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If every boy and every glrl,
Arising with the sun,

shoyld plan this day to do alone
The good deeds to be done,

shoyld scatter gmiles and kindly words,
Strong, helptul hands should lend,

Ald to each other’s wants and cries
Attentive ears should bend;

{ every man and woman, too;
Should join these workers small—
0Oh, what a flood of happlness
Upon our earth would fall !

How many howes would sunny be,
Which now are filled with care !

Ang joyous, smiling faces, too,
Would greet us everywhere.

1 do belleve tiie very sun
Would ghine more clear and bright,
Ang every lttle twinkling star,
Would shed a softer light.

But we, instead, oft watch tc see
1t other folks are true,

Ang thus neglect so much that God
Intends for us to do.

THE LAEE OF LUCERNE.
BY M. LOUISE FORD.

The mountains of Switzeriand have
peen styled the crown of Europe, and in
that crown is no faiver Jewel
+hay Lake Lucerne

Itg shores are lined with
peautiful parks and garcens,
notels aud villas, and these,
with the snow-capped moun-
talng towering ahove all, and
charming Ifttle villages upon
the grassy slopes, are all re-
flected in the clear waters
and form a most beautiful
plctyre.

Lucerne is a lovely spot
and g favourits resort for
tourists. One of the finest
monyments in the world is
the Lion of Lucerne, an im-
mense figure of a plerced lion
cut {n the solld rock. It was
catved in memory of the
Swigg guard who lost thefr
liveg in defence of the
Tulleries in 1792. Trees and
vineg overhang the rock, and
a I'tie pool at the base adds
10 th= beauty of the spot

Near by is the Glacler Gar-
den, whers there are waon-
derfyl memorials of the ice
petiod. More than twenty
greay holes, from which the
debris of years has been re-
moved, are found in the
rotks, The largest of these
19 twenty-eight feet wide and
thirty-three feet deep. The

A @GO0OD JOKE.

He wes a new boy, and we didn't like
him very well. Maybe he was too good.
Anyway, he was always studying In
school-time, and he had such a sober
look that we Just named him *Old
Solemnity,”” and let him alone. He
scowled his forchead intu wrinkles when
ko studied, and had a tashion of reading
his history lesson and rolling his eyes
around to see where the places were on
the map, till he did look funny snough
to make anybody laugh. Dick drew a
picture of him on the slate one day, and
the fellows nearly went into fits over It.

At recess we left him to himself. You
seo there were enough of us for our
games without hhmn, and we didu’'t be-
lieve he would be much good at playing
anyway.
us, and ha looked pretty sober some-
times; but we didn’t think much about it.

One morning Ted brought a big orange
to school. He was always bringing
something, but this was more than com-
mon; we didn't get oranges very often.
He bad it all wrapped up in paper, but
he promised to divide it with Dick and
me. Then he showed us something
else—a big potato that he had cut into a
likeness of Tom’s face. Tom was the
new boy, you know, and it really did look
like him. It was the shape of his head,
with a knob on one side for & nose, and
Ted had scored queer little Hnes in the
forehead, and given the mouth and eyes
Just the right twitch. Just then the bell

rang, and we hada't & chutro® to show it

He used to stand and look at:

did it.” he sald; and 1 hadn't thought he
could talk so fast. ‘It was real good
of you, and I mean to take it home to
my littlo sister Sue  You don't care, do
you? She's sick, you know.”

And there ho stood, holding up our
nice, big orange! Dick had made a
mistake in tho packgge. and wo knew
protty well who had tHe best of that joke
We'd have made good rmuodels for potato
heads ourselves just then, for wo stood
and stared for a minute, with our mouths
open.

“Why, we didn't—" began Dick; but
Ted gave him a pinch that stopped him

*“Weo hope she'll like it sald Ted,
grand as a princo. Ted {sn’t selfish, any-
way. “Is Sue the little lame girl I've
seen at your house ?"

So Tom told us all about her—1 sip-
pose he thought we must be interested.
or we wouldn't have given the orange—
how the scarlet fever had left bor lame.
how worrled his mother was about it
and how he was trying to help aill he
could. We daid get interested, sure
enough. We put that potato where no-
body ever saw i¢, and we got into a way
of bringing some little thing for Sue
nearly every day after that. We llkeo
Tom first-rate now; he's tip-top when you
get to know him. I never told anybody
but grandma how we camo to get ac-
quainted, though, and she laughed a lit
tle and said : ** A good many of the peo-
ple we dislike, dear boy, would look very
different to us it we only took the trouble
to be kind to them.”

THB WORM AT THE HEART OF
THE TREE.

Thera was once a very boautitul garden
in which stood a tall tree.  Thie tree was
also boautiful, as it was full vt leaves,
which hung gracefully.

Gno day tho gardener spied a wortn
not more than an Inch or two lung, crawl-
ing upon its trunk and pecking away at
the bark.

A gentlaman near by told him that it
he dld not kill 2hat 1{ttle worm {t would
kill the tree. But the gardener did not
really believe that a worm so small could
hurt so great a tree, and took no puins
to destroy him, and the worm kept at
work,

So time went on. Tho next year it
was noticed that the leaves of tho tree
ccmmenced to die very carly at tho top.
and all the leaves fell ot much earlier
than those of the other trees And at
the end of the next geason the tree was
dead. That greet treo was ki:led by that
iittle worm. He bored straight into the
heart of that tree, and kept at it until
the life was al} gone, ‘That only illus-
trates what 2in dozgz for people. The
leaves become dead and dropped off be-
cause there was a worm Ian the heart of
the tree.

When you sce people do what they
ought not 1t is because sin, ltke a worm,
i3 in the heart. I saw two boys quarrel-
ling, and cne struck the other & hard

bww, He diy not strike him because
tke hand that struck bim was bad, but
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becauso the heart had sin in

- ¢  Sip to the heart makes
S ‘ﬁ peupie duv bLad tbinger %
i lvsrd a boy eay a bad word

} o his mother *te did not

say It because his tonguc was

., ’ . bad. but because sin in his
- .. . beart made his tongue say

P . the bad word. The bad
. word came out jaat as the
dend lcaves fall off ths tree

Unless the worm could be
got out of the tree, thero was
no hopa for the tree. 1t
must die. And unloss sin Lo
taken frum the heart It will
ki)l us. With it i the heart
WC can never go tu heaven
Iive with God and the holy
angels.

