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STANLEY'S JOURNEY . But  Stanley describes
ACROSS AFRICA. bimse'f as
I HUNTED TO DRIPA'R
! Ve ha!t Iaboured

Many were the almost
molraculous escapes of the
exDlorers of the Stanley
expedition from the com-
pined perils of cannibals
and cataracts—of savage
beasts and still more sav-
#%¢ men—the narrative of
which Is of stirring in-
terest, But gometimes,
alas! more thrilling is the
story of the tragic fate of
those brave men, Frank
Pocock Was now the oaly
white man, besidesg Stanley,
with the expedition, Barker
naving suddenly  died.
Amid  the African jungle
'rank was fond of singing
th~ Sunday-school hymns
i~ had learned as n» boy in
fear old England. Sad-
deneq by the death of his
vrother. he sremed to have
n Presentiment of his own
aphroaching  fate. One
night Stanley heard him
<fnging, in a sad. minor
sirain, the following words:

« The home land, the fair
land,
Refuge for gall
tressed,
Where pain and sin neer enter In,
But all is peace and rest.

dis-

«* The home land ! I long to meet
Those who have gone before;
The weeping eyes and weary feet,
Rest on that happy shore.

+* The home land, the bright lani,

My eves are filled with tears,
Remembering all the happy band.
Pagsed from my sight for years.

«When will it dawn upon my soul ?
When shall I reach that strand ?

By night and day, I watch and pray
For thee, dear, blest home land.”

‘“1 thought the voice trembled as the
strain ended,” writes Stanley, * so I said,
« Frank, my dear fellow, you will make
us all cry with suck tones as those.
Choose some uerolc tune, whose notes
will make us all feel afire.’

“*All right, sir,’ he replled, with a
bright, cheerful face, and sang the follow-
ing8:

THE PIGHT BLLOW THE CONFLUEKXCr OF THe AKUW 311 AND THE CONGOU RIVERS,

“ Brightly gleams our banner,
Polnting to the sky,
Waving wanderers onward
To their home on high.

“ Journey ng o'er the desert,
Gladly thus we pray,
And with bands united
‘Take our heavenward way.

‘*How do you iike this. sir?* he asked-

My God, my Father, while 1 stray,

Far from my home, in life’s rongh way,

O teach me from my heart to say,
Thy will be done.

- Though dark my path and sad my lot,
Let me be still and murmu.: not,
Or breathe the prayer divinely taught,
Thy will be done,

* What though in lcne.y griet I sigh,
For friends-beloved, no longer nirh!
Submissive would I still reply,

Thy will be done.”

“ Frank, you are thinking too much of
the poor fellows we have lost,” said Stan-
ley. *“It is of
1o use, my son.
The time for
regrot and sor-
row will come
by-and-bye, but
Ju:t now we
are in the cen-
tre of Africa;
savages h~f v~
you,savages be-
hind you, sav-
ages on elther
sfle of you.
Oaward, 1 say;
onwardtodeath,
it fv is to be.
Sng, my dear
Frank,yourbe-st
song.”

He responded
bty singing :

“Onward, Chris-
tian soldlers,

Marchi-g as to
war.

With the cross
of Jesus,

Going on Ue-
fore.”

And in this
spirit the brave
fellow marched
con to his death,
Not long after,
June 3rd, 1877,
in shooting the

raplds of Massassa, his canoe was
wrecked, he was engulfed in the eddles,
and his comrades nover saw him agaln.
Stanley's grief was Intensec. “In my
troubles,” he writes, " his face was my
cheer, his Eng.ish volee recalled me to
my aims, and out of his brave, bold
heart he uttered in my own language
w' rds of comfort to my thirsty ears.
Thirty-four months had we 1lived to-
gether, and hearty throughout had been
his assistance and true his service. The
servant had long ago merged in the
companion—the companion had soon be-
come a friend. \When curtained about
by anxlety and gloom, his volce had ever
made music to my soul. When grleving
for the hapless lives lost, he consoled me.
But now my faithful comforter and true-
hearted friend was gone.’

We give a sketch of one of the
numerous

RIVER FIGRHTS,

by which the expedition had to conquezr
its way down the Congo. As soun as its
approach was known the hideous war-
drums resounded along the shore, and
the warriors rushed to their canoces.
**Soon,” says Stanley, “ we see a sight
that #sends the blood tingliug through
every nerve and fibre of our body--a
flotilla of glgantic
canges bearing
dowa upon us.”
There were fifty-four
of thom, manned
by two thousand
cannibals, voelfer-
ously demanding
human meat. Find-
ing that he must
fight against nearly
twenty-fold olds,
Stanley anchored his
flcet of twenty-three
boats and awaited
the onset * Boys,
te firm as {ron,” he
erfed.  ** Waft till
you see the first
spear,then take good
ailm.  Don't think
J running away.
Only your guns can
save you.” On they
rame  Soon spears
were hurtling
through the afr. but
every sound was lost
in the nolse of the
muskatry. In five
minutes the savages
retreated, baflled ot
their anticipated
prey.

