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THE ORILDKEN'S CRUSADE

One.of the. most extraordinary cpisodes
In thsat great movement which for two,
hyndred sears sent army after army .
fromm Europe ‘to Asia, to wrest the,
sepulchre of Christ from the hands of,

;. the Infidels, was the crusade of the.chil-,

dren, in the year 1212. A sort of epl-,

. demic of enthusigsm seized upon the,

k. ¢hildren of France &nd Germany, and,

B taree grest armies, numbering in all about . -

B Sue hundred ‘thousang, set out -for the,
} Holy land. Two
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TORONTO, DECEMBER 5, 1896.

THE CHILDREN'S CRUSADE.

. from Coiogne, vne of them down the,

Rhine, and over Mguat Cenis Pass, tho,
other through Swabia and Switzerland, ,
and over the St. Gotthard Pass. Thou-,
sands ot these perished of hunger and,
cold, or were drowned in the torrents, or
frozen by the snows of the Alps. '

Another army, mostly of boya about,
twelve gears old, travel)led through,
France to Marseilles. They were with- |
out arms, without supplics,.and. without
guldes. As, way-worn-and weary, they ,
apyroached the fortified. towns on fheir:

T the armies:macched-  routs, they would-eagerly ask : “Is tals -

Jerusalem ?” Coming to the sea-shore,
they expected thae Mediterranean to open,
as dld the Red Sea to the Israelites, and '
let them pass through dry-shod. At
Marseilles, two merchants offered to fur-
nish shipping to all who wished to go
further, and 5,000 embarked. Of these,
1,000 were drowned at sea. and 4,000, less
happy, were betrayed to Barbary pirates, |
and sold iInto slavery. Some hundreds .
were sent to Egypl, and marched as
prisoners through -Jerusalem, which they
hoped to mes as:conquerors, and acrres
the distant .desert to Bagdad, where

thirteen of them suffered martyrdom for
refustag to become Moslems.

The whcle stoty {8 one of strange and
tascinating {nterest, abounding In extra-
ordinary adventures, It will be made
the subdbject of a speclal article, with-
numerous illustrations, in the January
number of the Metho6ist Magazine and
Review. Our large engraving is from s
drawiog by the celedbrated artist, Gustaye
Dore. It shows the march of the children
through the crowded sirects of Parls,
under the wondering gaze of (helr .
mothers:and triends, . )

.-,
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PLEASANT HOURS.

Ohristmas Qifts,

Long, long ago, In manger low,
Was cradled from above
A [ittle enild In whora God smiled,
A Christmas gift of lovo.
When bearts were bitter and unjust,
And cruel bands wero strong,
The noiss he hushed with hopo and trust,
And Peace began hor song.
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Pleasant Hours:

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

TORONTO, DECEMBER 5, 189.

A TALE OF THE EARLY COHRIS-
TIANS.

* valeria, the Martyr of the Catacombs;
A Tsule of Early Christian Life in Rome.”
By W. H. Withrow, D.D., author of “The
Catacombs of Rome and their Testimony
Rejative to Primitive Christianity,” etc.

Toronto: Willlam Briggs. Montreal:
C. W. Coates. Halifax: S. F. Huestis.
illustrated. Price, 76 cents,

The success of this book {s indicated
by the fact that o fifth edition of three
thousand coples has just been printed.
It has been republished both in London
and New York. Ths author has de-
voted much time to the study of his sub-
Ject. Hig large work on “The Catacombs
ot Rome" {s not yet superseded as the
best on the market, after twenty years'
steady sale.

The author has endeavoured in this
book, in the form of a story, to convey
the ‘substance of the {nformation con-
tained in this expensive work. It gives
& vivid picture of early Christian trial
and triumph in Rome during the last of
the Ten Gre«t Persecutions, that under
Domitian. It describes the secret wor-
ship of the catacorads, the trial and per-
secytion of the Christians, even of those
of Caesar’s household, and the wife and
mother of Caesar himself, the turbulent
scenes in market and forum and amphi-
theatre. It abounds in elements of
heroism, pathos and tragedy, and gives a
Vvery graphic account of the conflict Le-
tween Christianity and paganism for the
possession of the old Roman world.

This will be a good holiday gift book.
asit 18 handsomely bound and {llustrated.
It throws much light on tho eariy Roman
church to which St. Paul ministered. It
describes his imprisonment and martyr-
dom, and the pagan legends and tradi-
tions about the great apostio and first
Christians. It «will thus be of much in-
terest In connection with the Sunday-
sgool lessons on the lifs of St. Paul for
1897.

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.

PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
DECEMBER 13, 1836,
Hymn 118 —"Jesus, the very thought of
thee.”” Solomon's Song 5. 10.

** Jesus, the very thought of thee
With sweetness fiils my breast ;
But sweeter far thy face to see,
Aund in thy preseace rest.

** No volce can sing, no heart can frame,
Nor can the memory find
A swceter sound than Jesus' name,

Ry

Tho Saviour of mankind”

Thess are the verses of the hymn
which aro to bo committed to memory.
The author is Bernard of Clalrvaux,
translated by B, Caswell. The name of
th tnu is Mendelasodn,

The entire hymn is a beautiful com-
position, and s worthy of careful
thought,

TR BUBJECT.

