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The Sweetest Lives.
Tho gweetest Jives are those to duty wed,
Whose deeds, both groat and small,
R Arc close-knit straws of an unbroken
thread,
Where love ennobles all,
The world may sound no trumpets, ring
no bells,
The Book ot Lito tho shining record tells.
Thy love shall chant i1ts own beatitudes

Aftep l‘ts own life-working. A child's
kiss

Set on thy sighing lips shall make theo
glad ;

A Poor man scrved by thee shall make
thee rich ;

A sick man helped by thee shall make
thee strong ;

Thou shalt be served thyselt by every

sense .
Of service which thou renderest.

JOHN WESLEY.

family, was short of stature. He

vorsatlon with two or three verscs of , bright culns.

somo hymn strikingly approprlate to the
occasion, and made every onc feel at
ease by his unaffected courtesy and Lis
varied conversation. Two years beforo
his death, nis friend, Alexander Knox,

had an opportunity of spending sume ,

days in his company., He endeavoured
to form an impartial judgment of the
venerable evangelist. The result was,
that every moment aforded fresh reasons
for estcom and veneratlon. * So fino
an old man I never saw . The happiness
of his mind beamed forth in his coun-
tenance. Every look showed how fully
he enjoyed ‘the gay remembrance of a
life well spent.’

“ Wherever Wesley went, he diffased a
portion of his own felicity. Easy and
affable in his demecanour, he accommo-
dated himself to every sort of company,
and showed how happily the most

; finished courtesy may be blended with
; the most perfect plety. )
John Wesley, ltke all the Epworth . sation we might be at a luss whether to pressed by Mr. Wesley's preaching, this

In his conver-

|
(

He would take the chil
dron in his arms, and bless them , recon
cile thelr little Jdiffercnees, and teach
them to love one another. In his last
years ho greatly rejoiced at tho rise of
Sunday -schools all over the country, and
preached sermona un thelr behall ln'
varfous places. The singing of the boys |
and girls, selected out of the Sunday
school at Bolton, seemed to him a blessed 1
antidpation of the song of angels {n our
Father's house. Ono who loved chil-
dren more than Wesley it would b bard
indeed to find. *I roverence the youug,” |
he sald, “becaass they r.ay do useful
after I am dead.”

Wesley and a preacher of his wore once
fnvited to lunchcon with a gentleman,,
after gservice. The itinerant was a man |
of very plain manuners- quite unconscious |
of thc restraints belonging to good so-
clety. While talking with their host's
daughter, who was remarkable for her
beauty, and had been profoundly im.

tndelible impression. I can rotraco no
word but of tendetness, nu actloan but of
condescensiun  and  gencrosity,”  She
clearly shows huw great a mistako It was
to ropresent Wesloy as atern and stolcal.
"It ochooves a relative,” she ndds, “to
rondet .6 justico to his private virtues,
and attest from oxperienco that no

: human being was moro allvo to all the

tender charitles of dumestic ltfo than
Joha Wealey. Hia Indifferonce to
cnalumny, and inflexible persevorance In
what he bolioved hls daty, has daon the
causo of this idea

Miss Wesloy has alse given a charm
ing description of thelr visit to Canter-
bury in 1775, ° He sald {n tho carringe.
‘You are just tho right ago to travel
with me. No one can censure you and
me.” Thoe {nstances of hls tonder carc
are fresh In my mind. As wo juurneyed
the weather was very cold. The
preacher—who rode on horseback by the
sido of the carriage—at the fleat stagoe.
brought a hassock, with somo straw, to
keep his feet warm. Instantly
he asked * *Where s ono for my

meagured not quite five feet six
inches, and weighed one hundred
and twenty-fivo pounds, He
see¢med not to have an atom of
superfuous flesh, but was mus-
cular and strong. His face was
remarkably fine, even to old age.
A. clear, smooth forehead, an
aquiline nose, an eye the bright-
est and most plercing that can
be concelved, conspired to render
him a venerable and most In-
teresting figure, In youth his
halr was black; in old age, when
it wag White as snow, it added
fresh grace to his appearance,
which was like that of an
apostlee He wore a narrow
. plaited stock, and a coat with a

small, upright collar. He allowed
himself no knee-buckles, and no
silk or velvet in any part of his
dress,

Wesley was scrupulously neat
in hig person and habits. Henry
2luore never saw a book mis-
placed, or a scrap of paper lying
about his study in London. His
punctuality and exactness en-
abled him to transact the enor-
mous Wwork which rested on |
him tor half & century with per-
fect composure. He once told
a friend that he had no time to
be in a hurry. “Though I am
alwayg in haste, 1 am never in a
hurry, because I never undertake
any more work then I can get
through with perfect calmness
of spirit.”

