbrute, and damn
everything that is noble, bright; glorious, .
and Godllke in & human belng. There ,
is nothing that drink will not do that is-,
vile, dastardly. cowardly, sneakish, or,
hellish. We are united, comrades, are
we not, to fight this monstor rum till the
day of our death ?2—Charleston Mes- ,
senger.

I-wil see

- e e . A - - -

One-third of the females of France

.over fourteen yesrs of are farm
. ’labonmrt. R l

HOW TO WINTER A BOY WELL.

A writer in Tbe CQ!portbur gives some
pmny good Q vico upon “ how fo winter
d boy.”  We are inclined to belleve that
iho boy mighl tako some of it himself,

48 woll ag hik parents :
“ Statt hil tb ‘achod! early In the fall,
and sce that he has something to keep

him bugy a part of overy moming, after-
noon, and evening.

* Encourage him to cat three square
meals, passing up his plate as often as
he pleases, and then sot the coolkie-pan
and ralsin-box out of his reach between
meals.

“A sled, a poud palt ot skateds, and
several bnsobuns are very important for
keeping him In good condition,

“ A boy and a dog fit each other pretty
well, but tivo wjde-awake boys are botter,

“ lee bim nine hours for sleep, soven
for study, four for work, and four for
play every day.

* Sprinkle everyth(ns well with praise,

“Stretch him once In a whilo on a
high 1dea) o manhood.

* A pinch of giving up o others and a
dime savings-bank are wholesome.

“ Let him kick up his heels, but teach
him not to kiek anything but air.

“It he I8 in Jove with hls mother. his
grandmother, apd severgl other good
women, you need not worry lest he run
to girl nonsense,

‘ An excellent exercise fs for him to
plant both knees on thé carpet and bury

. his face in the bed coyers Just before

jumplog In.  God will take care of what

he says.”

8T. GOTHARD TUNNFL.

Many people have heard of the St.
Gotbard tunnel, that great engineering
trlumph ol the nineteenth
century, but few, petrhaps,
have grasped the full ldea of
its vastness. Beginning at
the town of Goshenen, fn
Switzerland, it extends throuz}i
‘the entire vwange of St
Gothard_mountains. and ends
nine and one-fourth mileg to
% @ sonth of its beginning, in

e lIittle towm of Airols,
in Italy. The work con-
sumed ten years’ time, the
labour of over three thousand
men dally, and over eleven
millions of dolars. And yet
it seemed a ladour of love, as
hoth Italy and Switzerland
tolled unremittingly to over-

comg this !"hty barrier
sthich the Alps had interposed
between them, eager to clasp
bhands fn a closer unjon, even
though 1t ‘were In the depths
of the St. Gothard range, six
thousand feet below the top.
Buat oll the toi} i3 over now,
2nd the journey can be easily
mx;lde in sixtesn minutes by
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There is a pretty story of
love and devotion connected
wlth the history of thie tan-

él." Two orphan children
lived near it, Jean and Louise Dufour.
Jean. a’ stflwart lad, could remember
when they began boring it, but they had
been, \rqulng Tonger ago than Louise
copld remember. She was a poor lttle
Invalld, but the doctor had said when
the tunnel was finished and cars runnfeg,
Jean sbquld take her to Italy, and she
would recover. So the children had
been very impatiently wafting. ‘The
boring was done at last, it the day it
was completed little Louise hnd fainted
from exhaustion. Too frightened to
réason, Jean dared not walit, he thoughs,
for the cars to get running, so taking the
money they had saved for the journey,
he Hited his little, frafl and stil? uncon:
scions sister in hig arms, and carried her
the entite distance. Oh, what a black,
horrible nightmare it all. scemed like!
For fear and excitelent made him speed
a}ong }iké the wind. Yenrs afterward,
when Louise was fully recovered, -and
they were both rosy and bappy. Jean
. satd, “that they passed through the
awfal shadows of death that afght in
, the tunnel.”” *“ And was not this.sunny
t town of Nervi heaven *  “1It had vines
ond sloping hillg, covered with the dusky
ollves, and beautiful gardens full of
{ roses and mmagnolitas and oranges and-
lemons and palms. Surely if not, it
must be very much like heaven.
Michigan Advocate.