Only God can destroy sin
io the heart. If we go to
him and ask him in faith he
w.. desiruy sin, aod thus e
may bLe kept Irum duing
wrong  Chratan Wlueas

A GREAT ST BEBRNARD.

A lady In Newtun was
drawing her little gir} on a
sled, just after a great snow
storm, through a long, unar
row path to the school-
houyse, the snow being thrown

great rocks are worn smooth,
and the deep cavitles were
formed by the stones which
were driven round and .

LAKE OF LUCERNE,

round upon them in those long-ago days. , to anybody else, but Dick said, “ We'll
Mapy boats steam up and down the {put it on a stick and pass it around at

lake connecting Lucerne with Fluelen at
the giher end, and touching at the little
villages on the way. At Rutll tho spot
i3 pointed out whers the Canfederation
waa formed in 1307, when the brave

Swiss people determined to defend them-

selteg from the oppression of the Aus-
trians.
roundzd by woods, now the property of
1the Government and kept in excellent
order, In. it are three fountains, which
the Jegends say sprang.up atter the oath
was taken,

The little village of Altort was the
Xome.of Willlam Tell, the story of whose
1ife gnd oxploits Is firmly belleved by
the Swiss people. A statue of him has
Yeen placed ubon the spot where he stood
whey be hit the apple on his son’s bead,
and g Httlo chapel marks the spot where
he sprang from tho boat and escaped
from his captors. The latter was erected
{n 1388, thirty years after ths hero's
doaty,

It i3 a beautiful meadow sur-,

recess. Won't Tom Le mad 2
Ted rolled it up in a paper--“so its
fine featurcs wouldn't be rubbed off,” he

traps generally.

where ho'll find ft at recess. We will

BE KIND TO ANIMALS.

Avraham L.wla would as soun have

y cut oft his right arm as to Lave spent

) suwn:er in the Ad.rundacks shouting

said—and dropped it into a drawer under ; (oo fun, says Qur Dumb Amumais,

 the seat, where we kept our pencils and | nas nuted for his kindness to dumb anl- | considerable d.stance, untis Le fouand a

After we had been busy | mals.

over our books a 1ittle whlie another idea |

struck bim, and he whispered it to me, .

" Say, let's slip that into Tom's pocket ; Cusler changed his l.ne of march to pass
I around the nest of a mother bird and bher

a

Sv was Garfleid, Sherman was

tell all the boys, so they'll be watching, | young.

and it will be the biggest Joke out. Dick
can manags it; ke sits necarest to him.”

So I told Dick, and he slipped his hend
fnto the drawer, and, when he got a
chance, dropped the little bundle into
Tom's pocket. We threo hardly dared to
look at each other, for fear we'd laugh
aloud. But that was every bdit of fun we
got out of it; for the minute recess came,
before we had a chance to tel? any one,
Tom rushed up to us, with his facs like a
full surprise.

“I'm ever so much obliged to you fel-
lowe, for X just know you'rs the oneg that

Cleveland wore the badge of our Bands
of Mercy on his breast while ten thousand
children filed by him in procession at
Rochester, N.Y. No Southern general,
to our knowlodge, ever rode a mutilated
horse.

Wellington, tho greatest of English
commanders, gave special orders for the
protection of a toad in the garden where
it haa established its home. Blsmarck's
dog has becn almost as well known in
Germany as Bismarck, and the Queen of
England 4s the hoad of our work in that
country.

deer | S.stened carefully W
Grant ; then wheeled abuvut £0d wa.ked back a

vice president of the Missouri Soclety for

up very high on each side
of tho path, when sghe metl
midway a large St. Bernard
dog, a stranger. She Imme-
i diately addressed him as she would a
human belng, explaining that the path
was nurrow and the snuw deep, and that
he must turt arovund and gu backh. lic
Le: capianatlon,

place where tho snuw LaJd Leen guuveuca
vut & lttle at the side.  Iuto this be

ho Prevention of Cruelty to Animals.; backed, and walted quietiy until she

passed him with tho asied and chad. The
lady tkanked him fur being su much of
a gentleman, he wheeled about and
started again on the path,

PR

MAXING BLIND BOY8 DRUNK

The papers state that the managers ot
the fnstitution for the bdlind in Colum-
bus, Ohio, are exceedingly troubied ove:

| the fact that the boys who aro inmates

ol their institution are being enticed into
the saloous ot that city an Sundsy when
they have been allowed to go outside of
the institution to attend chorch, ané are
there ‘deing mxde drunk.
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PLEASANT

HOURS,

What_is the Farm Fit For?
BY FRESIDENT BANRIS, MAINK STATE
coLLrar
A word to the restiess people—
and feverish nge.
A perfect manhood is better than any
wealth or wage. ,
Some are for gold, some. ghtter, but tell
me, tel) me when

to the fast !

Wil we stand for the farm and the col- , ought to have seen Aunt Esther w-dny.

fege that go for the making of men®

Iin o scanty soll for sceding, but here
we win our bread,

And a stout heart may grow atronger
where plough and harrow are sped,

Then hreak up the bieak, high hilisides
and trench the swamp and fen.

'or what should the farm be fit fur, if
not the ralsing of men *

the crop by the frost 1s bitghted, a nIR- !
gard the season scems,

Yet the ready hand fluds duttes, and the
heart of the south has dreams

The bar and the senate to-morrow, to
morrow the sword or the pen,

Jor what should the farm be fit for 1f
not the ralsing of men ?

And_what {f our lot be bumbler 1f we on
the farm abide * b

There 8 room for noble living and the
realm of thought is wide, :

\ mind enriched 8 a fortune and you
wi know 1t when

You see that the farm Is fit for the rear- !
ing of noble men. |
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. APPLES OF GOLD.

_ A young girl was passing her aged
great-nunt- ono-day when she suddenly
stopped, latd her hand gently on the
white head beside her, and said, * How
pretty and curly youf hair is. Aunt
Mury ! I-wish I had such pretty haur !”