He <vrote to all who sought
his coupnsel, and had, perhaps, a
greater number of pious corres-
pondents than any man of his
century. He did everything de-
liberately, because he had no
time-to spend in going over it
agaln, Moore says he was the
slowegt Wwriter he ever saw.

Wesgley on one occasion safd
to hig brother Charles’ youngest
son: “Sammy, bde punctual
‘Whenevar I am to go to a place,
the first thing I do is to get
ready; then wkat time remains is
.all’ my own.” His coachman

dJoun Westey.

little girl ** Nor would he pro-
ceed till I was as well accommo-

dated as himself. You knew
him. Did you over seco him in-
attentive to the (feellngs of

others, when thoso feelings did
not impede his plan of useful-

nesa? As wo proceeded, he
pointed out overy remarkable
rlaco we passed, and con

descended to delight and in-
struct, with the¢ same bonign
spirit which distingulshed him
in public. I remember reading
to him part of the way Beattlo's
*Minstrel - a book Jjust pub-
lished, and which, he suld, as I
loved poetry, would entertain me,
making remarks 25 wo went up-
on the other poems. He would
not allow the people to call me
up tilt six fn the mornlug.
though ho himsel? preached at
five, and always procured me
the most comfortable accommo-
datlon In every place where wo
sofourned.

“ My brother Charles had an
attachment in early lfe to an
.amiable girl of low birth. This
+  Was much opposed by my mother

and her family, who mentioned
, it with concern to my uncle.
I Finding “from my father that

this was the chlet objection, he

. observed ‘Tben there Is no
H family, but I hear the girl Ia
' good.” ‘ Nor no fortune, elther,
| said my mother, ‘and she {3 n
! dawdle’ He made no reply,
but sent my brother fifty pounds
for his wedding dinner, aand, I
belleve, sincerely rogretted he
was crossed in his inclinatfon—
as she married another. But
h he always showed peculiar sym-
) pathy to young persons in love.”
Lord Macaulay's judgment,
that Wesley possessed as great a
gentus for government as Riche-
Heu, is rcpeated on every hand,
In a confldential letter to Lis
sister, 3{rs. Hall, dated Novom-
ber 17, 1742, Wesloy acknow-
ledges with gratitude tho gift ho

J

was expected to be ut the door
oxsctly at the moment fixed.
It anytbing detained his carriage, Wes-
ley would walk on unttl it overtook him.
Every minute, both of day and night,
had its appointed work. * Joshuz, when
T g0 to bed, I go to bed to sleep, and not
to talk,” was his rebuke to a young
preacher who once shared his room, and
wished to steal some of Wesley’s pre-
clous moments of repose for conversation
. on some difficult problems. To ons who
*asked him how it was that he got
through so much work In so short a
time, he answered : “ Brother, I do only
one thing st 8 time, and I do it with all
my mjght.”

Wesley was greatly beloved in the
‘homeg where he was entortained during
his long itinerancy. He would spend
an hour after dinner with his friends,
pouring fortb higrich store of anecdotes,
to the delight of young and old. “He ‘
was always  at home, and quite at‘
Uberty.,” He generally closed the con- i

- ——— o 4w e - e . wr om - e = m am

admire most bis fine classical taste, his
extensive knowledge of men and things,
or his overflowlng goodness of heart.