“How Shall I Give?” by the Revw.
Geqrge A Forneret, M:A, 15 2 very
thotghtfut and judiclogs t.éatment of an.
important sabject. 1t clearly sets Tort:

" the obligation of Christian stewardship,

the princ’l'ple ot uthing ff both the Old:
ang New Testaments, and its- qppllmﬁtﬁ*
0 ﬁodem eqxiaiﬁunt. We cordially:
cotmpeiid

T e TS - . -
. ~ - Y
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The Right Kind of a Boy.
Hero’s to the boy who's not afraid
TG do his slare of work ;
Who tiver {8 by toll disinayed,
Ahd nover trles to shirk,

The boy whose heart {s brave to meot
All lond in the way !

Who's not discouraged by defeat,
But tries another day.

The boy who always means to do
The very boet ho can ;

Who always keeps the right in vicw,
And tims to bo n man.

Such boys as these will grow to bo
The mon whoss hand will guido

The future of our land ; and wo
8hall speak their names with pride.

J. Cole,n.Boy Hero

Y
EMMA GELLIBRAND.

CHAPTER IV.

And now I must confess to those—for
surely there will bo a few—who have
folt a little Interest so far, in the for-
tunes of J. Cole, that a period in my

story has arrived when I wonld faln |

Jay down my pen, and not awaken the
sleeping past, to recall the sad trouble
that befell him.

I am almost an old woman now, and
all this happened many yeéars ago, when
my hair was golden instead of silver. 1

was younger in those days, and now am |

peacefully and hopefully waiting God's
time for my sumipons. Troubles have
been my lot, many and hard to hear.
Loss of husband, children, dear, good
friende, many by decath, and some
troubles harder even than those, the
loss of trust, and bitter awakening to the
lngratitude and worthlessness of those
In whom I have trusted. All theso I
have endured. Yet time and trouble
have not suflicientiy bardened my heart
that I can write of what follows without
pain.

Christmas was over, and my dear hus-
band again away for somec months. As
soon as I could really say, ‘ Spring is
here,” we were to leave London for our
country home, and Joe was constantly
talking to Mrs. Wilson about his various
pets, Jeft behind in the gardener’s care.

There was an old jackdaw, an especial -

favourite of his, a miserable owl too,
who had met with an accident, resulting
in the loss of an eye; a more evil look-
ing object than °* Cyclops,’” as my hus-
band christened him, I never saw.
Sometimes.on a dark night this one eye
would gleam luridly from out the
shadowy recesses of the garden and an
unearthly cry ot * Hoo-oo-t,” fall on the
ear, enough to give one the * creeps for
a hour,” as Mary, the housemald, said.
But Joe loved Cyclops, or rathpr
“ Cloppy,” as he called him,.and the bird
hopped after Joe about the garden, as i?
he quite returned the feeling.

All .our own dogs, and two or threo
maimed ones, and a cat or two, more or
less hideous, and indebted to Joe's mercy
in rescuing them from traps, snares, etc.
—~all these creatures were Joe's delight.
Each week the gardenmer’s boy wrote a

few words to Joe of their health and '
wonderful doings, and ecach week Joe .

1zithtully sent a shilling, to be laid oiit
fn food for them. Then there was Joe's
especial garden, also a sort of hospital,
or convalescent home rather, where
many blighted, unhealthy looking plants
and shrubs, discarded by the gordener,
and cast eside to be burnt on the weed
heap, bad been rescued by Joe, patiently
nureed and petted as it wero into life
by constant care and watching,
and after belng kept in pots awhlile tiil
they showed, by sendjng forth some tiny
shoot or bud, that the sap of life was
once more -circulating freely, wero then
planted in the sheltered corner he called
*“his own.”
‘What treasures awalted him in this
small square of earth. What bunches
of violes he would gather for the