strenuously through ranks
c ¢ k- 9§ savages, scat-
tercd over A score of
flotilias, had cndured per-
sistent attacks day aad
nlght  while  struggling
thrrgh  them, had re-
gorted to all kinds of deo-
fence, and yet at every
curve of this fearful river
tho yells of the savages
broke loud upon our ears,
the snake-like canoes
darted forward to the at-
tack, whilo the drums and
horns and shouts rafsed a
tlerce nnd deafening uproar.
We were becoming ex-
hausted, yet we wore still
cnly in the mliddle of the
continent. We were b-ing
weeded out by units and
twos and threes. There
wore not thirty in the en-
tire expedition who had not
reccived a wound, To con-
tinue th.s fearful iile wa-
not possibie. | pen these
tines with half a feeling
that they will never be
read by man. 1 Jleave
events to ar all-gracious
Frovidence’ Often  food
could be procured only at
the risk of life.  The guns were reduced
in number to thirty. Tho natives were
oft 'n armed with European guns, ** At
one time,” says Stanley, “1 saw ninec
bright mu.ket barrels aimed at me.” He
had thirty -two pitched battles with the
savages. The marvel {s that a single
m.an escapcd. At the Kalulu Falls nine
men were drowned in one afternoon.
Not at all pacez were the natives hos-
tile. At Inki-c¢ Falls 600 were hired t~
Irag the teakwoud boats, some of which
welighed three tons, over a  steep and
difficult portage. Theyr also belped to
make, with vast toll, two new canoes,
but they were both soon lost fn the
rapids.

The prolonged struggle was nearly at
an end. And well that It was so, for
they were nearly In despalr. * Fevers
had sapped the frame; hunger had de-
bilitated the body, anxiety preyed upon
the minéd. My people,” continues Stan-
ley, * were groaning aloud. Hollow-
cyed, sallow, and gaunt, unspeakably
miserable in aspect, we had but one
thought- to trudge on for ore more look
at the sea.”

‘fhey left the Congo to escape its
cataracts, and struck through the wilder-

{Cuntinucd -on rl_éxt x;axe.)

TIOE BURIAL RERVICE OF EDWARD POCOCK.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

2he Supercilions Beed.

A Nittio seed lay fn Lho ground.
And soon began to sprout,

~ Now whith of ail the flowers around,”
It muscd, shall 1 cutne out ”

“The Mly'a tace I8 fasr and proud,
Hut Just a trifle culd,

The rose 1 think, s rather loud,
And then its fashion’s old.

* The violer in very well
But not a flower I'd choose
Nor yet the Canterbury-bell—
I never cared far Liw

 Petunlas are by far Uo bright,
And vulgar flowers beatdes,

The primrose only bicoms at night,
And peonics spread too wide”

And so It ertticlaed each flower,
This rupercilious seed,
Untht §t woke ono summer hour,
And found itsoll o weed
~8t. Nicholas.

stretched himself on the doorstep as If
to prove Fred's words.

Tho summer holidays came at last,
after the long, hot days In the school-
room. Freds face used to get quite
red over his arithmetic on the sultry
afternoons, and he used to think often
of that cool spot where the blx ereek
flowed over the gravel In the shadow of
tho clms at grandpa’s

You may be sure he shouted for joy
when, one summer morning Ethel and
he jumped down from Grandpa Baker's
blg waggon, and ran up the long front
yard, with its hollyhocks and larkspurs
and petunias  Thelr father was a book-
keeper in one of the town stores, with a
very small salary, so they seldom had a
country treat.

They had scarcely finished dinner when
they told grandma their raspberry plan.

*'Ab, you two are lHke your dear Unclo

Frank  He'd o mado a great preacher
1t he'd lived. I hopo you'll grow up ko
bim, Fred”

«Gramdma, d1d you over ask God not
to let Uncle Frank die?" asked Ethel,
who was not quite sure that God always
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Pleasant Hours:

A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rav. W, Il. Withrow, D.D., ‘Editor.

TORONTO, JULY 14 1900

THE RASPBERRY OFFERING.
BY MAUDE PETITT.

“Do you really mean Ethel we can
give to the Twentieth Century Fund
yet # asked Fred

“Yes, Aunt Margaret says we have
1l October, and there's all the summer
holtdays to make the money you know,
and It would only take three dollars to
g;l: our names on the Roll and Baby

ay's. "

*But how can we make three doi-
tars ** asked Fred

Fred was nine and Ethel eleven, so he
always sought his gister's advice on such
points

“\Well you know there's that trip to
grandma’s in the holidays.™

Didn’t Fred just know about tha* trip
to grandma's. &nd & perfect jumble of
bugs Kisses Spange cakes strawbderry
jam butterlies, young chickens, and wiid
flosers all came tumbling through his
brain at opes !

Well " continued Ethel, “you know
the big raspberry patch down by the
creck 7 €

Just dldn’t he know that raspberry
pateh !

“Well, grandma wlil let us have all
the respberries we can pick, an’ we could
seil them for eight cents & quart at
Brown's store, an' we could pick ever so
many quarts io a day 1! we worked.”

“Ethel! Why, we could make enough
to put DY's name on the Honour Roll 1t
wo tried”

*Oh, no, Fred, it takes fivo dollars to
put a grown-up person’s name on.  We
couldn‘t make that™

Fred looked thoughtful for a few mo-

ments.

“Wo couid do it If God helpsd us,
Ethel. He can do anything, you know ™

“Do you rexlly believe he can, Fred

“Yes; don’t you remember how my
ball came back out of the cistern yester-
day after I'd &aked him more'n a week
for it, and how he brought Carlo back
to us when we lost him at the falr in
Toronto last fall

Carlo, the grest black dog. got vp and

d prayer,

“ Yes, dear child, many times.”

