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AN ARCTIC
EXPLORER.

Most boys, at one time or
snother, have the fever for
adventure. To seek his for-
tune in strange countries, to
sail upon unknown seas and
travel over unknown lands,
is the dream of many a
schoolboy. And it is such 2
haunting dream to some
that nothing but the reality
can satisfy them. The in-
born love of adventure dis-
covered a new world for us
in the days of Christopher
Columbus, and has opened a
way for the Gospel to enter
into many of the dark
places of the earth; hut it
has not vet discovered the
North-west Passage, in
spite of the expeditions in-
to the frozen regions of the
Arctic Ocean.

It may yet, some day—
who knows when? Mean-
while, thanks to the brave
men who have risked their
lives in these expeditions,
we have found out a great
deal of interesting know-
ledge, and learned what
heroic and unselfish things
men can do in times of
trial. Our picture shows
us 2n Aretic explorer in his
bear-skin suit. The gnun by
his side was prob v the
trusty one with which hLe
shot the polar bear whe fur
nished him a dinner as well
as a coat, and who wonld
have dined upon our adven
ture”, perhaps, if fortune
ha? turned the other way.

There are many exeiting st
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the savage creatures rn_';-.\’ the sch i
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These same bears had made free with the !

The great
mblad Spart,
vahe l onen. tin
np like paper,
harrela emashed in
emntied—even  the
nr Tnion” pnt
apnt, was
,fv‘nu;,.,{ "
~
Sad 25
nvite one night
Thav had made a halt upon
: : ae of ther
being tired
s travel,
asleep in their
mt midnight, one
rae awakenad
o ,\d,;-‘.: :4"‘\‘/‘!‘.ih2 in
the enow ecles brv, and
prezently caw a huge white
1ch his head through
tent opening. The
richtened men sprang up:
heTe Were no guns in
: thoy had heen left
mtsi npon  the slodge
Thev snapped Tucifer
matches. and lighted torches
iper under his n
shten the bes
no  notice

¢ the

ireasure came

the bears had | and useful man.




22

'y SUNBrAw.

—

AT SLEEPY-TIME.
What do little ehickens <ay
When the sun coes dowy 7
'”n-‘\‘ Uy, |'t1‘|'. pecp. [u'«'[-f
We're <o elad to go asleep.”
These fuzzy littie halls of vellow dows

What do little birdies saw
When llu sun goes down /
”u\ say, heep. th‘p nhm-p

It's =0 "lnnl 1o o to <Jee 8 UM

And they enddle in their little heds <o

warm.

What does little Johnnie say
When the sun goes down?
Why, he eries, cries, eries,
And rube his sleepy eves:
And says he wishes bed-time worldn’t
come.
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The\!uklnn Halifax. wee kly . 1im

love, t
was shown that with his mind and heart.

and not with i..-.]j.‘ he was to oo to Jesns:

in . he was to believe on Him
who dicdd thiat he micht live

I« it <0 simple? T see it
and went on rejoicing.

THE OLD SUGAR CAMP.
(See last page. )

*Now I tell yon, bovs, this is nice!”
exelaimed Sim Bartlett. < 1 just like this.”
His was lving in hi= bunk when he said
this.  Above him was the roof of the old
sugar camp which was built on one of the
low-running slopes of Mozt Mountain. He
heard the erackle of the fire on the broad
jopen hearth at the foot of the ecamp-
chimney. He canght the sound of the
| eold north-west wind echoing down from
the rugged top of Most Monntain, and re-
joiced in his <helter from the blast. The
other oeenpants of this eamp were Tim and
| Silas and John Borton, hiz cousins. In the
<ugar scison, Farmer Dorton and Farmer
Lartlett eame to the ecamp and worked hy
dav, returning home at night.  The bovs

R e B, b v G il ve loved to stay there hoth day and night.
S Ay Nador Scaplen. & 1 Sim now continued his remarks: < I teli
Pl-nn":'{nh:;t;jrg;';‘"" weekly, single copies. . I)‘-~l| what, fellows: it did lock interesting
Over 2 copies ! when it was growing dark. T was back

Sunbeam, fortnightlsy. less than 10 copies.. i . -
Happ!" Sobies and upwands 012 | here in the camp and you could not see
. 615 !