“24issls” ; and his longing tn get hack |

to his various pets, and his garden, was
the topic of conversation on many a long
evening between Joe and Mrs. Wilson.
Little Bogle, the fox terrier, was the
oply dog we -had with us in town, and
Bogio hated London. 4 ier the qulet

country life, tha fncesssnt roll of car-

riages,-trampling of horses, and callings
of coachmen, shrill cab whistles, and all

the nolsos. of a fashiorable neighbour-

hood ‘at night during.a L«dndon season,
were. mmost abjactionable -0 Bogie; he
oould not rest, and. often Jos got out of

Guld not ‘Fest, and ofte ¢
bed B G, R eing a1l o¢ ai|.our Mouss instead of toward it. He

" wrma, to prévent kls waking all of

with his shrill barking at the unwonted
sounds, -

As 1 have sald before, I am very nor-
vous, and the prospect of spending
soveral more weeks in the blg London
house, without my husband, was far from
pleasant ; g0 i Invited my widowed sister
and her girls to stay with e some tlmo
longer, and made up my mind to bantch
my fears, and think of nothing but that
the dark nights would be getting shortor
and shorter, and mecanwhile our house
was well protected, as far as good strong
bolts and chalns could do so.

One night I felt more nervous than
usual, 1 had eoxpected a letter from
Amorica for gome days past, and none
had arrived. On this evening I knew
the mail was due, an« I walted anxjovsly
for the last ring of the postman at ten
o'clock , but I was doomed to listen in
valn ; there was tho sharp, loud ring
next door, but not at ours, and I went to
my room carlier than the others, really
to give way to a fow tears that I could
not control.

I sat by my bedroom fire, thinking, and
I am afrald, conjuring up all sorts ot
terrible reasons for my dear husband's
sllence, untfl I must havo fallen asleep,
for I awoke chilly and cramvyed from the
uncomfortable posture I had slept in.
The fire was out, and tho houso silent as
the grave; not even a carriage passing to
take up some late guest. 1 looked at
the clock-~half-past three, and then from
my window. It was ‘that darkest hour
before dawn,” and 1 hurried into bed,
i and endeavoured to sleep ; but po, I was

hopelessly wide awake; no amount of

counting, or mental exercise on the sub-
ject of ‘' sheep going through a hedge ™
had any effect, and 1 found myselt lying
awake, lstening. Yes, 1 know that I
was listening for something that I should
, bear before long, but I did not know
" what,
|+ Hark! what was that 7" a sudden
' thud, as if somothing had fallen some-
where 1n the house ; then stlence, except
for the loud beating of wy heart, that
' threatened to suffocate me. ‘‘Nonsense,”
I sald to myself, 1 am foolishly mner-
“vous to-night. It 18 nothing here, or
Bogle would bark ;" so I tried again to
sleep. Hush! Surely that was a foot-
step golng up or down the stairs! I
could not endure tha agony of belng
alone any Jlonger, but would go to my
sister’'s room, Jjust across the ‘landing,
and get her to come and stay the rest of
the night with me, I put on my siip-
pers and dresslng-gown, and opening
my door, came face to fuce with my
sister, who was coping to me.

“Let me come ip,” she said, “aund
don't let us alarm the girls, but I feel
" certain something i3 going on down-
stairs. Bogie barked furiously an hour
age; and tuen was suduenly silent.”

' *“That must bave been when I was
¢ asleep,” I replied ; “but no doubt Joe
* heard him, and has taken him in.”

“‘That may be,” sald my sister, *“ but
!'1 have kept on hearing queer nolses at
! the back of the house; they scemed in

Joe's room at first. Come and listen

yourself on the stajrs.”

It §s strange, but true, that many per-
! sons, horribly nervous at the thought of
¢t danger, find all their presence of minda
in full force when actually called upon
* to face {t. So it is with me, and so it
+ was on that night. I stood on the land-
t ing, and listened, and {n a few moments
heard mufiled sounds downstairs, like
persons moving about stealthily.

*“There is certainly somebody down
there, Nelly,” I said to my sister, “and
* they are down in the basement. if we
- could creep down quietly and get into
' the drawing-room, ve might open the
window and cail the watchman or police-
man ; both are on duty until seven.”