*Then, 1 wonder why he died 2

Grandma was silent a moment, as she
wiped away tho tears with her plnk callco
apron.

“ Do you remember, Ethel, when you
jast spring, how little

had diphthkeria

1 hear a screnm !’ ox-
clalmed Fred. “Didn’t you hear it

“Listen, there it 1s again !

Fred and Ethel dropped thelr pails and
started at full speed toward the creek,
arriving just in time to sce & light, curly
bead rise for a moment in the stream,
then sink again. It was ttle Irviog.

Throwing off his coat as he ran, Fred
teaped into the water and solzed the
drowaing child in his arms, But fa the
samo instant tha treacherous current
swept him off his fect. Thero was a
ery of horror from Ethel atanding on the
bank. Tho stream was carrylng them
away, Fred still bravely holding the 10t~
tlo curly head above the surface. Ethel
was about to plunge in, too, whon a low
grow} startled her.

“Brave dog' Brave Carlo! sho
cried, as the dog swam toward tho strug-
gling boy

He selzed Fred by the sleeye, and in
another instant she was ablo to reach
the boy and dr.g him on the bank, his
other arm still gripplng little Irving,

“1 wonder if he's dead,” gasped Fred,
as he sank, himself exhausted, besido the
unconsclous form of the little one.

“He ought to bo turned over on his
tace, and the water let out of his mouth,”
sald Ethel, wisely, * §ee he moved his

i

* Hark *

=
B

It happened to be In the corner of the
farm next the road, and a waggon pass-

AOROSS AFRIOA.
(Continued from first page.)

ness for the Portuguese settlements on
“the coast. ‘The Lady Allce, thelr com-
panion lu 7,000 milea of wandering, and
all thelr boats, were abandoned at the
river slde. Tho way-worn, feoble, suf-
terln§ column, with forty men on the
stck 1lst, dragged on its weary way. l?:
could not complete even the few days
journey to the sca. Stanley- wrote an
urgent letter, addressed * To any gentle-
man Who speaks English at Embomma.’
imploring food and aid, It was de-
epatched by four of the most stalwart
men, ang the starving procession strug-
gled on. In a few days camo an Eng.
lish letter, and o fow hours after abund.
ant supplies of food. The natlve bard
sang a song of triumph, that they wera
redcemed nt last from tho “ hell of huo-
ger”:

“Then sing, O friends, sing; the journey

s ended :
Sing aloud, O friends, slng to this great
80a.”

Tho author’s account of this rescuo is
of most dramatic Interest. Soon ho was
met by whito men and .certed in trl-
umph to Emborama. I felt my he:;t

0 ] -

o
claimed, * with pur‘;st gratitude to Him
whose hand had protected us, and who

tng at the ncede¢ moment, the driver

May pleaded with your mamma to see

you * asked grandma * Well, wasn't

she a very much kinder mother to keep

her away, so she would not take 1t too ?*
“Yes

And so you see, my child, God secs
gsometlimes that the thing we plead for is
not good for us.”

* But wouldn’t it have been good for
you to have had Uncle Frank live 2"
asked Ethel

“ :odon't know, my child God knows

Etbel began to wish she had a *more
unfalling trust.

That afternoon the children set out on
thelr raspberry excursion, armed with
tin pails zad buttered bums, and having
been duly warned by grandma about
mindiog the snakes, and not falling into
the creek, and keeping off old man
Wolvereen's fields.

Old man “volvereen was knowrn to the
children only &s a very rich and very
cross old man. The boys around there
cailed him *the old grindstone.” ‘lhe
children had never seen him amile. Ho
had married late in life, and his young
wifo had dled soveral years ago, leaving
him a dear little boy, the only being in
the world for whom he secmed io care.
Fred and Ethel used to call to this little
Irving across the brook last summer
They were wondering if ho would have
chapged much in a year,

*Why, there’s Carlo " exclalmed Fred.

It was a ten-mile drive from the town,
but old Carlo bad followed his young
master and wistress, as he had done one
summer before. They were very glad
ot his company down in the solitude of

fingers wers sadly pricked and stalned
before ther had & quart of berrles,

“0h, e], I'm afrald we'll never
have tnd?nx " sald Fred, getting dis.

courage!
*0Oh, itll take us a good many days”

sald Ethel, still picking.

THS ATTACK OF THE SIXTY-THREE CANOLS OF THE PIRATICAL BANGALA.

was hailed, and the three lttle folks were
driven hastily to the house, where Fred
and Irving were at once put in warm beds

and cuddled fn varlous ways such as only-

grandma knew.

Old Mr Wolvereen was on the spot be-
fore long, and the children learned that
he could smile. Wasn't be glad, though,
o sit_and hold little Irving's hand, and
pat Fred’s head. They took Irving
home next day, and Fred and Ethel went
on with their berry-plcking.

It was about a week later; they had
Just got two dollars’ worth of berries,
and hard work It meant, When one morn-
ing Mr Wolvereen ceme in agaln. And
this time he had such a smile! They
were not a bit afrald of him when he
looked like that.  First he called Carlo
and fastened a beautiful, shining, silver
cadlar around his neck, with *Carlo,
Good Dog” cut on the back. Then
Fred's turn came. Mr Wolvereen
handed -him a preity leather purse, and
left him to count its contents.