While the grave and serious Wwere.

charmed with his wisdom, his sportive
sallles of innocent mirth delighted even
the young and thoughtless, and both
saw, in his oninterrupted cheerfulness,
the excellency of tiue religion. No
cynical remarks on the levity of youth
embittered his discourses, No ap-
plausive retrospect to past times marked
hig presert discontent. In him even old
age appeared delightful, like an cvening
without a cloud ; and it was impossible
to observe him without wishing fer-
vently: ‘May my latter end be like his’ *
‘Wesley's relations to children and young
people set his character In a peculfarly
attractive light. His visits were eagerly
anticipated dy his young friends. He
provided himseli with a stock of new

guod man noticed that she wore a gum-,
ber of rings. During a pause in the,
meal, he took hold of the young tady s,
hand, and, raising it, called Wesley s at- .
tention to the sparkling gems. What .
dn you think of this, sir, said he, fur.
a Mecthodists hand ?° The girl tarned .
crimson. The queslun was extremety ,
awkward for Wesley, anose aversion fur .
all display of jewellery was so well,
known, But the aged evangelist showved .
a tact which Lord Chesterfield might have ,
envied. With a quiet, benevolent smile, ,
he looked up, and simply said. The,
hand s very beautiful.” The young,
lads appeared at evening worship with- .
out her jewels, and became a firm and
decided Christian.

In 1821, Wesley's nicce sent Adam
Clarke a sketch of some Incidente in his,
life, iIn which she says. “ His dis ,

. tingulshed kindness to me, f[rom the.
money, and often gave tkem one of these i carliest period I can remember, made an I this growth,

possessed for the management
of his socletics. I know this
18 the preucat talehl God has glven me,”
arc his words.

No great statesman eser watched tha
cotirse of public opinlun more carefully
than Wesley watched the progress of
events 1o Mcthodiam.  He did aut think
out a system and force It on hls peoplo.
There 18 no special evidence of Inventive
puncr 1n Wesley's adminlstration.  He
nimscl! speaks of hus want of any plan
for financial matters. Hia rule oser tho
united suuclies vwed 1t suwess to the
fact that he was alnays avaning himselt
ol wne fresh Lght whilh cxpericnce gave.
Mcthodist organization tas a gradual
growth. Locai eaputaments which ap-
proved themscives b praclico were in-
troduced 1nto asl the sucleties. Leadors,
stewards and iay precachers the main
Justtuments o spreadsdg  &and  con-
setying the resuits of the cvangell-
cal revival, were all the fruit of
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HOURS.

Wesley did not set bis heart on such
means, but when circumstances suggest-
od them, ho saw thelr vast advantages,
and soon fncorporated them Into his
system. This method Wesloy pursued
from the beginning of the revival to the
last dny of his life. It 1s the most
marked feature of his work. Ono might
almost say that he never losked a day
before him. e sometimes lald himself
open to the charge of slackness In deal-
Ing with such disturbers as George Bell,
but he was never willing to move till
tho way was plain.

His ficld-preaching, his chapel-build-
ing, hls calling out preachers, and his
Deed of Declaration, all supply 1lustra-
tions of this spirit.  Methodist polity
and Mcthodist finance were butlt up step
by step. No man had a more candid
mind than Wesley. He learned from
everyone, and was learning to tho last
day of his life. Such a spirit In the
lecader gave confldence to preachers and
people. Charles Wesley would have
forced Methodism into his own groove,
and have shattered it to pleces In tho
attempt. His brother was willlng to
leave his cause in the hands of God, and
to wait for the unfolding of events which
should mark his will. No cause was
ever more happy in Its head. No people
over loved thelr chief as the early Mcth-
odists loved John Wesley.

At the Conference bufore Wesley died
there were 71,463 members in its so-
cleties in the Old World, and 48,610 in
the New. America had 108 circults -
just as many as there were in England,
Scotland, and Ireland.

‘I'he Iatest returns show that, lucluding
30,924 on 1ts misslon-flelds, there are now
about 468,000 members under the care
of the Wesleyan Conference in Englang,
with 2,440 ministers and misslonaries.
Separate Conferences have been formed
for France, Australia, Canada, South
Atrica, and the West Indles.

The Methodist family throughout tho
world now numbers about flve and a
quarter million members, under the care
of some thirty-three thousand ministers.
It the Sunday-school scholars and at-
tendants on public worship be added, the
number would reach about twenty-flve
millions.

If Wesley were with us to look upon
the marvellous growth of his socleties,
and to watch the onormous activities of
the Church of England and other evan-
gelicul communions at home and abroad,
he would preach again from the text he
chose when he laid the foundation-stone
of the City Road Chapel : “What hsth
God wrought ?”

A BOY'S KNOWLEDGE.