Tho simple words brought a quick

flush of pleasure to the wrinkled face :-

and there was a joyous quayer in-the
brief ncknow of the,:
1ittle courtesy

Few of us reaiize, writes Kate Upson
Clark, "the dearth of such attentions
which "the old suffer  Many of them
ave been persons of consequence in thelr ¢
prime As fiiness and sorrow gradually »
wesken thelr spirits they retire-into the)
background {

They are no jonger pursued by the
honeyed words which interest or 'ect!onl
once lheaped upon  thetn. Teu often .
they linger on in more or less cheerless
obscurity until they die.  Even if they .
are surronnded with what are called “the
comforts of life the) lack the sweel .
stimulus which comes from social appre-
ciat on

*}”was astonished to-find what an in-
-tercsting person that old lady s’ who
lves at Mrs. D's," remarked one lady to
another  * She seems to be an aunt or]
2 great-aunt of Mr D’s, but she has al-
wsays sat back in a-corner when 1_have
been -there. -and. 1 never supposed.- that,
oho knew-anvtbing -fn particular  Yes-,
“terdsy Mra. D appeated to her-several
times: -t stemed-to draw her out.  She
{s remarkably intelligent. and bas “had
-wounderful experiences of -1ife."”

’mu had enjoyed talking with her

| 8ood, or something-of the sort.

-him where the_ bars-are.

" Did you think to tell her how much

No that didnt occur to me 1

Tho knowledge that her worda and per-
sonality had su favourably §mpressed her
visitor might have given the qulet old
Iady a pleasure which would lighten
many weary houra There I8 no tonlc
Itke happiness

A young man sald to his mother  “You |
when 1 remarke] casually, ' What a
pretty gown you have on to-day, and how
miee sou look-in it ¥ She almost crled,
she was so pleased 1 hadn't thougm'
bufore that such a little thing as that
would be likely to please her "

1 never espect to eat any cookles s0
good s those you used to make, mother.”
satd a Learded man one day, and he was
shocked when he saw her evident dellght
in his words for he remembered that he
had not thought to speak before for years
of any of the thousand comforts and
pleasures with whigh her skill and love
hat  filled  his bSyhood —Our Sunday
Afiernaon

FARMER LAWTON'S HERO.
RY MELEN KEAT.

At full fength tn the tall, sweet-grass
Ias Roy Dasis looking up at the fleecy
cteuds of Muskoha, which scemed to him -
Iihe tiny white boats safling npon a great
bine ocean Perhaps it was these, per-
haps 1t was the song of the thrush in the
orchard beyond, which-in a’low whistle
he-was trying to tmitate, that kept him
+0 quiet He could not have told you
how-long he had lain there, so busy was
his mind with the funny lttle plans and
\maglinings which sceined a part of his
1eal life It took but an instant to bring
him to his senges, however, when &
reugh, but not unkindiy volee called out,
* What are you doing in my grass”®
Pretty mowing yot’)l make-of it ~

Roy was on his feet and over the wall
beside the big farmer in less time than-it
takes to tell ft

“1 beg your pardon sir I had not
thought of hurting the grass  You don't
want a Loy to help sou get your hay
do you >

*No 1 don’t know as 1 do  Boys are
not much account in the hayfleld, nor
anywhere else, for that matter, except for
the mist hief they do”

Roy glanced Into-the speaker's face, a
roguish look sparkling in his brown eyes
and a savcy answer trembling upon his
lips Lwon't,” he sald-to himself, re-
sclutely shutting his-mouth  * Mattie
wouldn't like it I promised her-to be
1 won-
der why grawn-ups make ft so hard-for
us youngsters ™ . -

1-wish you would_let me stay all night
with-you 1 can-get up the cows any-
way It must be almost milking time.”

*“Well, go-along then. Here, Don,”
calling to a noble collie- asleep on-the
poreh  “ Go with-this fellow and show

"

The wise old dog came runnfng to his
master, 1osked up.in his face, cast one
glance-upon the boy,-then trotted -con-
tentedly, saying as plainly_as® dog-lan-
guage could, “I think you will do.” .

*This—may -be the beginning of the
end, as Mattie says,” mused:Roy, as he
followed Don down-the lane. ™ Are you
golng to speak a good word for mé, old
tellow 7" stooping to pat the dog’s brown
head as he-let down the bars.

As Roy walked slowly toward the house
after secing the -cows safely yarded,
hard)y knowing what move to make next,
his ear caught the sound of music, and
seating himself-upon the porch steps:-he
gove himself up .to enjoyment. “She
s ngs almost as well as Mattie 1 won-
der if she is about the same age, and
who she is anyway. Probably the big
man's little girl.’ -

Just then the “ big man™ came ou: of
the house. " Got the cows, eh ?”

‘ Yes, sir, what next ?”

Take that pile-of cans and come to
rn Ever milk a cow, boy ¥
sir, but I can try.”

“He took hold remarkable,” Ruy heard
the farmer sa¥ to some onc.inslde, while
he stopped In the porch to wash his hands

faced

t

* Walked from Toronto "

" Ves, sir”

* Looking for work all the way **
*“Yes, sir"

“{Well you are a hero
hing about farming 2"
“No, sir”

*Think you could learn "

“1 would llke to try*

“{Vhat do you say, wife  Suppose you
could manuge t0 have a boy about- the
houge *"

> 1 think we could get on very nicely,”
sald Mrs Lawton with a kindly glance
at Roy

He lTooked into the lady’s face, and then
across at ts representation, a very pretty
picture they both 1nade, gracing that best
of all settings—a Christlan home.

1 think Mattle would like them.” he
wan saylng to-himself, when the farmer
spoke agaln

“Got any clothes ”” The boy shook
his head.  * Wife wiil see to that. You
have only to be a good.-boy to get in her
gcod graces ™

Know any-
t

be . The at-
tended her, and by means of a fow simple
remedles soon brought her back to health.
In the fulness of her gratitude she fere
vently vowed to attend the services, but
days went by and she pever came. It
was found out afterward that she had
been warned by -her husband not to go
near the misslon premises. He conjured
up a fearful picture of what would ikely
:;leml her if she disregarded his instruc-
ons.

“Thé write men Wwiil bewltch you
he sald, “and turn you-into I know not
what. They mako men and women
Christinns first, and_then turn them fnto
evil spirits, snakes and crocodiles.”

SIX IMPORTANT POINTS.

Six things a -boy- ought to know.:

1. That a qulet voice, courtesy and kind
acts nre as essentlal- to the part in the
world of a.gentlemnn-as of a gentle-
woman.