“ A hundred dollars, Ethe), just think!”
exclaimed Fred. “And now, Ethel,
don’t you remember I sald we could get
pa’s name on the Honour Roll if we only
asked God to help us, and now we-can
get dear, awest mamma’s om,
still have lota left. Oh, Ethel,
splendld! And to think, it we hadn't
picked those raspberries It weuld all
never have happened, and poor little
Irving would bs dead, Isn't old Mr
Wolvercen a dear after all? I always
thought he was mean before.”

Simcoe, Ont.

The first street railway in-Canada was
started May 29th, 1861, in. the city of
Toronto, and opened to the public onthe
11th September of the same year.

The first to cross the Atlautl
was constructed wholly 1z Canada, It
was called *The Royal William,” and
was buiit at Quebec in 1830-3L.  The
first passage occupled twenty-five days.

too, an’
fan't 1t

had enabled us to plerco the Dark Con-
tinent from ecast to
west, and to trace

tts mightiest river
to § ocean
bourne.”  Stanley

conducted hta faith-
ful followers to
theilr homes &t
Zanzibar, by way
of Cape Town and
Natal, recelving
everywhere  ova-
tions of triumph.
Here they all re-
celved liberal pay-
ment for their
herolc  toll - the
wages of the ofie
hundred and
seventy men who
perished belng patd
to their sorrowing
friends. “They
were sad, sweet
moments—those of
parting. What
noble fidelity these
untutored souls
had exhiblited”
Twenty times they
wrung his hand
at parting, and
. watched his lessen-
ing salls as the,
disappeared beneat!
the horizon,
Stanley entered
upon the expedition with halr of raven
blackness. He came out ot it with hair
gray as that of a man of seventy. The
wearing tolls, the thousand perils, the
perplexing anxieties, the care of the-hun-
dreds of human lves under him, seemed
to have done the work of a score of years
upon his.iron frame. But what aré a
score of years of life if he but wrest the
mystery of ages from the anclent sphinx;
if he can solve the geographical problems
which have baffled all men hitherto; it
he can open the doors of commerce to
vast reglons heretofore unknown, and
thus make It possible to pour the light
ot civilization and the Gospel on-ithe
Dark Continent? The mightlest -tri-
umphs of missionary achievement in the
near future shall doubtless be in this
1and, so long shut out from the influence
of Christendom. Ethfopla shall stretch
out her hands to , and. & -Christlan
clvilization gladden the land "of the
‘White Nile, the great Nyanzas, of the
Congo, and the Niger. And through'the
ages the names ot Livingstone-and Stan.
ey shall be forever linked together as
amorg the greatest benefactors of Cen-
tral Africa. )

IRONOLADS.
The kind of ironclads which will do*
™ore for our country than men-o’-war are
boys fronclad, as an exchango puts it, or:

‘His lips—against the first tastes,

His: ears—against impure words.

His hands—that they handle not.

His forehesd—sagalnst zu impure kiss,

a 'ﬂéi heart—against irreverence and
ou! N

His mmnh—n::;!gst rich, ' 3neruunx

food.

_His fect—against Xkeeping: dangerous
company. ,

His eyés—agalnst datgerous books
and pictures. ~ -

+ His pocket—against covelunsness of

blodd money.
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1

Slaying the Dragon. '

BY MRS. D. 0 CLARK,

CHAPTER IL
PRECEPT AND FPRAOTICE

That same night Erastus Dow was
«tricken with delirium tremens, and for
weeks his life hung trembling in the
valance, A strong constitutlon tri-
aaphed over the discase and he came
back alowly to convalescence. Feéling
<oftened by this terrible experlenco, and
quite ready to make good resolutions for
tho future, he sent for his minlster to
rome and talk with him.

“I'm a hard lookin’ cove, parson,” sald
Rast, as the minister entered the humble
cottage. “My craft come purty near
goin' to the boitom, but I rather guess 1
shall float this time.”

*“ My unfortunate friend,” replied Mr.
Felton, “give God the glory for your
marvellous recovery. He has glven you
one more opportunity to repent, and woe
be unto you i{f you do not embrace it.
1 am truly sorry to find you so low down
in the gutter, and trust that the terrible
cxperience through which you have just
passed, which was heaven's just pepalty
for your sin, may work in you the peace-
able fruits of righteousness. 1 hope you
have sent for me in order to converse
upon religlous themes.”

Dow looked upon the stately minister,
clad in the richest broadcloth, with feel-
fngs akin to awe, But the polished lan-
zuage which came from those lips con-
veyed but Mttle meaning to his beclouded
:rain, and he stared vacantly at the
peaker,

** Mr. Felton wants to know why you've
seut for him,” interposed Phoebe, see-
tng her husband’s lock of perplexity.

** Wal, you gee, parson,” sald the man,
plucking nervously at the bedclothes,
‘gense I've ben lyin’ here I've thought.
of a good many things, an’ one was thet
drink want the best thing fur me.”

‘“ You are right there, Erastus,” sald the
minister emphatically, ‘It is very evl-
dent that you have a natural craving for
alcohol, You have indulged this appe-
tite until it has become your master, and
you are its slave. There {5 no cour.e
open to you now but abtstinence, total, en-
tire. You must not allow another drop
to pass your lips unless you desire to
have a recurrence of delirlum tremens.
‘The doctor says you cannot survive an-
other attack.”