L s, s I ciene o1 | me. T looked out. There was Uncle Henry
B L i sasiits o | stirring the sap in the kettle. Father was
:w‘.'-n ‘l:‘rmmaduu l{u-ﬂorly ‘quarterly) :: :2‘ ‘i"i.n: on 3 ]:"‘" < _r’"r two hl!‘(\'l e Wete
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“HOW AM I TO COME ToO
CHRIST
A Seoteh shepherd, in a state of great
anxiety of soul, asked a preacher if he
conld tell him what was meant by com
ing to Christ.” 1 have been hearing.”
satd he, *a mest earnest discourse: we

have Iwven urged and entreated to come 10
Christ: and 1 felt as thongh T had |
-‘i!lin-_' on nettles all the time, for he had
never told us how to ecme 1o him, Can
vou tell me ™

“ Can you fly to him ¢”

* No, 1 cannot do that.™

= Can yom walk on vour feet to Christ ¢
wae the next question

 No.”

The preac sher then told him that Christ |
though in heaven. was beside him on earth,
loving him with a deep. strong. and tender

Yon three bovs were round, looking happy
as kings.”

“Were we?” asked s drowsy voice in
the next bunk.

“Yes, get up there, Silas! Tim! John,
wake up!”

T am awake!”
to John.

“8a am I awake!” exclaimed Tim.

“Well then, boys, keep awake!™ urged
Sim. T have got some cider. Hold on!
I'll get it

Here Sim sprang ont of his bunk, but
{ quickly re HH'H"I. holding out to Silas by
the light of the still sparkling firc a mung
of eider.
Silas rose up in his bunk, chook his
ad and said -lu'iv’.H"}‘. “ None for me.
thank von!”
“Why nat 77

<aid a voice belonging

* Strong enongh to knock yon  down; |

know where vou got 1t.”

t Ransome Groton's, out on the back |

road.  He h as oot a ecider-mill.  It's all
No, sir!”
“Wel'. Tim, then ¥
‘*No, sir!”
* Now. John, yon are not a foa] 77
“ Oh, no. of conrse not,
I took that”
| Amid 'ho langh that followed, Sim pet-
tishly said, * There, boys! you are making

rlv anxions to save him. He

too mueh of it. T came « .t here to enjov
mv liberty, and to have a good time and
. Neat meonth, T am going to Carltor

\cademy

2z known to be an honor to reeeiv
Academy.  Th
olarshiip there was thorongh : and onlh

Hited number of <tndents would Prin
cipal Spearhiead receive. While graduatior
vis an henor, =0 was admission.  Sin
had made :!]-p“l':lli--u for admission. The
principal had replied that the question was
not deeided fullv, but “ probably  ther
wonld be an opening for Simon Bartlett.”

Sim construed the word “ probably ™ as
“eertainly,” and now wished in this un
worthy way to celebrate the event.  He
was compelled to be eontent with a per
sonal eelebration that night.

Who should appear, the next day, at the
eamyp but Principal Spearhead himself !

“ 1 have often wanted.” he toli Mr.
Bartlett. ** to see a sugar-orchard turned
into a sugarhonse, the trees giving <ap,
and  von sugarmakers turning it into
svrup and sugar.”

“Yeu are very welcome,” said Mr.
Bartlett, who felt that it was a high honor
io entertain the principal of Carlton
Academy. Sim was jubilant.

“ Just the time,” he said to the others,
“to make sure of my admission to the
Academy! T will improve the chance.”

Sim certainly endeavored to improve
his chance to seenre Prineipal Spearhead’s
zood opinion, and every one allowed that
Sim made himself very aerecable.

The principal left the ecamp as the
twilight shadows were falling. saving that
as he had snow-shoes, he thought he would
“ just run to Sunset Ridge and get a look
at the western sky.”

One by one, the older members of the
cugar-orchard party started for their
homes, Jeaving the boys in supremacy of
the camp.

** There,” =aid Sim to his commnanions,
“T have been on my good behavior about
long enongh.  Entertaining that prineipal
was dnll musie, thongh T doubt it has oot
me into the Neademv. 1 knew what 1
was up to. I tell von. Now for a little
treat.”

He took an old blue mug ont to a hiding-
| place where he kept his eider. filled his
| rmez. and returned. Tle offered the nmg
{ to his companions, but an invariable “ Na,

i 1'.11'!1--11

sir,” met every proffer from Sim.
‘e is getting too much,” one said to
{ another as they saw Sim drinking. “ The
stuff is etrong.”
Sim did stop. but his tonmme was
| loosened and his talk was silly by this time.
| “Tush!” he eaid. “ What's that noise

| emteide? TN go out.™ ’
I shonld be if |

He took the lantern in one hand, his
empty blue cider mug in the other, and he
went ont. He was gone abomt fifteen
minntes and then returned.
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“Where have you been, Sim?” asked
Silas.

“ Beeu?” he replied. “ Oh, T went to
the road with some old fool —”

“Who was it 27 asked John.

“ Couldn’t say, John. Some old fool,
and I intimated as much to him. You see

I could not make him out, for he had on a | The missionury was <o sorey for hin thae ‘ \re
I 'beche had

long ulster, and the collar turned up
and the rim of his hat turned down. 1
think he said he had lost his way.”