Read the toxt carefully. The whole
book 18 a composition intended to de-
scribe the excellency of the persorn whoso
loveliness 1t is intended to set forth,

; Tho language used 18 chaste and captl-

. vating, which clearly indicates the high
.admlmtlon tn which tho writer hold his
i lovely spouse.
carefu] thought *White, emblem of
purity, 13 a colour which always com-
mands admiration.
healthy, attractive; .taken together they
signify that the person thus described is
one possessing good health and prepos-
scesing appearance; in short, such an
ono as would be likely to command re-
spect,

EMBLEMATICAL OF JFrSUS CHRNIST.

“He 18 fairer than the children of
men.” He is pure and free from sin.
None could chargo him with the least im-
purity. * He was separate from sinners,”
that is, he was altogether different from
the entire human family. In him there
was no gutle. How highly he {s esteemed
by those who know his worth can be
seon from the testimony given by his fol-
lowers. “\Whom have we {n heaven but
thee, and there 18 none upon earth we de-
sire beside thee.” “He i3 tho fairest

ly.” No wonder that he is precious to
them that belleve, so precious that there

PERILS OF THE DEEP,

After all the progress of civilization
there is one sphere in which the power of
man seems of little avail. In Byron's
magnificent Address to the Qcean, we
read:

“ Man marks the earth with ruia—his

control

Stops with the shore ;—upon the watery
plain

The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth
remain

A shadow of man’s ravage, save his

own,
When, for a moment, ke a drop of

rain,

TTe sinks into thy depths with bubbling
groan,

Without a grave, unknell'd, uncofin’d,
and unknown.

Every autumn storm brings us records
of wrecks all along the rocky coasts of
Great Britain and Ireland, and on the
Canadian and American seaboard, and
on our great 1lakes. True, much has been
done to lessen these evils On every
headland, lighthouses send their friendly
gleam on darkest nights far and wide.
At every great port, life-saving crews
watch the rocket signal of distress, and,
when waves are wildest, launch their llfe-
boats to rescue drowning mariners. Re-
cently, one life-boat crew rescued several
scores of sallors, from no less than five
wrecked vessels. The herolsm of these
brave men, and the loneliness and often
perilous life in a lighthouse, will form
the subject of a couple of articles in our
Connexfonal MNonthly, on “Life in a
Lighthouse,” and *“ With a Lifeboat
Crew.” The above {s one of the many
{llustrations

hareic rescus,

The flgures used deserve .

“ Ruddy " signifies ,

among ten thousand, and altogether love- !

ot thrilllng danger and.

DRIFTED AWAY.

By Edward William Thomson.

*Somobody on the island ought to bo

. out jooking, but I can't sco ‘cm at all,”
gald Istdore, He stood up and waved his
cap and his arms,
. Lhariey, thrusung his head out of the
big coat, fluttere. Lus handherchief, but
, not a sou) seemed asur on the island,
then inhabited by a few fishermen. Nor
did the Light keeper, who was probably at
bis supper, see the boat slowly blown
away, making westward across the wind
with the set of the current,

Gradually the shore spread wide behind
them, and endless water loomed on either
slde. Still the proximity of tho island
kopt the lads in hope. They wers newly
cheered when a group of jndistingulsh-
able figures began to form on the tank
behind the boat-house,

* Hurrah, Isidore ! Thoy sce us now !

“ But what's the good, Mr. Charloy 7"
shivered Isidore, slapping his hands to-
gether for warmth, * They can't do any-
thing.”

“Somebody’'ll go and tell my father,
anyway. He'll soon come.”

He repeated this to himself again and
again as the sun sank down behind a
' low cloud which merged into the trees on
a distant shore.

Now the staunch skiff rose and fell
over the long rollers a mile west of the

' CHAPTER II.—(Continued.)

{s none with whom you can compare him. | island, which gradually dropped lower till

PERIIS OF THE DREP.

1t wag discernible only as a strip behind
which the dim city loomed. As Charley's
home dwindled down, his heart grew
sorer for his mother. - When he could no
longer see the house as 2 speck, he shiv-
ered and his lip trembled, but still he
looked bravely into Isidoro’s eyes,

Isidore had wrapped himself now in
the long carpet that had covered the bot-
tom of the gkiff, but it was nelther closely
woven nor of the soft texture to keep him
warm, and he could not control his teeth
frcm chattering,

*We'd best lie down, Mr. Charley,” he
sald, as the night drew near. * That will
keep the wind off us a bit.”

“ All right, Isidore.”

They took the cushions from all the
seats-and placed them aft of the middle.

the wind by the high back of the stern
seat. A small cushion formed his pillow,
his back extended along two more, and
his feet came within the arms of Isidore,
who crouched down and placed his head
a]gdulnst the aft rowing seat and the boat's
side.