“ What about you, anyway."
the brusque farmer, as they were oOn
thelr way to the barn-the next morning.
“ Haven't you any home 7"

“No, sir.”

* Nor friends 7"

* Only Mattle "

© And who 1s Mattie " B

My sister  She lves with a lady
who took -us Loth from the almshouse.
She-Is very kind, but-she had nothing 1
could do, so I come away. There was
work for Mattle, so she stayed.”

**Well, well, you are a hero.  So, boss,
sn.  Here, try your hand at old Brindle*

Yes, Roy was a hero, as-what boy is
not, who has made up his mind to do the
best he can and be independent at whate
ever cost 7 Although -we surprised him
indulging in a summer dream, he was no
dreamer, but a thoroughly -allve, active
toy. It was easy to sec, however, where’|
Inclination would lead him if allowed
sway Soon, every evening- found him
at the plano, joining his pleasant volce to
hers, and together they galned rveal-
musical knowledge. )

he long days of summer- and the
golden days of autumn had fulfilled thelr
_mission, and Roy-had nobly.done his part
In the labours of all.  “ Now,” Mr..Law-
ton declared, “he should have a play-
time, or a change of work, rather. The
-very best teacher in music -that can be |
procured shafl these children have, and
even something-beyond-that .it-they-do
the.r best.” - - - N

Happy Roy ! This -had:-been the-one,
“dream of "his life. But even this great
Joy had one drawback. = *“ Dear little
Mattie.  If she might have the same
privilege, I should be just perfectly
happy,” he whispered-to May-one even-
ing as they sat a-little apart-talking éver.
thelr good fortunc.

“Say, Roy,” broke in Mr. Lawton from
behind -his- evening pap:r. ‘‘Haven't'I
heard you tell what a fine singer that
little slster of.yours Is ??

“She is very fond-of music, sir.”

“Well, what do you-say .to having her
come down here to take lessons with you
youngsters? Do you -think the lady
could spare her-*" T

“I'l write this -véry minute,” ex-
clajmed Roy, throwing dowz his book
and-rushing upstatrs like a .small -whirl-
wind. 'He even forgot to thank his bene-|
factor, but the tears which-sparkled-in_
kis brown-eyes seemed to” have dose. it
for him, for a susplelous molsture gath-
ered- in .those of.the .farmer, as he-gafd;
locking across at his' wife, ** Who would
have thought he cared so much about it-?
It will be a good Job done, I'll be bound,
1or a'boy -who cares so much’ for.his sister
won't.be Itkeiy-to get more than he de-
serves of this world's-good things. He
_{s what I call-a.hero.”

FOR-TWILIGHT TIME.
T.c missionariesin West Africa- have
-to do- battle not only - with -heathenism,
the climate, the insects, and the- féver, |
-but when they- seem ltkely+ to-succeed
they ofien run up agalust some silly
superst'ticn like the following: .
p::e Toor- woman,.says a, writer In an

and face. Soon a p lady
called him to supper. ~
This is-the bos I fcund in my mea-
duw. the farmer said, as Roy entered the
kitchen - No.doubt he has a name, 1
haven't heard any yet” y
*_Roy Davls, sir, said-the boy with a
Vow. B B
And this is-my. wife, Mrs Lawton,
and Httle daughter May )
Again Roy bowed. and took the place
assigned him at the tavle )

11 you-dont mind. we would' HKE-to |-

hear where jou came -from how you
came.-and “wtat you were-looking for Iin-
these parts.”

* 1 walked from Toronto. and am look- |

ing _for-work ™

han tended’ the-services of -the

rission -very -régularly, -and “hopes-were

induiged: that’ she “would-soon<become a-

Christian.  All at once’she stopped com-
gl

‘ing.  Her accustomed seat “church
5 3 nd*inqulries

e as: reason:

*1 am-coming:no. more,” said-the wo-
man. "1 amafraid.of ¥o -

‘ But why 2 was' the question asked.
‘ Have we not always treated you kindly
andfafrly 2" °

you have a:resson-for-it. You-want'to.
get -possession  of -my’ bones.to.make
nives-and: forks 1"~

_f

to

“Oh, yes,” .admitted:the. woman; “ but | So,

he wife-of-an-Ifa'|.

2, That . , and even
foolh are not- The
_most firm and couragéous men have usu-
ally been the most gentle.

3. That muscular strength §s not health.

4. That n brain crammedsonly with
facts is not necessarily a wise one.

5. That_the labour.-impossible to the
boy of fourteen will be easy to the man
of twenty

6. That the best capital for a boy s not
-money, but the love of work, simple
tastes and a heart loyal to.his friends
and-his-God,

HOW ANTS TALK.

Two ants, when they are taiking-to.
.gether, stand with thelr heads opposite
to each other. working -their sensitive
feelers in the Sivellest manner, and’ tap-
plng_each other’s head, Numerous ex-
aminations prove that they are able-in
this .way to make mutual communica-
tlons, and-even on-certain -definite sub-
Jects. “1 have often” says a well-
known naturalist, “placed a small
green caterpillar -in the nelghbourhood
of an ants' nest. It is immediately
selzed by an ant; which calls {n the as-
sistance of. a friend after ineffectual
eforts to drag the caterpillar -into the
nest. It can -be easlly seen-that-the
lttle hold a conver by
means of thelr feelers, and, this. belng
ended; ‘they repair together to the: cater-
plllar in order to.draw It.into.the nest
by- thelr united strength.” Lo
~“Further, I have observed the meeting
of-ants on-thelr way to-and f{rom:their
‘nests, They stop, touch each other-with
“their feelers, and appear to hold a.con=
-versation, which I-have-good reason”to
8uppose._-refers to- the-best ground for
“fcod.—Young -Woman.

Who are Your Friends?’
BY MAE BARER:
Who ate your friends, my boy.?
Are_they the ones_You mcet,
Each day when passing by,
, They're standing on the street ?
Or-are they- those who .choose
The path our Saviourtrod, ~
The that léads to.r
And-to-the-throne of Goa ?

“Yow'll-not_ be scarce-of friends,
> long as you have money;

“They'll pick.you up’ and make.believe;

“Thelr-path 1s'naught'but sunny.
But -when in-'trouble deep you.get,

_And your heart is filled: with' care,
-Whén all around-is darkness,

Do they your burdens share ?