“ Lost his way ¢ <aid Tim. ** Wonder
whe it eonld have been. Oh, 1 tell you,

the man that earries the mail to Tyler- |

ville! He comes acress the mountain-
spur. as we call it. and folks have said it
was foolhardy.”

“ Faet is—ha—ha!” said Sim, “ I gave
him to understand that it was about as
silly a thing as he could do--his getting
lost—yes, 1 told hime.  Then he said to me
it was not so silly as getting lost throngh

the old mug in my hand, for he said he |

thought it was a eider mug. judging by the
smell—"
“He had yvon there!” eried Tim.

“ Hshad me ¢ 1 gave him a <hot then,” |

replied Sim.

“ How ?” asked Sila<.
at him?”’

“ Gave him a piece of my mind, sir.”

The conversation soon ceased. and the
bovs had supper.

It was alwont a week after this, when
the boys were at home, that Sim and Silas
chanced to meet.  Silas remarked. ** What
makes yon look so blue? Got your death
sentence ¥

“Yes,” said Sim moodily. © Have jusi
had a note from the Aeademy where | was<
oing to attendd, vou know.

* Fire the mug

that man who had lost his wav ¢°

“ Mail-arrier 7

“ No, Principal Spearhead!”

“You don’t say!”

“ But I do say it, and all i< lost throngh
that old eider mng  You wanted to know,
or somebody did, if T fired my mug o
him. I am going to get it and fire it
<omething and never tonch one of the kind
again.”

In a few minutes Farmer Bartlett, who
was reading his paper in the Kitchen of
his comfortable home, looked up and said
to hiz wife, “ Huldah, what's that sound
outside, of a sort of smashing?”

“T heard it. but don’t know,” said his ‘

wife.
Sim knew.

HOW UBECHE FOUND A\ FRIEND.

Ubeche lived away off in a village in
Africa. There was a fenee built around
the village to keep off lions and tigers, and

the little boys and girls plaved inside the |

fence. But one day Uheche went out with
his mother to gather berrics. Some men
came by on camels, and they carried

\\'ln-m do ‘
von think I saw that night at the camp.

Ubeche off hundreds of miles, intending to |

But one night they lost him.
The next day
[ was sitting by the hank

a good missionary Jads
of a river, when a

poor ragged boy eame up to her and asked
| her for something to eat. It was Ulechie,

she took him home with Ler
| never heard abont the Good Shepherd, and
! the missionaries told him abont Jesns, and
| taught him to read and weite.  He hved
[ with the missionaries for many vears, and
when he died evervhody remembered him
{ as u noble Christian.

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUAPRTEL.
STUDIES IN THE WRITINGS OF Jons.

Lessox XIIHL- Magen 26
REVIEW.

i Titles and Golden Texts

! lhnrnu.:ﬂl]y studied.

should b

TITLES. GOLDEN TEXTS.
1. C. the L. and L. of M..Tn him was--

| 2. The W. of J. the B. “» J.Behold the—

oo 0. W I F. Do .. Thou art—

{ 4. The F ML inC....... Whatsoever-—
== 5 e For God so—
S 3 I W.......... Whoscever—
T The S. M. in C....... The same—
S. J.atthe P.of Ii...... And a great-
9. The M. of the L. and F. T am the—
10. J. at the F. of T... .. Never man
11. The S. of S. ... ..... Whoseever—
12. H.of the M. B. B..... I am the—

SECOND QUARTER.

STUDIES IN THE WRITINGS OF Joi N,

Lessox IL—Avrrm 2.
JESUS THE GOOD SHEPHERD.
' Tohin 10, 718

GOLDEN

Memarize verses 17, 18
TEXT.

| 1 am the good shepherd: the good shep
| herd giveth his life for the sheep.—John
[ 10. 11.

DAILY STEPS.

Mon. Read the lesson verses. John 10.
7-18.

Tues. Read about the Shepherd’s eare of
his sheep. John 10. 18-30.

Wed. ¥ind what a prophet says about
false shepherds. Ezek. 34. 1-10.

Thur. And what about deliverance ? Ezek. |
34. 11-19.

Fri. Read also about the one Shepherd.
Ezek. 34. 20-31. ‘

Sat. Tearn the beautiful Golden Text.