With this arrangement of their weights,
her head rode high and she blew away
more qQuickly. She was a good, steady
family boat, twenty-six feet long, and
there was no breaking sea to poop her.
Occasionally ripples that formed on the
big billows splashed and flung drops over
the sides near the ballasted stern.

* Aren't you cold, Isidore ?"

“I've often been colder than thig, Mr.
Charley. Don't you mind about me.
Keep your head covered, and I'll take care
of your feet. Are you getting cold 7"

“ Not very, Isldom It’s nice to have
<you hold my feet.”

Charley lay with his head sheltered from |

Tho bhig Doy .clutched thata. tighter..

His heart swam with love for his little
captain, Loosening the front fold of the
ecarpet from beneath his arm, he pleced
it along Charley’s legs, and felt still hap-
pler, though the wind cut cruelly against
his neck and face. Someotimes he had
to move to conceal his convulsions of
shivering.

Nelther boy spoke for a loug time.
There was nothing to say, tho desperation
of the seituation bafled talk. Charley
kept thinking steadily of his mother. He
seemed to ges into her shining eyes. He
was, a8 {t were, telling ber, 'Don't be
afrald, mother dear. I will come back,
I wili, I will come back !’

Isldore kept one hand on his scapulary.
He thought only of saving Charley.
Dumbly he asked of the figure of the
Virgin tn Vaudreull church, and of the
plctured saints, and of the spiritual
things that ho imagined behind the points
of ruby ligat before the altar, that help
might como over the waters and lift
Charley away to warmth and safety.

For himselt ho was willing, he told
those invisible presences, to go on with
the wind, if only he might sce Charley
at the end. Charley took no thought of
Isidore. He thought of the sighing
breeze, the remoteness of the stars, and
the grief of his mother,

When the snow-storm came Isidore
s2id, “I'm going to get up and beat my
arms together.”

With that, he folded the carpet twice
over Charley, and completely covered him
from the storm, all so naturally that the
little boy never thought of the self-
sacrifice. Then Isidore vigorously flung
his arms together to beat the cold out of
his body. His undercoat was heavy, and
he was warmly clad for ordinary experi-
ences,

After the snow passed, Isldore still
battled by exercise against the raw cold,
and looked back across the deepening
dusk at the lowering light-house outside
Toronto Bay.

In spite of his misery and fear the re-
claimed outcast was happier than ever
he had been fn his pariah days. His
heart was comforted with a great love,
and despair was not yet heavy upon him.
Out of suc . bodily suffering he had often
before erm-2rged with life.

¢ Liste ., Mr. Charley! They're after
us1” lsidore grasped the child by the
foot.

Half across the wind came a tug's
scream. When it ceased they shouted—
not without 2 sense of the futility to try-
ing to send their voices to where a red
light sometimes shone, and again dis-
appeared.

*“Didn't I tell you my Zather would
come ?” cried Charley. * Do you think
they see us ?”

*“They will—they're looking for us.”

«My! I wish thoy'd hurry up. It's
cold, Isidore. And the boat is all over
snow now.”

** Well, then, keep the carpet round you,
and cover your face up. First I'll shake
the snow off the carpet. There now.
Try to keep dry, Mr, Charley.”

* You're cold, aren’t you, Isidore 2"

*Oh, I don't mind a little cold like
this.”

* Why don't they come 2"

*I'n afraid ther're leaving us. No—
here she comes. I can se@ Ler green
light now.”

Ho shouted with all his might.

* Do they hear you, Isidore ?”

*The wind i{s against me.
till they get nearer.”

The tug was coming straight down on
them, Isidore thought. But she turned
and went far to the westward. They
shouted themselves hoarse, in vain.

When the Nixon turned again she
passed acress thelr course as far ahead
as she had formerly been behind. Thrice
the despairicg lads saw her lights turn
in the castern and western distances, and
cross their bow again. They could
scarcely -hear their own calis. Wuen she
turned the fourth time they lost her light
in the darkness,

Charley again lay down. Isidore
covered -him as before, and resumed his
exercise. @ Ho was conscious, as time
passed, of becoming tired and numb, and
he struggled rather to beat off the ad-
vancing lethargy than for heat. The
sensation of being cruelly plerced had,
to some extent, lessened with the chilling
of his blood. He knew that his one
chance of life lay In continuing that
mechanical beating of his arms.

Charley, warmly sheltered, often came
near the edge of sleep, only to start wide
awake 2t some louder splash, with a
freshened sense of the strangeness of the
beat's motion, and of the wind's melan-
choly.

Sometimes, pushing down the carpet,
he looked at Isfdore’'s dim figure, and re-

Il wait

.cefved -reassurance from its constant

movement,
It'is not in- the nature-of a young boy
-to comprebiend nneoxnph!nl.u mmrb(



PLREASANT HOURS.

195

of which he has had no experionce.
Isidore acted so naturally that Charley’s
foherent splirit of fair play was not
awakened to protest by knowlng that his
comrade was belng gradually chilled ts
bone and heart.

“Isldore, are you there?" criad

Charley, rousing from a near approach to
sleep,
* Yes, Mr. Charley. I'm all right.”