Mj "bdy, do.not bé tempted, .
For they']ll lead you-to the place

“| Where manhood will-be blighted,

And your loved ones you'll disgrace.
" The liquor saloops are inviting,

Decked out with tinsel and show,”
‘You'd think their place was paradise

Instead of crime and woe.

They will eyer try-to lead you
Erom doing things that’s right,
‘Then when misfortunc comes 1o, you,
They laugh when, out'of sight. ~
Such: friends;” my 'boy. will never last,
For they are false,-untrue, =
They have.your.heart and-morey,
- That's all they care for you.

The-judgment day Is coming—
Perhaps you're on the briak—

“The brittle-thread of-life’is cut
Before ‘you'se time to think;

cbrother, .do:not’ tarry, _

. But-take the path:He :

“Then when ‘at' last. fro;

s Called,
We'll meet at the bar of

Egrtli ‘yon're ’
God. i

aslon thoiight




P = ——- T

PLEASANT HOURS.

86

Little Hemer's Slate.
BY RUGEIE FIELD,

atter Jdear uld grandma dled,
Hunting through An oaken chest
‘n the attic, we espled
What repald our childish quest,
Twas g homely little glate,
seemingly of anclient date.

on its quaint and battered face,
Wag tho plcture of a cart,

Drawn with all that awkward grace
Which betokens childish art,

But what meant this legend, pray ?
HHomer drew this yesterday.™

Mother recollected then
What the years were fain to hide,
she was but & baby when
Li‘tle Homer lived and died;
* Forty years,” so mother said,
L.ittle Homer had been dead.”

This one secret through those years
Grandina kept from all apart,
Hallowed by her tonely tears,
And the breaking of her heart;
wWhile each year that sped away,
Seemed to her but yesterday.

So the homely little slate
Grandme's baby’s fingers pressed,
To a memory consecrate,
Lieth In the oaken chest,
Where, unwilling we should know,

—Chicago News-Record.

TIM'S FRIEND.

By Annie M. Baiton.

CHAPTER 1
NO. D, DALE STREET.

* I'm awfully hungry,” said Tim, “and
(here don't seem much chance of break-
1ast neither.”

There was Ro one near, so he must
L.ave been speaking to himself, as he
stood in the doorway of a large tenement
house, looking out at a dreary prospect
of rain and muddy court-yard.

His pale, freckied face was begrimed
with dirt, his thick mop of red hair
guiltless of comb or brush, his clothes

urandma put it years ago. |

were so ragged and torn that it was al-
most a miracle they managed to hold to-
gether, and his bare feet were as dirty
as 1t was possible for feet to be.

None of these facts troubled Tim In
the least, or gave him a momeat’s !
thought.

He was quite accustomed to be dirty
and ragged, and he was also accusiomed
to be hungry and cold; but these two
latter things were hard to bear, and for
them he always tried to find a remedy.

Now, after & few moments’ hesitatlon,
he drew his tattered jacket more closely
round him and made a plunge into the
rain and mud.

Leaving the court-yard, he ran swiftly
through the wet streets in the direction
of the market place. .

It was just possible he might find there
some odds axd ends, perhaps a few pleces
of half rotten fruit, or a crust ot bread,
feft by the stall-holders of the previous
night, -

More than once had Tim breakfasted
upon fragments such as these, and, sea-
soned with keen-hunger sauce, had found
them wonderfully good.

But upon thig particular morning, when
he reached the deserted square, he could
find absolutely nothing fit to eat. In
valn he prowled round, looking into all
sorts of odd corners and unlikely places
in tle hope of discovering something to
allay the terrible craving for food that
was gnawing within him; he was at Iast
obligcd to give up the hopeless search.

Very slowly and dejectedly the little
Lare feet were now trailed along towards
the better portion of the town, where the
houses were larger and more respectable
than in the mneighbourhood of Tim's
honme. .

‘1 ’spose I'll have to beg,” said the
child to himself, “and goodness knows
how long it'll be afore 1 gats anything.”

“QOh, dear! oh, dear! O mother!
mother ! I want mother i*

It was the voice of a child, crying
aloud in terror and distress; and Tim,
whoge curlosity, rather than pity, was
arouged, stopped to sce what was the
matter.

A little boy, sbout slx years of age,
well wrapped up from the cold and wet
fn a thick overcoat with brass Muttons,
was coming alopg the strect, tears as
well a8 rain-drope running down his rosy
cheeks, whild clesely clasped in his arins
was a little white Maitese dog.

*What's the matter ?” asked Tim, ax
scon a8 he came within speaking distance.
*0h, 1 say, don’'t make such a row.

Sbut up, cant you? If you open your
mouth g0 wide youll swaller that there

; dog.”

“ I want mother ! oh, where's motler

".glow do 1| know where your mother
13 7" asked Tim contemptuously, as he
stretched forth a very dirty hand and
stroked the dog’s soft head. " but look
here, little "un, you tell me where she

In sheer amazement the chlld stopped
crving, and hugged his pet closer than

ever,
i "Give you my littie Malta' he ex-,
claln:ed indignantly, ~ No, indeed l,
won't.

tngher brought for me In his big ship.'*
Has your father a ship ? Have you

jever been in it 7 inquired Tim breath-
i lessly, with respect instead of contempt| Tim, considerably aggrleved, responded

thig time fn his tone.

*“Of coutge 1 have. Mother and me
cime In it yesterday from Rotterdam,
and—and--ols, where {s mother 7

He bruke out into renewed gobs and'
cries as the memory of his trouble re-
turned.

Tim geratched his head In perplexity.
* I say, youngster, it's no use hollering
in that fashion. Where do you live ?
What's the name of the street

We don't live here at all, we live in—
in—Manchester, we only came here In
father's ship, and now I'm lost, and I do
su so want mother.”

" You're a deal too blg to cry like u
baby,” said Tim severely. * Now just
shut up and listen to me. If you haven't
g0 no home here, how have yosu man-
aged to get lost 7"

" Father and mother and me are in
lodgings, and this morning the servant
wag going out to buy some mlik, so Malta
and me went with her; and while she,
was in the shop Malta ran away, and I,
van after him for fear he’d get lost, and
then I couldn't find my way back to the,
shop, and I don’t know whatevepr I'll do.”