The mora! effect of early acquaiatance
with specific truth fs {llustrated by a
little story which Rev. D. Plumb tells in
the Boston Transcript.

A millionaire brewer, a Senator in an-
other State, sald to Mr. Hunt, “ I shall
vote for your bill. I have sold out my
whole brewery, and am clean from the
whole busizness. ILet me tell you what
occurred at my table. A guest was
taken dangerously i1l at dinner—Insen-
slble—and thore was a call for brandy
to restore him. My little boy at once
exclaimed ;. ‘ No, that is just what he
don't need. It will paralyze the nerves
and muscles of the blood vessels so that
they will not send back the blood to the
heart.’”

When the liquor was poured out ta
give the mapn, tho lad {nsisted on pushing
it back.

“You will kill kim, he has teo much
blood in his head already.”

“ How did you know all that ?” his
father afterwards asked.

“Why, it fs in my Physiology at
school.”

1t scems the text books, prepared bdy
such men as Prof. Newell Martin,
F.R.S., of Johns Hopkins University, had
succeeded in giving the lad some definite
fnformation that was proving useful.

“ Senator,” zaild Mrs. Hunt, " are you

sorry your boy learned that at school 2 '

* Madam,” the man replied, raising his
hand. “1 would not take $5,000 for the
assurance this gives me that my boy will
never bo a drunkard.”—Youth's Com-
panfon.

A ‘student at a medical college was
under examination. The {nstructor
asked him. : " Of what cause, specifically,
did the people die who lost thelr lives
at the destruction ot Herculaneum and
Pomapeli 2 1 think they died of an
eruption, sir,” answered tke student,

*Qur whole nelghbourhood has been
stirred up,” sald the regular reader.
The cditor of the country paper selzeq
hispen. * Tell me all adout it he said.
“Wbat we want Is the news, What
stirred it up 7 “ Plonghing.” sald the
farmer.

Hywn of Trust.
BY PREDERICK OXORGLE BCOTT.

Cast thy care on Jesus !
Trust him to- the end,
Tell him all thy troubles,
Make him now thy friend
Ho 1s Man and Brother,
He is Lord and QGod,
And the way of sorrows
Is the path he trod.

Cast thy care on Jesus!
Nothing is too small

| For his vast compasslon,

Heo can feol for all,;

In thy doubt and darkness
Clasp his loving hana,

He wlil cheer and gulde thee
Through the desert land.

Cast thy care on Jesus!
Tell him all thy sin,
All thy flerce temptations
And the wrong within ;
He himself was tempted,
And he pleads above,
For tho soul thut asketh
Pardon through his love.

Cast thy care on Jesus !
What {s death to those
Who in deep submission
On his love repose ;
But a short step farther,
Nearer to his side,
Where thelr eyes shall ses him
And be satisfled !
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Pleasant Hours:

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

TORONTO, JANUARY 30, 189—7.

CHARACTER TELLS.

Joe was looking for a situation last
winter. Up and down the streets he
walked ; down Sixth Avenue and Four-
teenth Street, going into every store,
passing in with the throngs that moved
in, finding the superintendent, and ask-
ing again and again if a boy was needed
in the store, and again and again he re-
celved a No, sometimes pleasant and
sometimes gruff, and there was nothing
for him to do but to turn and make his
way out with the other stream of people
gelng that way.

* New York is dreadfully big,” said Joe
| to himsel? despondently, * and it deesn't
{ seem as it there was any place in it for

a small chap like me.”

It did seem almost so, and the very
crowds about him only made him feel
+ more lonesome and helpless. Joe didn't
| 83y so, but { hope and rather think that
he spoke to God about it, as wo may in
all matters that puzzle and try us; and
he is pretty sure to send help in some
way, I not just as we expect ft to coms,

This went on for several days, but the
geod sister at home encouraged Joe to
keep up a brave heart and try agaln, for
there were no father or mother or in-
fluential friends to help these two. One
day he went into a well-known store,
though not & very large one, and safd
his little speech again. The superin-
tendent was busy writing, and did not
i look up, 1'1.:ere1y sayipg, “ We don't want
, any boys,” and Joe turned and was walk-

calling after him.
. "1 sald we did not want any more
lboye." sald the superintendent, giving

ing away when ho heard tho same voice

him a Jook that seemed to take in every
inch of the boy, from head to foot, * and
we do not, of the common sort, but we
want you. You may come to-morrow."”