“ But think,” gaid my sister, “ of the
fright of the girls if they heard us, and
find they were left alone. The servants,
too, will scream, and rush about, as they
- always do. Let us go down and meke
sure there are thieves, and then see what
is best to be done. The door at the top
of the kitchen stairs is locked, so they
must de down there; and perhaps if we
could get the watchman to come {n
quietly, we might catch them in a trap,
by letting him through the drawing-
room, and into the comservatory. He
: could get into the garden from there,
t and ag they must have got In that way
from the mews over the stable wall, and
f through the gardeu, they would try to
¢ escape the same way, and the watchman
! would be waiting for them, and cv* oif
! their retrcat.”

I agreed, and we stoie downstairs into
the drawing-room, where we locked our-
selves in, then very gently and carefuliv
drew up one of the side blinds of the bay
window. The morning had hegun to break,
and evervihing in the wido road was
distinetly visible. In the cistance I
.cuuld see-the policeman on duty, but on
the opposite side, and golng sway from

i

¢

reom

would turn thse corner at the top of the
road, and go past the houses parallel
with the backs of our row, and then ap-
pea: at the opposito ¢nd of the park, and
come along our slde; thore was no In-
termediato turning- -nothing dut an un-
brokon row of ahout forty detached
houses facing each other

What could we do? [ dared not walt
until the policoman came back , quito
twenty minutes must pass before than,
and day being so near at hand the light
was fncreasing every moment, and the
burglais would surely not leave without
visiting the drawing-room and dining-
room, and would perhaps murdor us, to
save themsolves {rom dotection,

It T could only attract the policeman's
attention—but how ?

My slster was close to the door listen-
ing, and overy instant wo dronded hear
ing them coming up tho kitchon stafra.
I could not undorstand Bogic rot bark-
ing, and Joe not waking, for whero 1
was T could distinctly hear the men mov-
fng about fn the pantry and kitchen.

1 wonder,” I sald to my sister, it I
could put somcthing across from this
balcony to tho stonework by the froat
steps ? It scems such a little distance,
aad if T could step across, I could open
the frost gate in an finstant and run
after the policeman. I shall try.”

“You will fall and kill yourselt,” my
sister sald ; * tho,spaco Is much wider
than you think.”

But I was determined to try, for 1 I
let that policeman go out of sight, what
horrors might bappen in the twonty
minutes before he would come back,

The idea of one of the girls waking
and calling out, or Joe waking and be-
ing shot or stabbed, gave me a feeling
of desperation, as thowgh T alone could
and must save them.

Luckily the house was splendidly built,
every window-sash sl!lding nolaelessaly
and casily ic its groove. I oponed the
one nearest to the hall-door steps, and
saw that the stone ledge abutted to
within about two feet of the low balcony
of the window; but I was too nervous to
trust myself o spring arross even that
distance, At that moment my sister
whigpered :

“1 hear somebody coming up the
kitchen stairs I

Desperately I cast my eyes round the
for somethirng to bridge tho open
space that would bear my we!ght, it only
for a moment. The fender-stool caught
my eye, that might do, it was strong,
and more than long enough. In an in-
stant wo had.it acress, anl I was out of
the window and down thLe front steps

As I turncd the hardle of the heavy
fron gate, I looked down at the front
kitchen window. A man stood in the
kitchen, and he looked up and saw me -
such a ‘horrible looking rufiian, toc.
Fear lent wings to my feet, and I flew
up the road; the watchman was just en-
tering the park from the opposite end,
he saw me, aud sounded his whistle; the
policeman turped and ran towards me.
I was too exhausted to speak, and he
caught me, Jjust as, having gasped
“Thicves at 50!’ (the number of our
house), I fell forward in n dead swoon.