The sick man shuddered at the minis-
ter’s closing words. “I'd do most any-
thin', parson, ruther than live over the
Jast few weeks. No one knows what I've
suffered only those es has had the
tremens. Thare's ben many a night
when Tom Kinmon an' Tyler Matthews
had all they could do ter keep me on the
ved. Thare were snakes a-crawlin’ over
the bed an' winding themselves round
my neck. An’ then thare was a horrible
lookin' beast, llke pictures I've seen of
dragons, an’ it kept comin’ nearer an’
nearer till I would struggle an’ scream
from fright, an' then the monster would
creep away only to come back agin ez
soon es it was dark.”

“Ugh !” and Rast shuddered as he re-
called these painful scenes, and placed
his hands over-his eyes as though to blot
out the sight from his memory.

“ Ruther than hav the tremens again,
parson,” he continued, “I'd leave off
drinkin’, an' sign the pledge. I hev
thcught the matter over a good deal since
I've been lying here, an’ Phoebe, she said
so much ter me about signin’ off, thet I
thought I'd talk it over with you au’ git
your advice.”

* 0 my busband, my husband ! sobbed
Phoebe, falling on her knees, and bury-
ing her face in the bedclothes. ¢ You
will be a saved man if you will only do
this. We will. be happy again, and per-
baps our Jamie will return to us, and we
will teach him better things.”

The sight of his wife's emotion moved
Rast to tesars. * Poor Jamie !” he whis-
pered, “eof I'd hev set him a xood ex-
ample, he'd never hev grown up aech a
wild cove. Wal, parson, what d'yer
think _

* Brastus, no one could more heartily
approve your plap than doX. You have
a natural appetite for alechol, and you.
have indulged this appetite.-to an alarm-
ing extent. TYour will has become en-
fcebled, and no longer rules. It is
chalped—the slave of your appetite. The’
only safe course open to you, ia abstin-
onos, If signing ‘the pledge’ will help
you to keep your resolutions, I see no
objection to your taking it. Your case
& an extrems one, therefore extreme
measures muat be used.' 8till, you must.
bear in mind, Brastus, that your help

‘168 10 God—not In a pledxe.

X Bave safd, I.have safd.

It you do .

Rast drank in with eagerness ave
word which the minister uttered, R‘;y-
solution was written on als countenance,
and already the dawn of a new manhood
shono in bis eyes. .

“ Couldn't you draw mo up a’pledge
on a plece of paper T he Inquired, after
2 moment's silence.

“Thank God! Thank GodI"
Phocbe, with streaming eyes,

Tertainly. Erastus,” gafd the minis-
ter, and taking a slip of paper from his
note-book, he wrote theso words @

“ God helping me, 1 will drink no more
intoxicating liguor as a beverage.

“ Signod.”

* Put your name right after the word
signed,” sald Mr. Felton, handing paper
and pencll to the filsherman. With
trembling fingers the drunkard wrote his
name as he had been directed.

* Nnw, parson,” he sald, handlng the
paper to Mr. Felton, * jest put your name
down alongsldo of mine, so es ter make a
kind of contract between us. "T'will help
me lots, 1 know, The fellers at tho
Maypole hev ged lots of hard things about
you, but I've never b'leeved a word on't.
If you sign this paper with me, 1t'1l stop
all the tongues in Falrport thet's been
blowin' es how you loved wine better
than souls. Come now, parson, will you
do it 7

The Rev. Phineas drew back haughtily,
at thls uncouth proposal, and did not
deign to see the paper which was held out
for his signature,

* My friend,” he began, * you have en-
tirely mistaken the meaning of my
words, if you have concelved the fdea
that I advocated total abstinence for
everybody. Far from it Total ab-
stinence and the pledge system 8re ox-
treme measures to be employed only In
extreme cases. When a man gets into
that condition where his will power is
gone, and all bis strength of character
is gone, too, then these outside influences
may come in to act as props until the
man can once more stand alope. You,
Erastus, have come to this deplorabie
state through over indulgence. I advise
you to adopt total abstinence for the rea-
cson specified. 1t is the only safe course
open to you. On the other hand, I am
strong, judicious in the induigence of
appetite, and use moderation in all
things. Our cases are as far removed as
the opposite poles of the battery. Why
should I, then, who feel no need of rc-
struction, sign away my moral liberty 7

* Because a weaker brother, one for
whom Christ dled, asks You who are
strong, to help him conquer the demon
withi. him. He asks you, I ask you,
in God’s name, to stretch forth your
hand, and help litt him from the pit into
which he has fallen. Dare you refuse,
-you who are Christ’'s servant, you who
stand In Christ's stead, entreating men
to come back to God ? Dare you, I say?”
and Phoebe clutched at the minlster's
sleeve in the frenzy of despair. N
-**Woman,” sald Mr. Felton, steraly,
“you are beside yourself, or you would
not address such language to me, Yes,
I dare follow in the footsteps of my Mss-
ter. He came eating and drinking. He
preached moderation, and condemned
gluttony. So do 1. You beg your hus-
banc's salvation of me. God alone can
create in.him a clean heart, and renew a
right spirit within him. I will gladly
stretch forth my hand and lift him from
the depths it T can do this without sacri-
ficing a principle of my being. When
you ask impossibiiities, I can but refuse.”
Erastus Dow’'s face bad been slowly
darkening during Mr. Felton's speech.
When the minister bad finished, he broke
forth in a sullen tone :

“Es near es I ken make out, parson,
total abstiner:ce ain’t ter be found in the
Bible, and mod'rate drinkin’ is. ‘Praps
you ricollect jest quotin’ some Scripter

cried

when it want abused. How is it, par-
son? Doos the Bible back up your
views

“It does mnot,” cried Phoebes, with
dblanched-lips, as she realized whither her

-huaband’s thoughts were drifting. * The

Btible says, ‘Look not thou upon the wine
when it is red : when it giveth its colour
fn the cup: when it moveth itselt
aright: at the last it biteth like a
serpent,
Believe me, Erastus, this is God’s tru:h,
It 1z the truth your mother tatght you
when you were a child, Alil other rea-
soning is from-the evil one.”