Can you imagino quite how glad Joe
was, and how ho rushed home to tell
Mollle 2 And she sald, ‘ Now you sce
how it {e. I have always told you that
{f you were n gentleman, outside and 1in,
people would respect and like you, Your

neatly blacked shoes, brushed clothes, |

and clean collar and tie have won you
the place ; now keep it by your wiling-
ness and Industry,”

Joe did keep ft for several wecks, en-
during meanwhile the teasing of tho
other boys, who nicknamed him “Dudey,”
until during the holiday rush, that is so
bard on clerks, cash-boys, and every one
else In stores, he made the mistake of
anding chango to the wrong customer,
and in the hurry and excitement was
disch.rged. They couldn't stop to think
then whether he was to blame or not.
But after the busy days were over, and
he went Into the store again, he was
taken back into tho employ of the firm,
and there he is now, doing his best every
day and looking for a chance to rise.

Yes, character tells! And there isa
Patron who cares for every lad that tries
to pleage Him,

WHO WAS THE GENTLEMAN.

One cold winter day an Itallan stood
at a street corner grinding from his organ
some doleful music. A group of chil-
dren, large and small, were gathered
arcund him., Among them were several
good-sized boys, who seemed disposed to
made sport of the organist. One of
them said to the others : “ Boys, I'm go-
ing to hit the old fellow’s hat'* In a
moment he had a snowball in his hand,
and he threw it so violently that it
knocked the Itelian’s hat off, and it fell
into the gutter. What do you suppose
the organ grinder did ? Strike the boy,
knock him down, shake his fist at him,
curse him, swear at him ? Some men
would have done this after belng treated
fn this way. But he did nothing of the
sort. He stooped down and plcked up
his .at, knocked the snow from {it, and
put it on his head. He then turned to
the rude boy, bowed gracefully, and
sa}d : * Now ']l play you a tune to make
you merry.” Wko was the gentleman,
the boy or the Italian ?—Ram's Horn.

VIOTCR HUGO'S YOUTHFUL WORK.

Victor Hugo, the great French poet
and writer, is famous everywhere. He
began his literary career at the age of
thirteen. At sixteen he drew up his first
story in two weeks! The academy at
Toulouse crowned two of his cdes that
he wrote at seventeen. At twenty, his
first volume of poems was so good that
he received a pension of two hundred
dollars from the French Government ;
and you are all aware how he came to
be one of the greatest, as well as one of
the most popular, of the French poets.
His patriotism was as great as his liter-
ary gifts, His life is one of the most
interesting in the literary annals of
France. I saw his funeral in Paris, in
May, 1885, when he was followed to the
grave by a concourse of sorrowful people.
The procession was miles in length.
Few emperors or successful generals have
had a more imposing burial, nor was
ever man laid 0 rest who was more
deeply, truly mourned than this grand
and gifted Frenchman.—" 0Old Heads on
Young Shoulders,” by Arthur Hoeber, in
the June St. Nicholas,

ONE OP GOD'S LITTLE MINISTERS.

One night when s family were all
gathered around the fire a little girl
tooked up and askel. * Papa, why does
everybody like Eva, our neighbour’s lit-
tle girl 2 She has got a weak back, and
can't play like the rest ot us, and isn't
often at echool, and yet everybody likes
her. How's that 7"

* Why,” said her father, “look at that
lamp; it {8 & very frail thing, and doesn't
make any nolse, yet it makes this room
very bright and Dleasant, does it not ?
The lamp gives ligkt, and little Eva
gives love; and that is why people love

er.”

Yes, that was {t; Eva was always
* ministering before the Lord,” for they
who love do always that. Won't you
try, each of you, to be one of God's little
ministers ?2—Little Worker.

Teacher—* Billy, can you tell me the
differenco between caution and coward-
ifce ?* Billy—*"Yes, ma'am. When
you're afrafd yourself, then that's cau-
tion. But when the other fellow’s
afrald, that's cowardics.”