* What the name of the street where'
your lodgings is ?* asked Tim, who be-
gan to think he might earn a few pence
by taking the child home.

*“ It is No. b Dale Street, and there's a
little garden In front of the house, and a
green door with a brass knocker. Oh! i
do you know where ft i3 2"

* Dale Street, Dale Street,” repeated)
Tim scratching his head reflectively,
‘*seems to me as 1 knows the sound,
though I can't reckerlect where. Yes, 1
have it,” he added suddenly, executing a
sort of war dance on the wet pavement;
* come along with 1ae, it’s a goodish bit
from here. You'd better glve us bold of
your hand.”

With unquestioning faith the child,
obeyed, and as they trotted along side by |
gide, it accurred to Tim how easy it
would be to decoy the little wanderex:
into a lonely alley, and there rob him ot
the warm, thick overcoat-—for which Tim
knew he could easily get two shillings~
and of the little white dog, which Tim
coveted even more than the coat. But
something in the touch of the clean little
hand, thrust so confldingly into his own
dirty one. made him banish this tempta-
tion and resolve to take the child safely
home,

Nevertheless he purposely took the
longest way, going up and down many
unnecessary streets, in order to make the
distance appear very great, and so pos-
sibly obtain from the child’s mother an
increagsed reward. .

“What's your name ?” asked Tim,
stopping In his quick trot to put the
question.

* Johnnie Dodds; what is yours ?”

*“Mine ? Oh. Tim. I b'leeve Timothy
Blake is my real nsme; but Granny
Brown gen'raily calls me a beggar’s brat,
or a little imp, or something a deal worse
than that.”

*%Vho's Granny Brown ?
mecther 2"

“ No, littie stupid; she isn't. She's a
beast, that's what she {3, and I hawe her.
Some day, when I'm a man, I'll pay her
out for all ghe's done to me, seé if 1
don't.”

Tim looked so angry, and spoke in such
a savage tone, that Johnunle was rather
frightened. He asked no more questions,
and, indced, the next moment forgot all
abcut the matter, for he guddenly dis-
covered they were in Dale Street,

At the door of one of the bouses, fnxi-
ously looking out. was a stout, pleasant,
rosy-cheeked woman, into whose arms
Johnnle rtushed, with a glad cry of
* Mother, dear, dear mothsr?®’

* My child, where have you been ?* she
exclalmed, kissing him agaln and again.
1 have been well-itigh distracted about
you, and Jane Is out now searching, and
I've sent a message to the ship to tell
your father you are Jost.”

Is she your

He is my own dear little cog thut'

{ pr ved to be a very bad fellow.

She paured out the words in & hurrled,

Incoherent manner and then shed a fow

! tears of gratitnde and thankfulness.

All thlg ime Tim had stnod perfectly
silert, regarding her with no smalt

1 sobbed the <hild, trylug to push his way , amount of curioaity” but he now judged

i g?ﬂiri’l‘lm. who was now standing in front | It was tine to put in his claim for 8 re-
m,

|
ylives, and I'll take you home if you'll Uttle wpeaker
; Bive me this here dog for my trouble.”

ward.

“1f vou please, missus. T found the lit-
tle chap; he were mlles away from here.
n-wanderin® about and c-yin’ when 1 come
upon him."

Mrs. Dodds turned and looked at the
Until that mom~nt she
had hardly realized that Johnnle was nnt
alone

Tim appeared a vey forlorn and
pathetic little figure, with lis thin, scanty
rags drenched through and through. and
hisz thick mop of red halr considerably
toned down f{n colour by the wet

* Blers my heart, boy ! where in the
world did you spring from ?" ejaculated
tho good woman, taken by surprise: and

~—pointing to Johnnie with outstretched

finger—" Why, I've fust told you I
bringed bim home”

" Yes, mother, dear, he dld."” cried
Johnnie. eagerly “He's lren
kind. I shouldn't ever have found

way back only for him. let me tell
you all about ft*

Mrs Dodds listened patlently whila
Johnnie told how in running after the
dog he had got loat and Tim had found
him, and then Tim (who was not at gll
sky) struck in and gave his version of
the story, and enlarged upon the fact that
Johonie was *‘miles” away f{rom his
home when he, Tim, fortunately dis-
covered him.

Alded by the double explanstion, Mrs.
Dcdds arrived at a pretty clear fdea of
the trath.

“Ycu are a good lad,"” she said im-
pressively, * and you shan’t lose by your
kindness to my little boy, I dare say
ncw, you could eat some breakfast.'

“Try me, missus,” was the terse reply,
while his sparkling eyes and eager face
spoke more eloquently

* Well, come inside, and I'll see if my
landlady witl let you go Into her kitchen.
But stay a minute; couldn’t you run down
to the docks first with a message for me ?
I don't suppose you mind the rain, and.
indeed, you can’'t get much wetter than
you are at presoent.”

* All right, missus. give us the mes-
sage,” sald Tim, though he feit a little
mournfut at the postponement of his
breakfast.

* When you get tc the docks, you must
first find out where the steamer Argus
i3 lying, then you must go on board and

z ask for the chiet officer. Mr. Dodds: and

when he comes to speak to you, gay that

Mrs. Dodds has sent you to tell him that

his little boy is safe at home.”

“Is that all ?” asked Tim.  * Or shall
1 just mention as I found the little chap?”

“ Youn may do so if you like,” said Mrs.
Dodds, smiling. ‘ Be as quick as pos-
sible, and when you come back you shall
have a real good breakfast'

Awdy sped the drenched and ragged
little figure in the Girection of the docks,
heedless of the pouring rain and keen
east wind, for his heart was light and
cheerful. The prospect of a good meal,
and perhaps a few coppers ag well, made
him feel rich indeed, and lent extra speed
to his flying footsteps. In a sbort space
of time he arrived at the docks, and be-
gan to make eager inyuiries as to the
whereabouts of the steamehip Argus.

(To be continued.)

HOW A BOY BECAME A COM-
MANDER,.

There lived in a Scotch village a little
boy, Jamiec by name, who set his heart
on being a saflor. His mother loved
him dearly, and the thought of giving
him up grieved her exceedingly, but she
finally consented. As the boy left
home sne sald to him. Wherever you
are, Jamie, whether on sea or fand, never
forget to acknowledge your God. Pro-
mise me that ycu will kneel down every
night and morning and say you. pray-
crs, no matter whether the sailors laugh
at you or not."”