Sun. Read the Shepherd Psalm. Psa. 25

QUESTIONS ON THE LESSON.

| he see, perhaps? What kind of a lesson
*would this be? Who could alone explain

the pieture? How do the sheep onte
sell him, for they were eruel slave-dealers, | 3

| fold ¢ What daes the sheepd
Wha is the door ¢ 1< ther
Tty What \ r =
( reld Viiied ©n ' 1.
{
¢ Wi How
What does the G Nhon
heep ¢ What are y The
Lambis of 1 A\Y ng
~};.-!.!,. i A\ : ‘ '.
— ' i
We have lear
1. The Good Shepherd  the Loped
Josn-
2 W,
3. He \re
£ n
LOOKING 1'NTO JESESs
Ther 1< I Ireland wl
stened 1or the tie 1 ¢ <tury ven
1o ! 4 ‘
\nd = er
» " Ty
ff,
| 1k
g T
't
meth
1 viil
1o
" ”
f L has
made voy - nt Jesns ™ For 1t is
only the Haolv Spiris thar s anyv
one hungry for hine. | never heard a
sadder answer than a g bvdy gave
the other dav. She <aid. “ N, 1 don’t
want Jesuz: at least not vet T She wanted
all sorts of other things, but not Josns

Are any of von saving that in vour hearts ?
Oh, what will vou do withont him? What

vill Mo dee when the dav, not of winiry
sty bt ‘ i
will wm n.
f s wr i
A\ 1
n
Whv <hem
It i<
He § i

Where was Jesus teaching? What did 5

He wants o have vo

1w vou net w
Yon cannot do wi ,
And he wants—even you

ont i
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SISTER SUSAN.
“ My ehildren
somewhere,  exeept
sickly,” said Mrs. Dirit

new pastor stopped @ moment by

the hamlet

Susan, zhe's

are  about
only

t. with a sigh. as the

passing throngh th

chine as he wy

mill in an endeavor
with the members of hi
“ And where i Susan 77
* Oh, at homs She's

she can’t do anything.

ﬂ.n k.

seventeen, bt
Anv of the voung
vill chow vou where

ones hanging aronune
we live.”

Ko, later in the afternoon, Pastor Kemp

open door of the

Susan smiled

presented himself :
small roory where Sist
at him from |
nouneced by a
children.

“ Come in. please.
timidly: and then, as
talking at once filled the doorway and the

" said the yvoung girl,
the children all

familiarize himself

of the

their fun.

GLD SUGAR CAMP.

open window. she began begzging them to

0 1< 1o be quiet.

vou ean do with

wem, Henry 27 she s v the largest bov,
1 1 Hled 1 Il ont of
d of vou to come to see me.”

am of no account.”

s you to be of account.
help me mare than anv one
) hamlet, if vou will.” g

“ How conld I help??

i l:_\' teaching the children bhetter man
begin with.”

v are bad voung ones.”

“The worst T ever caw, I believe. When
I asked where T could find von they took
onse after honse in different parts
ee, but at length the lad called
Henry happened to come slong and spoiled
Wha is he?

“ My brother, a good boy, but ke has no

w1l
Vi

chance. The mothers all work m the mill
and the children run wild like weeds.”

“ N, like flowers that need training.
All children are like flowers.  You mast
train them.”

“ How can I do that when I never leave
thiz room ¢

“ 1 have been told that yon are a Chris-
tian.  Your prayers and your influence
can reach as far as if you were in a palace.
You must begin with vour brother-—con-
sider yourself a missionary—and when
vou have won him, make him your helper.
He seems to be a leader among the
children.”

“Yes, they all like him and he is fond
of me, so they are good to me, because he
will have them so.”

Sickly Susan, as every one called her,
was pleased at the idea of being of use.
I'er hrother was easily won, and began at
onee to prevail upon the children to be
more eivil and quiet. And he brought
them for a little while every day to his
sister’s room. that she might teach them
some simple truth.

Almost immediately her health began to
improve, and soon the house nor the street
conld hold her. She was all over the
hamlet looking for the children, who im-
proved rapidly under her instruction.
They went every Sunday to meeting and
Sunday-school.

When, at the ¢nd of the year, the pastor
was complimented on the great work that
had been done among the young people
and children, he said:

“T find such an excellent helper here in
Sister Susan that T could not help accom-
plishing a great deal.” And as he always
spoke to her in that way her old name was
forgotten, and as Sister Susan she is
known to voung and old.

TWO WAYS OF GETTING UP.
When we tumble ont of the right side of
I»l‘J.
How bright the sun shines overhead!
How good our breakfast tastes—and, O!
How happily to school we go!
And o’er the day what peace is shed—
When we tumble out of the right side of
hed!

When we tumble ont of the wrong side of

bed.

How dark the sky frowns overhead !

How dell onr lessons, how ecross our
mothers,

How perfeetly horrid our sisters and
brothers!

{ And they all say,
stead!)

When we tumble out of the wrong side of
l»r-d '

too, it’s our fault in-

“ Rleszed are the pure in heart: for they

shall see God.”