*“1 don't like you to call me Mr.
Charley, out here, someway. It makes
me lonely. I say, Istdore, would you

like me to say my prayers—out loud, you
know, like I do to my mother. I've been
saying them to myself, but it's not the
same.”

* Yes, Mr. Charley, I would that.”

© Say just ¢ Charley,” Isldore. I'll come
to where you are and kneel down.”

“Then you'll be cold, Charley—moin
petit, mon petit, mon cherl, petit ango !

“Ne, It'l only take me a minute
Isidore. I'll soon get warm when I He
down.” He scrambled to his comrade.

* Hold my two hands. Wasn't it lucky
we had our mittens? I'll kiss you,
Isidore, it you like, There. Oh, how
cold your face 18 !”

“It's just the wind, Charley. Don’t
mind me., T'll be all right.”

“Well, I'll say them then,” and the
youngster went on hoargsely with his
usual formula :

“*Now I lay me down to sleep,
I pray the Lord my soul to keep :

If I should die before I wake,
I pray the Lord my soul to take ;"

and then added, “ God bless my dear
father and mother, and Mary and Hannah
and Isidore and me and grandma, and ail
I love, and everybody in the world.
Good-night, mother darling. Oh, I ought
to say * Good-night, Isidore,’ but I forgot.
Now I'll lie down. ‘Thank you for hear-
ifng me. Why. Isidore, you're erying !"

“It's only the wind, Charley. Do you
always pray that way for me ?”

“Of course! Didn’t you ever know
that

“It makes me feel good. T'd like if
you'd kiss me again, Charley. Will you?”

They hugged one another hard. Then
Istdore again tucked the carpet well
around his little cantain’s legs and sides.

* Good-night, Isldore! Thank you for
calling me Charley.”

* Good-night, Charley.
prayed for me, toon.”

Their throats were so exhausted that
they but falntly heard one another
through the coverings which encompassed
the younger bosy. Fatigued, awake long
after his uasual bedtime, soothed by the
warmth to which he had returned, and
mesmerized, in a sort, with steady think-
ing about his mother, Charley soon slept
soundly.

Setting his back to the wind Isldore
resumed his exercise, but ever his arms
moved more langnidly as the numbness
crept toward heart and brain.

Slowly he sank into thiat misery of
coldness which {8 neither wakefulness
nor sleep. Isidore dozed in a fashion.
Sometimes he forgot to teat his arms to-
gether, and began again with an In-
creasing sense that the exercise was pain-
ful and of no avail.

His brain, with the incessant strain
upon his vital forces, became weaker,
partly wild, partly benumbed. But all
the time his soul remained clear and high
with the thought that through his sacrifice
Charley might be saved. 1t is not to be
gupposed that he never longed to lie down

1I'm glad you

beside the child and share the narrow ,

coverings. But he knew that would be
to deprive his little captaln of much
warmth. -

As the hours passed, the intervals dur-
ing which he forgot to move his arms be-
came very long. It was not till repeated
whistles from the fleet of tugs came
through the darkness that his struggle
against the comatose state became again
fully & conscious one,

He turned to the east and saw the far
separated lanterns that forged on and
past. C € ;
light of the irregular line, seemed but &
Jile distance- sway, o

BRITIBY WAR-SHIPS
IN TUR SUEZ CANAL,

¢* AROUND TTIE WORLD WITH THE UNION JACK.”

Tho-nearest, the most westward )

ILLUBTRAIsNG

Isldore summoned his remaining life,
and strove to call audibly. Tho valn
. effort gave him a nightmare feeling of
fnability. He found he could not move
when he was minded to rouse Charley.
The lights drew past star after star that
ht_a plcked out to mark thelr progress.
The whistles screamed at Intervals: and
still the {ncreasing inertness of Isidore
was not broken but only disturbed.

He could still think. He was vaguely
aware of horror at the paralysis which
bound him from motion; he kept dumbly
assuring himself :

‘“They are looking for us.
will be saved. ‘They are so many that
they must find us—some time beforo
morning they will turn—they will sec us
when the moon rises. Charley will be
warm all night—he will be saved, mon
cherl, mon petit, who prays for me at
night.”

Ever more faintly screaming the fugs
went on, and beyond where his diminished
| senses could follow. As the moon rose
Irom the water it seemed to himn a great
face blessing him. He felt that his
scapulary was 6till in bis hand—then
even the sensc of enduring for Charley
faded away.

In the gray morning Charley awoke
wondering at the screaming of steam-
whistles. He thought himself in bed at

Charley

. home. How could such a noisc be
. allowed in the house ?

;" Lifting his head he saw the dull sky, '

j the faint moon, and a few paling stars.
The tecat was not rocking. There was
) no wind.
* Istdore ! he called.

I Isidore’s back was to him, but Isidore
; did not move. Charley struggled up and
, crawled to his comrade.
;  *Isldore, Isidore ¥ he called, shaking
» the figure dy the shoulder. * Isidore,
1 wake 1 5, we're saved ! I sce tugs com-
v ing. _on't you hear me, Isidore ?"*
{ Charley drew off his mitten, and placed
, his hand caressingly on his companion’s
| neck.