B
OHIOCAGO'S WONDERFUL GROWTH.
In the present century the present site

of Chlcago was a swamp, which fur-
traders aund missionaries found fatally
miasmatic, About 1800, o Government
engineer, viowing that rank morass
traversed by a sluggish stream, pro-
nounced it the only spot on Lake Michi-
gan whero a city could not bo built. In
1812, tho fort was demolished by Indians,
but in 1816 rebuilt, and it continued
standing till 1871. Around tho littlo fort
in 1840 were sattle 4,600 people. The
number was 30,000 in 1860; 109,000 *in
1860; 300,000 in 1870. In 1880 tho com-
munity embraced 503,185 souls; in 1890 it
had 1,099,850, In 1855 the {ndomitable
city fllustrated his spirit by pulling her-
self bodily out ot her natal swamp, lifting
churches, blocks, and houses from eight
to ten feet, without pause in general
businass.

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
FEBRUARY 17, 1897.

Jajrus’ daughter who was raisad from
the dead.—Luke 8, 42,

JAIRUS.

This man occupled a distinguished
position among the Jews, he was a ruler,
that is, a presiding officer in the Syna-
gogue. He would be a man of good
moral character, fairly conversant with
the manners and customs of the Jowa
He would also have a good understand
ing of the ceremonies and sacrifices con-
ne. ed wits the Mosalc dtspensation.
‘He would undoubtedly be & man of good
report, and we may be sure that he
would have the sympathy of the people
in the aflliction which he was called to
endure.

HI8 DAUGHTER.

We are not told how many members
there were in his family, but he was only
blessed with one daughter, hence we may
be sure that she would be a favourite.
Daughters are the music of a family.
Her sickness would occasion much
anxjety. People sometimes wonder why
aflliction visits the human family. This
dauvghter was of an Interesting age,
twelve, and the lesson says she “lay
dying.” We may be sure that every
means in their power would be adopted
to effect her reetoration. If £ daughter
must dle, why not take one out of a
family where there are several, rather
than come to a house where thers i8 only
one, and that one of the interesting age
of twelve. God’s ways are mysterlous,
but they are always wise,

COMPASSION OF THE SAVIOUR.

Verse 49. Information reaches the
ruler that the daughter is actually dead,
but Jesus said, * Fear not,” etc. He
knew what he was about to do, but he
spake in this way to excite the rulers
faith, Tho 2ceno was an affecting one.
The people wore weeping. This was a
proof of the compassion and sympathy
felt for the sufferiug family. When
death enters a house, especlally as in the
case bafore us, the circumstances are al-
ways affecting. Afflictions, though pain-
ful, are blessings In dlsguise, and are
among the all things which work to-
gether for good. We may not always
be able to tell how they can promote
good, but God seeth not as man seeth.
He sees the end from the beginning.

HOW JESUS ACTED.

Verse 51. He only allowed Peter,
James, and John to go into ths house
with him. A crowd would be incon-
venient, and three persons were quite
sufficfent to bear witness as ¢ what
took place. It was important that there
should be those present whose testimony
would be regarded as reliable. . The
event that was now accomplished was
so unusual, that witnesses would be
asked again and again as to how it was
done, so that we may regard the thres
disciples as competent, honourable mea,.
who would faithfully testify. The peo-
ple did not believe but that ths girl was
dead ; how must they have felt when
they saw her arice ?

THE MEANS USED WERE BIMPLE.

Verse 55. He took her by the hand,
angd said, “ Meid, arise.” \When 2 com-
mand is given by God, the ability to obey
the command is also {mparted. She
arosp immediately after he had spoken.
He possesses divine power. The disciples

-} who witnessed thiz miracle must -have

been filled with astonishment, aud how
must the people have felt who go sternly
insisted that she was dead. Jesus possesses
almighty power. He will raiso the dead
by-acd-bye. He will speak-as he did to
the maid, and the millions of the dead
will obay him. ’ .
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The Little Ones He Blessed.
DY BMMANOARRT E. SANGHTRR.

I wonder 1f ever the children
Who wero blessed by the Master of old,
Forgot he had made them his treasures,
The dear lttlo lambs of his fold.
1 wonder i, angry and wiltful,
They wandered afar and asiruy,
The children whose foet had been guided
So £afe and so soon in the way.