*“ Mother, I promise you I will,” sald
Jamle; and soor he was on a ship bound
for India.

They nad a guod captain; and as some
of the sallors were religious men, no one
laughed at the boy when he kaceled down
to pray.

But on the return voyage, some of the
sallors having run away. their places
were supplied by others, one of whnm
When
ho saw Little Jamle kneeling down to say
his prayers, he went up te him and glv-
ing him a sound box on the ear, said in
a decided tone. * None of that here, sir !

Another seaman, whe g=w this, although
he swore sometimes, was Indignant that
the child should be so cruelly treated,

e - . i e

and told the bully th came un derk and
he wmildl give him a thrashing. The
challenge wan acvepted, and the well-de
served Leating waa duly bestowesl.  Both
then returned to the (abin. and the swear
Ing man said, ~ Now, Jamie, fay your
prayers, and If hia dares to toueh you, |
will give him annther dressing.™

Tho next night 1t came inte the hoy's
mind that it was qQuite unneceasary ot
him to create such a Aistrrbance In the
ship. when it could easily be avalded ¥
he would only say hia prayers quietly in
hia hammork 20 that noabody would ob
gorve it But the moment the friendly
sallor saw Jamle get into the hammock
without firat kneeling down to pray, he
hurried to - he spot, and dragging him oul
by the nech said, - Kneel down at onee,
sle! Do you thiak I am xolug to fight
for you, and you not Say your prayers,
you young rascal ™

During the wholr voyage back to jon.
don the profane satlar watched over the
boy as It ho had been his father, and
every night saw that ho kuelt down and
sald his prayers. Jamie soen began ta
be fndustrious, and during his spare thne
he studied his books. He learned all
abovt ropes and rigging, and when he
became old cnough, about taking latitude
and longitude.

Several years ago the lsrgest steamer
ever bullt, called the Great Eastern, was
launched on the ocecan, and carried the
famous cable across the Atlantle. A very
reliable, experlenced captain was chosen
for this important undertaking, and who
should it be but little Jamle, When the
Great Eastern returned to England after
this successful voyage, Queen Victoria
bestowed upon him the honour of knight-
heod, and the world now knows him as
Sir James Anderson.

MODERN VENBERING.

The Boston Transcript is responsible
tor the statement that modern veneercd
work I8 more durable than the solld
plecea made by our forefathers. It says

* The so-talled system of * bullding up'
lumber is now cmployed in the manufac
ture of most handsome furniture., Thisisa
great improvement over the old-fashioned
cne-luyer veneer work, and it Is the most
durable ever made. It consists of
cementing together thin vencers of differ
ent woods {ransversely with the grain.
The vencered wood runs in thickness all
the way from one-sizicenth of an inch
to half an inch. Generally only hard
woode are used for veneers; but a core of
soft and light wood {8 nearly always em-
ployed. On this core of pine the veneers
are cemented The first layer has the
grain runoing from right to left; the sec-
ond layer has tho grain runaning up and
down, and the third aud fourth diagon-
ally, crosswiso and overy other direction.
The reault §s that the * buflt-up* board
can neither crack, warp, split, nor twist
Moreover, it ia lighter than any solfd hard
wood board, more flexible and durable.

* This * built-up * tdea of wood origin-
ated in the shnps of Americs, and it hax
been worked here more generally thsn
abroad, although all of the European
factories now avail tliemselves of the
system, It ig8 really the old idea of
veneering improved and developed. It
was first discovered and employed in the
manufacture of the old threo-ply chalr
and car seats. Tue remarkable durabil.
ity, strength, and flexibility of these
geats were apparent at opce, and they
have been in vogue ever since. Thay
were made by cementing together three
thin veneers of some strong wood, such
gs maple, ash, or oak, with the grains
running in opposite directions. The
amount of strain the wooden secate would
stand was beyond bellef.

From this simple beginning the idea
of ‘bullt-up’ lumber origir led It is
now being manufactured extensively and
employed In new lines of work every
year. The success of the modera birynle
18 partly due to it. The light wooden
wheel rims are made of ‘ built-up* lum-
ber. Strips or vencers of such tough
woods as maple, rock elm, hickory, and
bplack walnut are glued or cemented to-
gether with the grains running in op-
pcsite directions. Then they are bent
into a circle and turned. The result is
the light, clastic, but strong, birycle rim
of to-day that Is practically unbreakable
or unsplittable, and which will wear bet-
ter than metal rims. It was not until
this idea could be utilized that bdlcyele
manufacturers would guarantee tho
wooden-rim wheels; but to-day every con-
cern has implielt confidence in them

¢ Architects have taken up the idea, and
concerns are now manafacturing ° built-
up * doors. panels, and boards used for
trims. The doors have a core of white
pine with veuveers of fancy woods. These
doors cannot shrink warp. or split. «nd.
wlile they havo all the appearance of
hard-wood doors. they are so light that
they swing freely and casily on thelr
hinges.
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The Command of Jesus.
Mattcw ¥ 192
BY REV o L IIARDExTY

'rirndg 0f Jeaun herd the suminuns
h your ears the messagn falis
1e1] the natiofis of his coming
Fur his hetp the heipless cails

You bave heard lis i1nvitation

By his grace your su.is are free,
Foll it to the whole creattion,

Bid them share yaur jublice

Hopo not tor tho Master's favour.
\Yhile inh seifish ease you stand,
I’ray not for the coming Saviour,
While neglecting his command

\Wauld you specd the matchiess story
That shait hasten Christs retura,

\When on mountain-tops his glory
Kindles, flames, and brightly burps

If you knew your own salvation,
Through tho merits of the Christ,

Huag upon the proclamation
Published by jour sacrifice ?

Answer yos { and daro no othar,
Lest men doubt your truth or love:
He who would not save his brother
Cannot live with Christ above !

Would the clatms of worldly pleasure
Jock your hearts with fetters strong,
It by gift of earthly treasure
You could sharo the glad new song ?

Neaver can you sing in heaven,
Praige to him who loved you so,

TVl your sacrifice be glven;
Proot of loving others too!