Rast still kept his eyes fastened upon
the minister’s face.

“Which of yon is right, parson ! he
sald, at feagth.

* Rrastus,” replied Mr. Feilon, * what
I cannot again
repeat my lige of argument. I fear you

ment, and time spent tkis way is lost
time.” »

w0t look fo himi for streagth, you Wwill

Bible 7’ persisted the fishermar,
“Certalaly. _ .

LGN

which-sed es how a leetle wine was good.

and stingeth like an adder.”

are islking simply for the sake of argu--

. “Do you git your argyment out the ]

As quick as a flash, Rast tore his pledge
into plcces, and scattered the bits of
paper on the Noor,

“Pboebe, d'yer hear 7 Tae Bible up-
holds mod'rato drink!/n’, and ths parson
practices {t. D'yer think 1'm going ter
rot mycelf up ter Lo better'n them? No
sir, you bot 1 don'tt 11 be a mod'rate
drinker. It's good company I'm fin,
wifo."

Mrs. Dow bLurst fato passionate weep-
ing, and the clergyman took his hat, and
propared to leave,

‘* Erastus Dow,” he sald, sternly, “I for-
bid you using such abusive languags ‘o
my presence. You have wiolly miscon-
stried my words and reviled my counsels.
I will now leave you. 1If at somo future
time you should deosire spiritual help, 1
shall he sincercly glad to Impart ft. 1
trust you may soon be in your right
mind,”

As ha left the room, Mrs. Dow turneil
upon him such a look of reproach and
anguish, as haunted the worthy divine
for maany a day.

““You need not troubls to come again,”
shosaid. “Itv le of no avall”

{To be continucd))

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE LIFX OF JEAUS.

—

LESSON IV.~JULY 22.

PETER'S CONFESSION AND CHRIST'S |

REBUKE.
Matt. 16, 13-26, Memory verses, 24-26.

GOLDEN TEXT.

It avy man will come after me, let him
deny himself, and take up his crogs, and
foliow me.—~Matt. 16. 24.

OUTLINE.
1. Wrong Concepticns of our Lord's
Mission, v. 13, 14. ‘

2. The Right Conception of Our jord's
Mission, v. 16-20,

3. Our Lord Foretells His
21-23,

4. The Terms of Discipleship, v. 24-26.

T.me —A.D. 29,

P.ace.~Near to Caesarea Philippi.

LESSON HELPS,

14. “Jokn the Baptist"~—~Who had
been put to death by Herod, and was be-
lleved to have risen again, * Ellag"—
The prophet Elijah, who was expected
to appear before the coriing of the Mes-
siah, because of some mystical words of
the prophet Malachl. * Jeremias'’—The
prophet Jeremiah, who, superstitious
Jews belleved, was to come to earth
again.

16. * The Christ”—That is, “the Mes-
siah.” " The Son ot the living God "—
Not “ one of the sons of God.”

17. “Bar-jona’—Son of Jonah. *‘ Flesh
and blood '—No merely human teaching
or knowledge could have produced this
thought.

8. “ Upon this rock "—The testimony
of Jesus; the truth of Jesus’ Messishship.
“Build my church“—The first mention
of the church as separate from the syna-~
gogue. “ Gates of hell”—The gate
stands as the symbo] of power.

18. ¢ Keys"—Power and authority.
*“Bind on earth . . bound in heaven”
—A parallel passage shows that the other
apostiea were iacluded in this general
grant of authority. * To bind is to im-
pose an obligation as binding; tn lcose
is to deciare a precept not binding.'—
Bishop Merrill

20. *““Tell no man —Because the truth
could not be understood as yet, and the
aposties themselves were not yet sum-
clently Instructed to preach the doctrine.

24. “1f any man will coms "—That i3,
*If any man chooses to come.” “ After
me *—Jeaus ‘was going to his throne and
crown, but by way 9o i{goominy and
death. ‘*Let him dzny himself " Self
{s Christ's chief and most cherishad rival
in every heart; and devotion to self, in-
stead of to Christ, is the very soul and

Death, v.

essence of men's alns.  Mence self-dania)
Is the first step toward true dlsclple-
ship.”—Curry.

HOMR READINGE

M. Poter's ronfesalon.—Matt., 18, 13.30.
Tu. Christ's Rebuke. - Matt. 16 21-3R8.
W. Anather coutesalen.—John 8, 66-11.
Th. True confesslon.—1 John 4. 1-8.