When I recovered, I was lying on wy
own bed, my sister, the scared servants,
and thé policeman, all around me. From

them I heard that directly the man in .

the Kitchen caught sight of me, he
warned his companion, who was busy
torcing the lock of the door at the head
of the kitchen stairs, and mgy sister heara
them both rushing across the garden,
where they had a ladder against the
stable-wall. They must have pulled this

up after them, and tossed it into the '

next garden, where i{t was found, to de-
jay pursuit. The park-keeper had, after

sounding his whistle, rushed to our ;
house, got in at the window, and ran .

to tho door at the top of the kitchen
stairs, but it was quito impossible to

open it; the dburglars had cleverly left .

something In the lock when disturbed,

and the key would not turn. He then .
went through the drawing-room into the ,

conservatory, where a glass door opened

on the garden, but by the time the heavy .
sliding glass panel was unfastened, and .

the inner door unbolted, the men had
disappeared; they took with them much

-less than they hoped to have done, for

therg wera parcels and packets of spoons,
forks, and a case of very handsomn gold
salt-cellars, 2 marriage gift, alwass kept
in 2 baize-lined chest in the pantry, the
key of which 1 retalned, and which
chest was supposed until now to be proot
against burgiars; the lock had been
burnt all round with some i{nstrurmecnt,
most likely a poker heated in the gas,
and then forced inwards from the burmt
woodwork.

“ How wes {t,”” I asked.  Joe did not
wake during all this, or Bogie bark ?”

As 1 asked the question, I noticed that

oy sister turned away, and Mrs, Wilson,

after vainly endoavouring to look uncon-

cerned, threw her apron suddenly evee
her head, and durst out crying.

“Vhat {8 the matter ™ I sald, siiting
up: * what are you all hiding from me?
fend Joo to me ;1 will learn the truth
from him.”

At this the policeman came forward,
and then I heoard that Joe was missing,
hiis room was fn great disorder, and one
of his shoes, ovidently dropped In his
hurry, had been found In the garden,
near sowme spoons thrown down by the
thieves; his clothes 'wore gone, so he
ovidently had dressed himalf after pra-
tending to go to bed as usual; hls
blankets and sheels wero taken away.
used no doubt, the policeman maid, o
wrap up the stolen thingn

“Is it possible, I asked, “ that you
suspeck Joo fs in Joaguo with these
burglars 1”

* Woll, mum,” sald the man, ¥ it looks

queer, and very like it.  IIo slopt down-
stalrs closo to the very door wlere they
got in: he nover gives no alarm, he must
‘ have been expecting soutething, or elge

why was ho dressed T And how did his
! shve como In the garden T  And what’s
{ more to tho point, if 50 ho as he's inno-
! cent. whero is he ? Theso young rascals
{s that artful, you'd be surprisad-to know
tho dodged they’ro up to.*

* But,” I Interrupted, “ it 1g impossible,
it tg cruol to suspect hlm, e ia gono,
trus enough, bhut I'm sure he will come
back. Perbaps he ran after tho man to
try and catch thom, and dropped his
shoo thoea.”

* That's not lkely, mum,” sald he,
with a pitying smile at my {gnorance of
circumstantial evidenco; *“he’d havae
called out to stop 'om, and it ain‘t likely
they'd have let him get up their ladder,
afore chucking ot it into the next gar-
den, if 80 bo as he was a-chnsing of ‘em
to got 'em took. No, marm; I'm vory
sorry, particular as you scom so kindly
disposed ; but, in my humbdle opinifon,
he's a artful young dodger, anad ihis ‘ere
job bas beon planned over so long, and
he's connived at {t, and has hooked it
) along with his pals. 1 knows ’em, bui
. wo'll soop nadb him; and {f so be as you'll
be so kind as to let me take down in
writin' all you knows about *J. Cole,’
which s hir name, I'm tnformod—where
you took him from, his character, and
previous career, it will help considerabls
{n laylng hands on him ; and when he’s
found we'll soon find hig pals.”

Of course. I told all I know about Joe.
I felt positive he would come back, per-
haps in a few minutes, to explain-evory-
. thing.  Besides, there was Bogle, too.
. Why should ho take Bogie ? The pclice-

man suggested that * perbapa tho dawg
| follei’d him, and Ne had taken It along

with him, to prevent being traced by
, its means."”
, At length, all this questionlng being
) over, the household sottied down into a
sort of strange calm. It scomed to us
days since we had sald ‘ Good night'
. snd sought cur rooms on that nigat, and
yet it was only twenty-four hours ago;
; in that short time how much had taken
place ! On going over all the plate, ete.,
we missed many more things; and Mrx

Wilson, whose faith in Joo's honesty
, bever wavered. began to think the poor
, boy might have been frightenod at hav-

ing slept through the robbery. and as
, he was so proud of having the plate used
overy day in his charge, when he dis-
, covered it had been stolen, he might
, have feared we should blame him o
. much for it, that he had run away home

to his pecople In his fright, meaning to
. ask his father, or his adored. Dick, to re-
turn to me and plead for bim. I
thought, too, this was possible, for I
knew how terribly he would reproach
himeelt for letting anything fn his care
‘be stolen. I therefore made up my
mind to telegraph to his father at onco;
but not to alarm him, I sald—

“Is Joo with you? Have reason to
think he has gono home. Answer back.”