Orlole, ¥4,

LESSON NOTES,

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIRS IN THE LIFR O JESUS,

1.ESSON X.—MARCH 11.
THE PARALYTIC HBALED.
Mark 2, 1-12, Memory verses, 9-12.
GOLDBN TEXT.

The Son of man hath power on earth to
torgive gins—Mark 2, 10,

OUTLINE.

1. The Paisted Sinner Burne ot Four,
v, 1-4,

2. His Slns Forgiven, v. 5-7.

3 His Palsy Healed, v. 8-12.

Time.—~Early 12 A D. 25.

Place.~Capernaum.

LESSON HBLPS.

1. He came again into “ Capernaum,”
as his headquarters or centre of his
operations, to which he constantly re-
turned from his itinerant labours
throughout Galflee. * It was nolsed *—
It was reported throughout the city. “In
the house —Either Lis own house,
where he made a home for his mother,
or Peter’'s house.

2. "Many wero gathered together "—
Amung the audience were scribeg from
all parts i{Luke 5. 17), to see if they
should ynite with the new amuvement and
wrn it to their own purposes or take
measures agajnst it.

3. "Sick ot the palsy "—Or smitten
with paralysis.

4. " Uncovered the  roof'—Either
opened a connecting trepdoor, or re-
moved the court awnings, or made an
opening through the flat house-top by
breaking up the tiles. If Jesus was in
the court, tho second is the probable way,
i in an upper room, eithir of the others
" l&t down the bed " -The couch or pal
let, not the common word for bed, here
used by Luke (5. 15) and Matthew (9. 2),
but one 0f Ma. edupnian origin, found only
in the later Greek, and probably denoting
a couch easily carrled, perhaps & camp
bed Even the most costly orfental beds
consisted of cushions and light coverings
spread upon the floor or divan, bedsteads
being quite unknown.

7. " Speuk blasphemies "— That is, utter
words which are direct prufanations of
God’s holiness.

8. " When Jesus perceived "—To know
the hearts of men was with the Jews a
test ol the Mecssiah's claims.

9. " Take up thy bed —The Eastern
pallet, or rug, or mat, here called a bed
becsuse It was that on which he lay,
could be easily rolled up and carried.

11. “I say unto thee, Arise"— Christ’s
argumen”. here affords a fair test of ali
priestly claims to abaolve from sin. I¢
the priest had power to remit the eternal
punishment of sin, he should bs able,
certatnly, to remit tho physical punish-

‘ ment of sin, This Christ dld; this the
peiont canast &c.

HOME READINGS.

M. The paralytic healed,—Mark 2. 1-12,
Tu. Glad tidings.—Acts 10. 34-43.

W. Prayer for pardon.—Psa, 25. 1-18.
Th. ftl)ggiveness and heallng.—Pse. 103,

F. Blotting out.—Isa. 43. 18-25.
S. Perfect cleansing.—1 John 1.
Su. Strange things.—Uuke 5. 17-26.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. The ﬂalsled Sinner Borpe of Forr,
V. 1-4,
To what city did Jesus return ?
What report at once spread ?
What result followed this report ?
How did Jesus treat this company ?
What sick man was brought to the

house ?

How was he lept back from Jesus ?
What did those carrying him do ?
Of what was this act a proct ?
2. His Sins Forgiven, v. 5-7.
What did Jesus say to the sick man ?
Who objected to what Jesus sald ?
What questions did the seribes ask ¢
3. His Palsy Healed, v. 8-12, .
How did Jesus know what they said ?
What two questions did he ask them ?
How can we have the forgiveness of
sins ? Acts 16. 31,
What did Jesus wish the scribes to
koow ?  Golden Text.
Whom did be mean by “the Son of
man”?
What did he say to the slck man ?
What at once followed thls commang ?
How were the bystanders affected ?
What did they do and say ?
. I;or what did they praise God 7 Matt.

YLAT-ROOYED MUD HOUSES AT BANIAS,

Wihere are we taught fi
about—

PRACTICAL, TEACHINGS.
this lesson

1. Overcoming hindrances ?
2. The forgiveness of sing ?
3. Praising God for mercles ?

The English lady was troubled ana
8ick at Hheart.
and prieste with unflagging zeal and
boisonous words had infiuenced parents,
however reluctantly, to take their chil-
dren from her school, and now the Gov-
eérnment had issued orders that no Mo-
%ammedan child should pass her doors.

ay
One morning there were none, where
only two months before thers had been

THE LADDER DRPAM,

The ever-jealous nurs

by day there were fawer children.

the hum of one hundred and thirty
volces !

Miss says. 1 went to my room
and foll on my knees. ‘O God, my heart
18 breaking, if thou wilt still have me to
work herc. givo me a sign. 1 cannot
rise until thou dost hear and answer**
And ovep as she prayed a peace, unknown
for days, stole upon her, and rising she
calied her Syrlan Bible-woman, and to-
gether they went into tho atreots.

At the first house Fatima, the Moham-
medan wlfe, camo out, and, too excited
for salaams, cricd * 1 have been walting
for you; come in and hear my dream.
Last night I saw a golden 1adder leading
to a shining place, ard & figure descend-
fng, more beautiful than any one I have
ever seon. He sald to me: ‘Fatima,
whe am 17 and I answered, ‘ Thou art
Jesas Christ, the Son of tho lving God.’
He smiled and said, ‘ You are blessed be-
cause you have belleved;? but when I
tried to go to him he sald, ‘ Not now, but
some time I will comoe and take you to
myself;’ and then I awoke.”

Aund then the English lady went home
with joy in ber heart, for of all the Mo-
hammedan women of the town Fallma
had shown the most hatred of the Chris-
tian rollgion.—Woman's Work for Wo-
man, .

‘It it hurts you, dear,” said the sur-
geon, a3 he applied the splints and band-
ages, “cry all you want to. You will
feel better.” * Thank you, doctor,” re-
plied the little Boston girl. I never
weep, It wrinkles the face.”

Algernon—*I've a widdle for you, Mias
Miwanda. Why are childwen like tooth
bwushes ?” Miranda—"1 don't know.
Why are they * Algernon—'* Because
evewybody prefers his own. See ?”
Miranda (frigidly)—''No, I don't see,
not having any children.” Algernon
(stammering)—* Oh, of course not, but
you—you—you have a tooth bwush, you
know.,"”
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