* How cold you are, Isidore !” he cried,
‘ and craned bis head over the shoulder of
-the silent one.

» oo

*Why, Isidore, your eyes are open.
Ialdore, Isldoro! Can't you speak ? Isl-
dore, you'ro not dead!” cricd Charley,
and then looked, without speaking agaln,
into thut face, which bore an expression
of placidity he had never before seen.

8o he walted till his father litted him
away, while the crews of the tugs cheered
with exultation,

* Father, {s Isljore dead ** sald tho
boy.

* Iatdore is with Gad ™ sald Mr Lanea
1y. and Charley cried as tho .gh his beart
would break.

AROUND THE WORLD WITH THE
UNION JAOCK.

The stirring strains of * Britannia
Rules the Waves* stir the hcarts of
every patriot in the world-wide British
Empire. In tho providence of God those
little seagirt islands, defended by “those
anclent and unsubsldized allles, the
winds and waves that guard her coast,”
have been the grandest {nstrument for
promoting civilization and Chrlstianity
the world Las ever known.

Her very f{solated positton and her
forty colonies and great dependencics
scattered throughout the world render it
an abs>ute necessity that she should be
mistress of the sea.

She does the greater part of the carrying
trade in the world. Her flag is on all
the scas. Her consuls are in every port.
Her giant navy, the police of the sea and
bulwark of her coast, far surpasses that
of any other nation. Her sallors areo
true sons of the Vikings and worthy suc-
cessors of Drake, Blake, Collingwood, and
Nelson. .

it is a significant fact that a Britlsh
ship may put a girdle around the earth
stopping everywhere at British ports.
We believe in thoroughly cultivating a
fecling ot loyalty, not only to the land in
which we llve, but to the great Emplre
of which Canada forms so large a nart—
two-fifths of the whole—and to our be-
loved Empress-Queeaq.

This feeling of unity and solidarity of
the British Empire has been greatly
strengthened by the menace of last year,
fo which the Island Queen seemed to be
isolated from all the rest of the world.
The actlon of Canada, of Australia, of
her furthest dependencies, in raliyiag
to the support of tbe motherland, was a
noble object lesson to the whole worid.
It may be fittingly described in the words

THE HIPPOPOTAMUS AT HOME. ILLUBTRATISG ‘‘THR ROMANCE OF MISSIONS.”

of Scripture : *“ Thy sons ghall come from
far, and thy daughters shall be nursed
at thy side. Then thou shalt see, and
flow together, and thine heart shall fear,
and be enlarged, because the abundance
of the sea shall be converted unto thee,
the forces of ke Gentiles shall come unto
thee.”

During the last year in our Connexiona}l
Monthly we published a series ¢t articles
on “ Britain’s K y8 of Empire,” describ-
ing her great strongholds at Gibraltar,
Maglta, Cyprus, Aden, and her Indian pos-
sesstons, with splendid fllustrations. We
purpose to continue these patriotic papers
in a serles entitled, “ Around the World
with the Unlon Jack,” describing theso
comparatively little known Eastern de-
pendencies, New Zealand, Tasmaniz,

British .Boraso, the Btraits Hetilements,.

1 aada

articles during the coming year:

RURAL ENQLAND.

and, in fact, ~ Our New Way Around tho
World,” under tho protection of the grand
old red-cross flag.

The Suez Canal, though bullt by
French enterprise and cnglneering skill,
18 coatrolled by Qreat Beitain, and about
three-fourths of all the tonnagoe which
passes through it {8 under the Britlan
flag. The above {llustration shows &
couple of the great British warships on
the Suez, near which tho Isrnolites
crossed tho Red Sca on dry Iand. In the
left hand corner {s scen a specimen of
that strange growth. the prickly pear,
which grows to the helght of sixteen or
twenty feet, and forms huge hedges in
Egypt and Syria, and in tho upper right
hand corner i3 a glimpse of the feathory
follage of the palm, which glves such a
characteristic eppearance to the land-
scape. This {8 an example of the style
of illustration of these artlicles.

RURAL ENGLAND,

One of the charms of travel through
rural England I8 tho quaint, old-world
character of the farmsteads, hamlets,
churches, and the Hke—tho grea* timber-
cd barns filled in with brick and roofed
with tile, the farm cottages thatched with
straw, sometimes almost burfed under
fragrant growth of honeysuckle, * the
decent church that tops the neighbouring
hill,” or nestles {n the valley, surrounded
by its yew trees. and the graves in which
*“the peaceful fathers of thoe hamlet
sleep.” In =some counties, the most
characteristic feature of all is the numer-
ous windmills which brandish thelr great
arms that swing round and round the
livelong day.