The answer came some hours after,
for in those small villages communica-
tion was difficult, The reply ran thus*

*“We bave nut scen Joe ; if ho comes
. to-night will write at onco. Hcping

there is nothing wrong.”

So that surmise was a mistake, for Joe
had money, and would go by train §f ho
went home, and be there in two hours.

« All tho household zat up nearly ail
that night, or rested uncomiortably on
sofas and armchalrs; we felt too un-
getticd to go to bed, though worn ont
with suspense, and the previous excito-
ment and fright. Oficials and detectives
came and went during the ovening, and
looked .about for traces of the robbem,
and befors night a deseription of tho
stolen things, and a most minnte one of
Joe, were pasted outslde the police-sta-
tions, and afl round London for miics.
A reward of twenty pounds wax offerod
for Joe, and my heart ached to know
thero was a hue and ery after him ifke
;. & common thief.

i (To be continued.)
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Two Oents 8 Weok.

“Two cents 3 woek* the Mastor asks
From all the loving children’s hands;
Two cents a weok to tell his love
And teach his Word {n foreign lands.

“Two cents & week ” to placo ajar
The gates of mercy, high and broad,
Two conts a week to spread afar
Tho knowledge of aur risen Lord.

*Two cents a week " may send a blazo
Of Gospel light o'er India‘s plalns

Two cents a woek may frco a race
For ages bound by error’s chains,

* Two conta a week ;" from China’s shore
Wo catch the ery and hear the plea ;

‘Two cents & week a fow years more,
And struggling China shall be free.

“ Two cents a week ' may wake tho note
Of Zlon’s song in fair Japan ;

‘Two conts a week, O blessed Christ,
May tcll of all thy love to man.

WILD DUCKS,
BY ELLA RODMAN CHUKCR

To seo a waddling and swimming fow],
1iko the barnyard duck, spread & good-
‘gize¢ palr of wings and

but the mallard seems to know it, and
to remember the dreadful nolse of the
report that frightened hir 8o much ; so,
dmawing his feet under his body, he
springs upon them, opens his wings, and,
with loud * quacks ! takes himself off—
as the bird in tho picture {s dolng.

Tho blue-winged tea! and the green-
winged teal are both beautiful birds.
The latter has such soft, beautiful shaded
colouring, that it scoms to have been
1aid on with a fino brush  The bhead is
of emerald, streaked with chestnut : the
wings of the freshest grecen, and the
back I8 fincly pencllled.

These ducks are all very much sought
after for thetr tender, julcy flesh ; but
nono are quite equal to the canvas-back
4 his delightful, bor zather stupld duck
begins to arrive from the north early in
Octlober, and it always comes in great
flocks, and !s slaughtered {n countless
nuwmbers. It dearjy loves the wlild
celery, for which 1t has tn dive, as the
root—the only part ft cares for—grows
under water ; and the widgeon, another
duck that llkes celery, I8 sure to be the
companion of the canvas-back.

This widgeon has heen descrihed 23 a
* thorough rascal,” getting his living by
stealing from others, He cannot dive
as his companion can ; but he {3 guite

GOLDEN TEXT.

We ought to oboy God rather than men.
—Acts 5. 29,

OUTLINB.
1. Prisoners, v. 17, 18.
2. Preachers, v, 19-28,

3. Witnesses, v. 29-32.

Time,- Not definitely hnown, but prob-
ably between A.D, 30 and A.D. 33.

Place.~The hall of the Sanhedrin; the
prison , the temple—all {n Jerusalam.