F. The corner atone.—1 Pet. 2. 1-10.

8. Tho sure foundation.—Kph. 2. 11-12,
Su. For Christ's sako.—Phil. 3. 1-11.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Wrong Conceptions of Our Lord's
Misston, v, 12, 14,
At what place wera Christ und his dis-
ciplea ?
What question did he ask of them ?
Why did he nsk this question ?
What was thelr answoer ?
What did he term himsolf ¢
2. The Right Conception of Our Lord's
Misslon, v. 15.20.
How turthor does Christ questlon his
disciples ?
Who answered him ?
What way his anawer ?
How did Christ addross him ?
Whom did Cbhrist say had rovesled it
unto him ?
dlow couald this be ?
To what did he ltken Poter ?
What {s a rock tho symbol of 7
Upon what was the church to be buflt *
3. Our Lord Foretells His Death, v, 21.23
For what great sorrow does Christ try
to prepare his disciples ?
What was he to suffer ?
At whoso haunds ¥
Who protested against it ?
{‘{;;lw did Cl;‘rlst rebuke him ¢
y was the Lord's death nece N
What does it teach ? cossnry
4. Tho Terms of Discipleship, v. 24-26.
What §s necessary for true discipte
ship ? Golden Text.
Who fixed the standard ?
What was the custom of those con
demned to dio by crucifixion ?
What du you understand by * denyine
one’s self and taking up the cross* in
thesa daye ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where {n this leason do we learn—

1. That Jesus was the Christ, the Son
of God ?

2. That we cannot be followers of Jesus
withoutl giving ourselves entirely to himn?

3. That to gain the whole world an-
lose one’s own soul would be to losc
everything ?
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PLEASANT HOURS.

L}
LLFTR A

Tho Growlag Boy.
pY ELIZABETH GlBSON,

\When 1 shall be a man 1 shall be strong
Tou ﬂ’ghl whenever weakuess craves my
ald; *
No fear of scorn
afrald,
Or turn astde my
wrong

ghall make my soul

sword from smiting

my

the

And | shall love
brothers of
fleld

And street and alr—
the lors», the dog,
the bird,

No whlne of pain, no
death-cry shall bd
heard,

But precious lves fr ™
crnel  hands Tl
shiold,

1 shall be clean and
fresh to look upon,
And be as open alr
from conntry ways
In any city where 1
lfve my days;
Iy eyes the sky shall
show, my hair tho
sun.

“he little children see-
ing me shall sing:
The unged woman at
her cottage door
Shall  say. * ‘There
goes a man;” the
{frown he wore
Tha jaded lose, while
uew desires shall
spring,

1 shall
when my
sad;

Aud when my heart
fs gay, my song
shall rise,

A fount of human
feeling, to the

make music
soul fis

i am too small. Alas! I cannot hold
The whole world in my arms, sootho
every cnre;
But I can Iift my hands to God in
prayer,
To hetp me all the time I'm growing old.

THBE "“GRIT, BARE-LEGGED

NTANLEY 'S CAME Dt

LADDIE.”

Nearly a hundred years ago, 8 stuut.:
seckled-faced, awhward boy of cightecn
sears, dressed tn a ragged waistcoat and
short btreeches, without stockings or
»hoes, sapped one cvening at the door of
4 humble cuttage in northern England,
atd asked tu see the village school-
master. When that person appeared, )
tlie boy said. very modestly .

1 wouid lthe tu allumi your evening , books on engineering and mechanics, and ; the
spent his leisure in learning what they | with warm wa-

school, sir.”

“And what dv you wish to study 27,
asked the teacher, roughly.

1 want to learn to read and write, |
sir,” answered the lad,

The schooltaster glanced over the, ment of enginewright at one of the great | poor eye
face and rough clothes | collierles of northern England,*and he , not

bo)'s Rnomel)
scornfully, and sald, -~ Ver, wnell. sou
can attend, but a grit, bare-legged laddie !

lke you wou.d better be doing some , successful at first, but he was not’dis- ,it; . something
He sax his mistakes and jas

thing else than lcarning his letters.”
Then he closed the door in the {ads
face.

It that * grit. bare-legged laddie” had,

of rich and powerful
men, to hold conversa-
tion with kings, and to
Write my name amMong
the great ones of the
carth,” it Is likely he
would have called the
boy a fool to cherish
suce  wild dreams.
Yet this poor, ignorant
Ind, who did not know
the nlphabet nt eight-
een, accomplished all
these things before he
died.

He did it by hard
work and because he
made up his mind to
do the best he could
He kept peggling away.
His ignorance was a
misfortune, and not n
fault. lis parents were
toa poor to send him
to school. He was the
son of the fireman of a
pumping engine in a
Northumberiand col-
ltery  llis blrthplace was a hovel with
a clay floor, mud walls and bare rafters.
VWhen he was flve years old, he began
to work for his living by herding cows
in the daytime and barring up the gates
at night. As he grew older, he was set
to picking stones from the coal, and
after that to driving a horse which drew
coal from the pit. He went half-fed

was called upon to Luild long and diff-
cult llnes of rallway.

But his locomotives were oo slow; he
wanted them to run faster. [Ile pro-
posed to bulld one that would run at

the rate of twelve miles an hour.
Everybody laughed at  him. Some
thought that he was going crazy. One

gentleman, who considered himself very
wise, sald to him @

“ Suppose you Invent an engine cap-
abie of running nlne or ten miles an
hour, and suppose while {t was running
a cow should stray upon the track, would
not that be a very awkward circum-
stance 7"

« I ghould think it might be very awk-
ward indeed—for the cow,” he answered.