It was a genuine surprise to find so much
woodland, such glorlous stretches of
forest, and noble clumps of trces. Thero
are many parts of England which are
more heavily wooded than the average
old settled parts of Canada. This adds
greatly to the beauty of the coun’ry and
to s fertility. fer the forest promotes
rainfall, and, by preventing the too rapld
draining of the land,prevents flocds {n the
valleys or droughts on the hills. The
varied aspects of English rural life, its
old-fashioned cucstoms and merry-making,
and the like, wiil be fully described, with
many illustratione, of which the above ia
a speclmen, in our church Magazine and
Review for 1897.

THE ROMANCE OF MISSIONS

Misslonarles, more than any other class
of explorers, have been the ploneers of
civillzation, as well as of the Gospel in
the waste places of the earth Tong be-
fore Stanley had penetrated the heart of
the Dark Continent, the mjssionary
Livingstone had crossed it from slde to
side, and devoted his whole life, as did
his father-in-law, Dr. Moffat, before him,
to the elevation and evangelization of its
dusky tribes. The story of missions on
the Uganda and the Congo 18 one of
fascinating interest., The misslonaries
braved the perils of savage beasts and
still more savage men. Livingstone
himsel?f had his arm crushed in a lion’s
jaw and gave himself up for lost. Bishop
Hannington had some queer advenfures
with the hippopotamuses, or huge river
horses, shown In our picture.

A special characteristic of our Con-
nexional Monthly s the prominencs.
which it gilve to the stirring tales of
modern missions. During the Middle
Ages, the chivalry of Furope rode forth
redressing human wrong, and went In
great armies to rescue tho desecrated
sepulchre of our Lord from the hands of
the infidel. The nebler chivalry of to-
day secks the bloodless victories of tha
Cross, by ralsing the lowest and most
degraded races of men, and lifting tho
world up nearer to the heart of God.
Our cut is one of the many illustrations
whicth will zccompany the missionary
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VOLS8. XLV. AND XLVI.
WITH 300 FINE ENCRAVINGS
Prico, 82,00 n yenr. $1,00 for Six Mo ths

ILLUSTRATED ARTICLES.

Following tho Flag —Our Now Way
Round the World.

Cabot's Discovery ot Canada.

Round the World With tho Unf n Jack !

‘fho Unspeakable Turk.

Thoe Doad Cities of the Zuyder Zee.

Canadian Oaricature Art.

In tho Black Bolt.

Nor'ard of tho Dogger.

Life in a S8wiss Canton.

The Land of the 8ky.

The Appian W%y and its Memories.

Glaciers, their Formation and Action.

Rural England, )

Through gulgarin. By tho Editor, ,

Lifo“in o Lighthouso,” By Rov W T D.

1N,

Thoe Land of tho White Elephant.

he Crusade _of the Uhildron.

Across Siberia.

The Story of the Atlantic Cable
Minn Jfolofne Dupuls,

With Garibaldi's Rod-Shirts.

CHARACTER SKETCHES.
WITH MANY ILLUSTRATIONS.

The Queen’s Long Reign, By Sir Edwin

Arno d,

By Rev. J. G
[Augwin.

By

Tho Poacher Turned Prezcher. By Rev.

Princess Alice of England. [R. Cade.

A Yankee on the Bosphorus. By tho Editor.

Tho”Sl:;.vo lz,x‘nd His Champions. By Rev.
r. lambly.

“One and Al," A Cornish Sketch. By
Dr. V’ascoo.

Count Zinzendorf, the Friend of Wesley.
John Wesley—An Appreciation. By Dean

¥arrar. ”
Tho White Fields of France. By Rov. T.
J. Parr, B.A

A Medieval Szint and Saze, Bornarxd of
Olairvaux. By Rov. Prof. Walluco.

The Bach Family- A Musical Study.

The Ladies of Port Royal By the Ed.t..

Mary Stuart A Vindication.

A Life of Faith; or, George BAuller, of
Bristol.

Oberlin and Neff Swiss Pastors.

John Gossner and His Work

Prof Mana Mitchell. DBy Miss A Tayler

Jcelanders 1n Manitoba. By Miss C Hin?

SERIAL AND SHORT STORIES.

Thoe Mills of God. A Serial Story.

The Boer's Daughter. A Tale of Majula
Phillip Strong. A Serial Story. {iin
DMy Three Months in Gaol. By W T. Stead
Some Tyne Folk. By Dr. Juseph Parker.
Across tho Continent on Foot. Ly John

Jesson. N .
The Gold Boom in Cariboo. By Rev. A
Browning. .
The"Log kof a Sky-Pilot. By Mary S
nNCoCk.
Tho Miseries of a Palace. By Miss N. Kerr
Some Sailor Yarns. By Rov J G. Angwmn
Life in a Convent.

Tho“quBoy Preacher. By Rev. Dr
Alaciean.
The Legend of the Holy Bones. By

Anthony tiove.
The Story of Petrarch and Laura.
Her Trial Sermon- A Lancashire Idyl.

POPULAR SCIENCE PAPERS.

Ligkt, a Branch of Eloctricity. By Prof
C. 1. Chant.

Britain's Role im Science. By Prof.
Witlmott. .
Recent Scientific Progress. By Prince
The Reign of King Trolley.  [Kropotkin.

‘Wonders of the Heaven. By M. Flamarion.