HOME READINGS,

M. The prison opened.—Acts 6. 17-32.
Tu. Rejoicing.—Acts 6. 33-42.

. Jonah's prayer.—Jonah 2, 1.9,

Th. Fearless obedlence.—Jer. 26. 8 15.
. Suffertag for Christ.—1 Peter 3. 8-17.
S. Blegged In trial.—Luke 6, 17-23.

Su. Boldnpess for truth.~Dan, 3. 8-18.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1, Prisoners, v, 17, 18,
\Who were put In the prison ?
Did they deserve to go there ?
What is saild in 1 Peter 4. 16 ?
Who put the apostles in prison ?
Wbat made them angry at
apostles 7

mount up fInto the alr
untjl it became a small
speck in the sky, would bo
a remarkable sight; yet
this f8 just what ({ts
cousin — the  wild-duck,
who 18 & very ‘“high
flyer "—does continually.
It can also swim and
fleat, tor, like its plalner
relative, it belongs to the
swan family, and must
therefore bd at home on
the water.

These wild ducks are
beautiful birds, and each
famlly of thew has fts own
peculiar style of dress.
Thus, the summer or wood
duck—which {s the hand-
somest of all the species
—~—appears {n the most
gorgeous colouring, with
softly-shaded tints, and it
moves So gracefully that
it seems more ke a swan
than a duck It is call~d
the summer duck, becanse
ft {8 the oniy one of its
tribe that ;s seen here dur-
ing the summer months ;
and because its eggs are
usually Ilald {n a hollow
tree or stump. it s also
called the wond duck.

The nest {8 carefully
bidden under grasses and
water ferns; and both
parents are very watchful
that no harm shall come
to the precious eggs. The
mother-bird does not seem
to know what fear is
when she is sitting on her
eggs, and a naturalist
tells a story of a pair of
sumrier ducks which had
buillt their nest in o
hollow oak overhanging a
creek. Not more than ten
feet away from them svme
workmen were buflding a
boat, and a constant nuise
gnd hammering went on
from morning till =aight.
In spite of all this con-
fusion the mother-duck
would not move from her
¢ggs, and there she stayed
until—before the little
ducklings appeared—some

——

heartless sportsman shot
them both,

The summer duck Is
known all over the coun-
try, as it usually fiies in palrs, or in
vory small flocks. When it alights it
uiters a curious, whistling sort of cry,
that sounds lke * tee eck " and can be
heard at some dictance. Strange to say,
ft prepares its food before cating it by
making a mixture of dried saafls, acorns,
and wild-oat seeds,

The mallard—although it looks more
like the common duck—Is nearly as hand-
some as the summer duck, and has a
great variety of glowing and beautiful
colours in its plumage: “The dark
-emerald of the head, the snowy-white
1ine which encizcles the neck, the brovn-
ish caimine of the chest, the gold and
blue ari crimson of the wings,-the clear,
fashing transparency ¢f the sye—are all
beautiful features.”

This duck is a strong fiyer, and very
suspiclous of any nesar approach. He
way somstimes be soen floating on s
1sko like s swan, with his beautiful,
glittering head ralsed high, and his eyes
fiashing in the sun. A long distance

off, perhinps, there {s & Ran with a gun,.

WILD DUCK.

| as fond of celery, s0 he waits patiently

untll his victim disappears in quest of |

food. “ A violent commotion now goes
on under the water. It is the struggle
of the duck with the plant. Finally, the
luckless canvas-back emerges, blinded
momentarily by tho water. The widgeon
| ‘ gibbles’ quickly forward, snatches the
morsel, and {s off ere the dupe has got
-«the water out of his eyes.” The canvas-
back does not like this, yet—except. at
feeding-time— he and the widgeon are
very good friends.

LESSON NOTES.

»
STUDIES IN THE ACTIS8 4AND EPISTLES.

A t—

LESSON VII.—FEBRUARY 14.
THE PRISON OPENED.
Acts 5. 17-32. Memory verses, 29-32,

2. Preachers, v. 19-28.
How did the apostles get out of prison?
Did the keepers know of thelr escape ?
How did this fulfll Psalo: 34. 7 ?