Wetl, he succeeded in making his loco-
motive, and at a trlal which took place
near Liverpool, it attained to the unpre-
cedented speed of fourteen mlles an hour.
By making certaln improvements, this
same cngine, the Rocket, was made to
attain the speed of thirty miles an hour.
People laughed no longer, but admired.

He was Invited as a consulting engincer
to forelgn countries, and wealth flowed
upon him. Phllosophers sought his
triendship. Hls king offered him knight-
hood, but he refused a title, preferring
to remain plain George Stephenson

A GRAIN OF S8AND,
“ Mother ! mother ! there's something

tn mv eve: pleaen take It out quick !

and half-clothed: but for **a’ that™ b+ | Flossy came ‘hurrying to her mather'.

CUTTING OUT THR NEW ‘‘LIVINGSTONE cavoz™

had a man's brave soul in his sturdy lit-
tle body.

For ceveral years he was assistant fire-
man to his father, ihen he was made
fireman himself. Subsequently, at the
age of seventeen, he was plugman of a
pumping cngine, & post superior to his
father’s.

But all this time, though ignorant of
books, he had been studying his engine.
Gradually he acquired so complete a
knowledge of his machine that he was
able to take it apart and make any or-
dinary repairs. The *“ grit, bare-legged
laddie ” was smarter than he seemed,
and this fact his teacher was not long in
;l:xdlng out after he began to teach
1im.

At the end of two years, by attending
evening school, he had learned all that
the village schoolmaster could teach him.
This brought his school life to an end.

taught and in experimenting. At last

he began to think about making better

engines than those around bim.
Mcanwhile he had secured the appoint-

gradually applled his plans for an tm-
proved locomotive. 1lc was not entirely

couraged.
corrected them. Before he was thirty-
five years old he had constructed several
locomotive steam-engines, and five years

anid to the schoolmaster. "I mean to| afterwards he had become known as a

pecome & great inventar, to be the friend I successful and energetic engineer, and |better go to

t

) but he sthl kept on studylng. He bought | then she bathed

roont. Her blue eyes were bloodshot,
her eyelids swollen, and tears were run-
aing down her cheeks.

“Why, what is it 7** asked her mother,
as she put her arm around the child,

“1 don't know, it's an awful big thing;
the wind blew it in my eve a minute
ago."”

The mother examined the afflicted cye
carefully, but could find nothing except
tears. .

‘“I don't see
anything in fit,
dearie.”

“But 1t f{s
there, mother;
please do get
it out. It makes
me 8O uncom-
fortable.”

The mother
looked again,

hurt eye

ter, and told
Flossy to keep
it closed for
a time, but the
did
get any
better. Some-
thing was 1in

big as a
marble, Flossy
thought.

“Well, Flossy,
I think we had

Dr. Wright and see what he can do,” sald
her mother, after trylog everything that
she could think of for the rellet of her
.ittle daughter.

Dr. Wright was the good doctor Flossy
‘oved, and she stood very quietly with
her face in he light as he kept her eyelld
open.

“ Ah 1" said the doctor, and in an in-
stant he held his instrument toward ber,
“ here 1t 181"

“ Where 7" asked the mother, “1 don’t
gee anything.”

1 don't either,” sald Flossy, * but my
evo does not hurt any longer.”

« 1p'g just a tiny speck of sand,” re-
plied the doctor, * too small to sce, unless
you know where to look for it.”

Some days after this Flossy was fidget-
ing about the room where her mother
was gewing, It was rainy weather out
of doors, and Flossy was in a bad humour
—nothing pleased her.

« please don't, Flossy,” sald her mother,
over and over again. *You make me
very uncomfortable. 1f you do not stop
worrying you niust go away by yourself."”

Flossy sat down by the window pout-
ing. 1In a little while her face bright-
ened, and she came to her mother and put
a little soft kiss on her cheek.

“I'm like that little grain of sand,
mother; don’t you think so ?" she sald.

“What do you mean 2"

“Pm not very big, but I make people
uncomfortable when my bad temper gets
in the wrong place. 1 love you, mother;
I love you truly, and I wouldn't hurt you
as that eand did me for anything. The

cand couldn’t help it-

' self, but I can and I

: +will right away.”—Qur
Boys and Gir's,

FINDING OUT HOW
TC BEGIN,

Two boys had sat
down together to work
out some problems in
clgebra.  One of them
bad been busy with his
pencil a full mirute
when he noticed his
comranion sitting with
folded arms and kn'tted
Lrows.

“What is the mat-
ter 7 he exclaimed.
“WVhy don’t you be-
cin 7

“1'm finding out how
to Legin,” returned the
cther, quietly, and he
went on think ng.
The first speaker cov-
ered a page of foolscap
with  flgures, found
himself in a labyrinth
from which there
seemed no escape, and
looking back over the
statement of the prob-
lem, discovered a mis-
take In his first equa-
tion. Long before this,
however, his companjon
had worked the prob-
lem through and
reached the correct re-
sult. -

To act without stopping to think is poor
economy. Nobody wastes time 8o
hopelessly as the person who decldes
without deliberation, who, because of his
wroug beginning, follows the wrong path,
and finally is forced to retrace his steps
end start again. A little hard thinking
befare we begin to act would save us not
only much precious time but many a
heartache as well.—Christian Common-
wealth.
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