The Unseen Universe.

The Curiosities of the Microphone. By
Miss N, Brock.

The Early Ages of the Human Race.

SOCIAL AND RELIGIOUS TOPICS.

Tha Bible of the Early Christians. By
1tev. Principal Shaw. .
By Rev. W. H

Applied Christianity.
Hincks, LL.B. .
Lifoe and Character in Early Christian
Centuries.
Prohibition in Canada. By F. Spence.
Through Prison Bars. BBy Rev. Dr. Lathern
The“Pogtigﬁ &of God. By Rov. C. H.
ucstig, M.A. .
Manners and Morals of the Eighteenth
Century. By W. Baskerville, ’I.D.
The Church and Social Problems. By
Doan Farrar. . .
Prison Gate Work. Dy Miss C. A, N.
Sanderson .
By Rev. H.

Tho Turkish Janissaries.
MacMillan, LL.1.
Deaconess Work in Canada. By Missheott
The Sunday-School and the Church By
Rov. A. lLucas.
MISSIONARY SKETCHES.
ATANY OF THRM FULLY ILLUSTRATED

Our Fronch Work. By Rev T.G. Wilhams.

Indian Iigsions in British Columbia- By
Rav. J. Green.

Cityrh%iss}loa Work in Canada. By Rov.
fI. H. Fis!

Vikings of the North. By Dr. Grenfoll

stkrfgl, the Prince of hﬁssionaries .

The Congo for Ohrist- By Rev J & Wil

Zenana Work in India. liamson, D.D.

Our Ohinese Missions. By Dr. V. Hart.

A Lge Woman {n.Africa. By Misy Mey

; wta outer coveriug,
. Juniper
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OANOE LIFE IN CANADA.

The blrch-bark canoe {8 tho most strik-
Ing achlevement of our native Indians.

**The canoe,” says Mr. H, M. Robinson,
“ls part of the savage. After genera-
tlons of ure, it Las grown into the
economy of his life. What tho horse I8
to the Arab, the camel to the desert
traveller, or the dog to the Eskimo, the
birch-bark canoe I8 to the Indlan. The
forests along the river shores yleld all
the materinls requisite for {ts constric-
.ton, Cedar for its ribs, Lirch bark for
the thews of the
to sew together the scparate
pieces, and red pine to give resin for the
seams and crevices.

*“* All the forest life is in ft—
All ita mystery and magle,
All the lightness of the birch tren,
All the toughness of the cedar,
All the larch trec's supple sinews,
And it floated on the river
Like a yellow leaf in autumn,
Likeo a yellow water-1ily.*

“ During the summer season the canoo
s the home of the red man. It 1s not
only a boat, but a house ; he turns it over
him as a protection when he camps, he

carries It long distances overland from

-

‘Ihe accompanying cut, by Mr. Henry
Sandham, the distinguished Canadian
artist, s one %lustrating an article on
Missfonary Adventure among our Cana-
dian Indians, in the forthcoming voluine
of The Methodist Magazine and Revlew,

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.
LESSON X1.—~DECSMBER 13,
CAUTIONS AGAINST INTEMPER-
ANCE.
Prov, 23, 16-25. Memory verses, 19-21.
GOLDEN TEXT,
For the drunkard and the glutton shall
come to poverty.—Prov, 23. 21.
DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—Read the Lesson (Prov. 23.
15-25). Learn the Golden Text.

Tuesday.—Kead the drunkard’s suffer-
ings (Prov. 23. 29-35). Learn the Mcmory f
Verses,

Wednesday. Read the woes of the
drunkard (Isa. 6, 29-36). | |
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lake to lake. Frail berond words, yet he
loads it down to the water's edge. In it
he steers boldly out into the broadest
lake, or paddles throngh wood and
swamp and reedy shallow. Sitting in it
he gathers his harvest of wild rice, or
catches fish, or steals upon his game;
dashes down the wildest rapid, braves
the foaming torrent, or les like a wild
bird on the piacid waters. While the
trees are green, while the waters dance
and sparkle, and the wild duck dwelis in
the sedgy ponds, the birch-bark canoe {is
the red man's home,

“ And how well he knows the moods of
the river! To guide his canoe through
some whirling eddy, to shoot some roar-
ing waterfall, to launch it by the edge of
some fiercely-rushing torrent, or dash
down a fouming rapid. is to be a brave
and skiltul Indian. The man who does
all this, and does it well, must possess a
rapidity of glance, & power in the sweep
of his paddle, and a quiet consciousness
of skill, not obtained save by long years
of practice.

“But the old canoe-life of the Fur Land
fs rapldly passing away. Ip many 2
onco well-beaten pathway, naught save
narrow tralls over the portages, and
rough wooded crosses over the graves of

travellers who perished by the way, re-

mains. to mark thé roll ot the

R O o R e e ot 3

Thursday.—Read how God regards sin
(Isa. 5. 20-25.)

Friday.—Read of wine as a mocker
(Prov. 20. 1-11).

Saturday.—Read how to treat evil doers
(Psalm 26).