What three commands did the angel-

glve ?
What did the apostles do ?
What took place fn the council ?
What were the feelings of the rulers ?
Yho were brought hefore the council,
and how ?
Why were they brought so carefully ?
What did the high priesc say to them ?
To what “ nameo” did he refer ?

3. Witnesses, v. 29-32,

‘What did Peter answer in the“Solden-

Text ?
How did he proclaim Jesus to them ?

What did h2 say that Jesus will give 2.

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where in this lesson do we find—
1. How God takes care of his people ?
2. Whom we ought to obey ?

3. What Christ gives to men?

STRAIGHTENING A CHIMNEY
STAOK,

Tho stralghtening of a chimney stack
at a brick and tile works in Earnest, Pa.,
was recently accomplished i a novel
manner. Tho stack 1s 122 fest high, 11
feot square at the base, tepering some-
what at the top, and welghs 400 icns,
Tho walls are 86 inches thick. The top
was found to be leaning 46 inches from
the vertlcal line. To right the chim-
ney, ten and a half inches of brick work
was removed from the foundations on
threo sldes, As tho bricks were re-
moved, square blocks of wood were In-
serted, one after another, until three
sldes of the structure rested on the
blocks. Between the blocks substantial
brick plers six inches high were bullt,
leaving a space of four and a half inchem
between tho top of the plers and the bot~
tom of the undormined brickwork. The
blocks were then sot on fire and kept
burning avenly. 1If one burped faster
than the others, the fire on that par-
ticular block was checked, so that all
were made to bura uniformly. and, as
the blocks were reduced to ashes, the
stack slowly righted. As the top
gradually swung back through the
45-inch are, small fissures appeared near
the base. In every groove a steel wedge
was driven (o maintain” the welght of
the walls. The entire work consumed
one day, and the reduction of the wooden
blocks to ashes required one hour.—The
Electrical Review,

NEW CANADIAN EDITION.

Valeria

The Martyr of the Uatacombs,
A Tale of Early Ohristian Life in Rome,

By REV. W. H. WITHROW, D.D.

Price, 75 cents.

L d

The success of this hook is indicated by the fact thata
dgh wcémlnu «! three thousand coples has just been
printed, |

it descrilies-the fmprisanment and martyrdom of 8t.
Paul, and the jugan legends and traditiont about the
areat apotile and the first Chirisuane, Ty will thus be ot
much interext tn connection with the Sunday-achool les-
wua on the life of 51, Paul for 18v5.

. By Nerthern Lakes

Reminiscences of Life in Ontario
Mission Fields.

By REV. W, W. WALKER.
luthor of ** An Htinerant in the British Islea”
} Cloth, illustrated - - $r1.00:

! You may have summered in-Muskoks,
or perhaps have a friend who hses put in
a holiday there. Here, then; I8 _sug-
gested a little holiday giff that is sure
to be appreclated and read with pieasure.
The author gives us a most interesting
paryative of his experiences In these
northern districts. The odd characters
met within the back settlements, and
camp-meetings and revivals, and the
hunters’ storles, as well as the hunting
explolts of our preacher, himself an ex-
pert deer-slayer, all combine to make
capital reading. It will make a nice
prize book for our schools.

{he Wardes of the Plains

and Other Stories. )
By JOHN MACLEAN, M.A, Ph.D,
Ulustrated by
J. E. LAUGHLIN,
Price, $1.25,

“In these pages. Di. Maclaren bhas
gathered A number of stories and
sketches f{llustrating the strange life of
{our great Northwest. The contact “be-
tween savagery and civilization on -the.
frontier has developed some remarkable
soctal conditions. Oxford Unlversity
men, flerce desperadoes, zealous mission-
aries, Indian braves, and ‘adventurous
spirits from'east'and west figure in these
pages In~strong, dramatic sketches. Dr.
Maclean. has rendered a distinet service
to Canddian literature by photographing
in this series of pictures a type of Cana-
dian life which is fast passing away»—
W. H. Withrow, D.D., FR.S.C. )

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book:acd. Pablishing Houss,, Toronta.
W, OUTES, Ruafreal. .7 Rowths, Riifag: - .
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