Sunday.—Read what Christians should
be (2 Cor. 6. 11-18). Answer the Ques-

tions.
QUESTIONS.

1. The Road to Poverty, verses 15-21.

15. How was the heart regarded by
Hebrew writers ? YWhen do teachers re-
Jolco ? 17, \What should we not envy
that sinners bave? How c¢an we be
Kept from coveting wrong things ? 18.
For what do the righteous look forward ?
1Y9. Why should we be careful about the
way we choose ? 20. What does the habit
of drinking fnvolve ? 21. Name the three
eviig that ruin character. What other
vices are we to avold ?

11. The Road to Glory, verses 22-25.

2Z. What dovs a father stand for? To
whom should we hearken ? What kind
of spirit should young people cultivate ?
1Why should a mother always be respect-
ed? 23. What must we pay for the
| blessings of temperance ?  How much is8
truth worth 7 Should we part with it ?
24, 25. How do parents sacrifice for their

‘children ¥ What causes the deepest ‘sor-

‘" row to.s_parent? Who are the happlest

{ parents ¥ “Who the bapplést-chlldren'?

£ Kittendom. _Design of a Kitten.

Christmas
Booklets

3 CENTS EACH
Shade and Sunshine. With verses by
F. R. Huavergal. Nicoly illustrated.

Sunny Crowns, Design of a Crown,
with verses by F. R, Havergal.

5 CENTS EACH
Pn‘ppydom. Design of figuro of a Dog.

ores by L. Riley,

The Lord is my S8hepherd. Psalm
xxu. Illustrated by Baroness Von Bock-
endorf,

Under the Mistletoe. Christmas vorses
by Helen Burnside,

Familiar Friends. Verses by ¢ Helen
of Troy.” Nicoly illustrated.

Christmas Verses. A poem by Charles
Mackay. Landscapo and floral designs.

New Ycar Blessings, Beautifully illus-
trated by C. Noakes, Albert Bowers and
others,

Ry

Ilfustrated by Helena

¥ Graco Floyd.
3 Maguire.

A Bunch of Lilies. A poem by E.
Dawson, with landscape illustrations.
Txéuqfling Jesus. A poom by M. A.

ntler,
Thé Will of God. By Cecilia Havergal.
Coloured pictures,

8 CENTS EACH

Beneath thy Wings. Verses by Mrs.
Harnet Beecher Stowe.  Illuetrated by
Bertha Maguire and others.

Home, Sweet Home. \Words and music.
1llustrated by W, S. Coleman,

In Days of 01d. By Frederick Lang
badge.  Illustrated by Pauline J.
Saunter.

A Christmas Carol. By Louisa An
theny. lllustrated by Frenk Corbyn
Price and others.

Sun of My Soul. Pansy design. Verses
by John Keble.

A Sonnet to Nature. Very fine engrav
s by Annie Simpson,

Three |l{ustmtcd ms.  Board covers

Finely illustrated :—

The Star of Bethlehem.

Jhe Dear Homeland.

Chrigtians, Awake.

12 CENTS EACH
Jewelled Bookleta.
Gond Cheer. A m by Charlotte
Murray. Deautifully illustrated.

Wondrous Love. By Lily Oakley.
Homeland IMelodies. By Cherlotte

o e o

.\lilrmy. W By E. A, Knigh
Sheltering Win y E. {night.
Each tied with silken cord and onglosed

in box.

15 CENTS EACH

Jewelled Booklets.
Another Year. By F. R. Havergal.
Heavenly Hope. By C. L. Alexander.
All-Powerful. Ry F. R. Havergal.
God's Afterward. By Charlotte Murray.
Heart's Ease. By Coombes Davies.
Trust. By F. R. Havergal.
Fond Wishes. By Coombes Davics,
The Homes of England. ByF. Hemans.
Onward. By Charlotte Murray.
Each tied with silken cord and enclosed in

envelope,

20 CENTS EACH

Heartsease. l.andscapes and flowers.
Instead. By Lucy A. Bennett.

Bonunie Dundee. Illustratod poem.
With Bvery Good Wish. llustrated.

poems.
To Greet You. Selections from the
pocts. Illustrated.
Good Portune Speed Yocu. Sclections
from tho pocts. Illustrated.

25 CENTS EACH
Light and Trath. Poem by C. Murray.
My Presence. Poem by F. Thornton.

Steadfast and True. Poem by Fairelie
Thornton.

40 CENTS EACH
(Each enclosed in box.)
Christmas Bells. Poemn by H. Wi
Longfellow. _Elegant cut design.
The Bridge. By H. W. Longfellow. Ex-
P S unebs of pausice, beautifull
ansjies. DBunches of pansies, beautifully
reproduced in natqm‘u colours, with suit)-
able *verses. .
Deep-blue Violets. Ex%msiuzly coloured
bouquets of violets, with suitable verses.
I Wonder tWhat the Olover Thinks.
Sprays of clover, with sppropriats
verses.
WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mothodist Book and Publishing House,
Toronto, ’
C. W. COATES, MOXTREAL.
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