One would think that the mothers at
oerening,
Soft smoothing the silk tangled halr,
And low leaning down to the murmur
0Of sweet, chlldish voices in prayer,
Oft bade the small pleaders to listen,
It haply again they might hear
The words of the gentle Redeemer
Borne swift to the revercnt ear.

And my heart cannot cherish the fancy
That ever those children went wrong,
And were lost from the peace and tho
shelter,
Shut out from the feast and the song.
To the day of gray halrs they remem-
bered,
1 think, how the hands that were riven
Were Iald on their heads when Christ
uttered,
“ Ot such {8 the kingdom of heaven.”

He has said it to you, little darling,
Who spell it in God's Word to-day ;
You, too, may be sorry for sinning
You glso belleve and obey :
And ‘twill grievo the dear Saviour in
heaven
It one little child shall go wrong—
Be lost from tha fold and the shelter,
Shut out from the feast and the song.

J. Cole,;h_e—l:i)y Hero

BY
EMMA GELLIBRAND.

——

CHAPTER IIL

In the beginning of October we arrived
fn London. There had been much pack-
ing up, and much extra work for every-
body, and Joe was in his element.

What those long arms, and that willing
heart, and those quick lttle hands got
through, nobody but those he helped and
worked for could tell. Whatever was
wanted Joe knew where to find it. Joe's
knife was ready to cut a stubborn knot ;
Joe's shoulders ready to be loaded with
as heavy a weight as any man could
carry. More than once I met him com-
ing downstairs with large boxes he kim-
g2lt could almost have been packed inm,
and he declared he did not find them too
heavy.,

*“You see, Missis,” he said, “I'm that
strong now since I've been here, with all
the good food I gets, and bein’ so happy
like, tbat 1 feel almost up to carryin’
anythink. I do belleve I could lift that
there pianner, it somebody would just
give it a heist, and let me get hold of it
easy.”

Yes, Joe wasg strong and well, and, I
am sure, happy, and I had never had a
single misgiving about him since he
stood with his fading flowers and shabby
clothes at my window that summer day.

At last we were settled {n town, and
the winter season beginning. Our house
was situated in the West End of London,
a little beyond Bayswater. One of! a
row of detached houses, facing another
rcw exactly simflar in every way, ex-
cept that the backs of thoss we lived in
had small gardens, with each its own
ctable wall at the end, witk coachman’s
rooms above, the front of the stables
facing the mews, and having the en-
trance from there: the mews ran alt
along the backs of these houses. On
the opposite side the houses facing ours
bad their gardens and back windows
facing the bigh road. and no stables.
There was a private road belonging to
this, Holling Park, as it was-alled, and
a watchman to keep intruders out. and
to stop organ-grinders, beggars, and such
invaders of the peace from disturbing us.

In the morning the large, handsome
houses would seere asleep, nothing.mov-
ing inside or out, except a tradesman’s
cart, calling for orders, or workmen put-
ting up or takip- down awnings, at some
bouse where there would be, or had been,
a ball or enteriainment of some kind.
About eleven a carrisge or two would be
driven round from the mews, and stop
before 2 house to take some one for a
mornir< drive, but very seldom was any-
body on foot seen about. In the after-
noon it was different ; carriages rolled
along incessantly, and streams of after-
noon callers were going and coming from
the houses when the mistress was “at
home *'";.and at.my door, too, soon began

tho-vsual din of bell and knocker. Joe '

Jras quite equal to the occasion, and en-
Joyea Friday, the day I recelved. Drossed
in his very best, and with a collar that
kept his chin in what seemed to mo a
fearful state of torture, but added to nis
height by at least half an inch, Joo stood
behind the hall door, 1eady to open It
directly tho knocker wae reloased. He
ushered In tho guests as though * to the
manner born,” giving out tho names cor-
rectly. and with al} the easo of an ex-
perienced groom of tho chambers,

Tho conscrvatory ieading out of the
drawing-room was Joo's cspecitl pride,
it waa his great pleasure to syringe the
hanging baskets, and attend to tho {crus
and plants. Many shillings from hls
pockot money wero spent in little sur-
prisers for me in the form of pots of
musk, maiden-hair, or anything he could
buy; his wagos were all sent home, and
he only kept for his own whatever be
had given to him, and somotimes a guest
would “tip* him moro generously than
I liked, for his bright eyes and ready
hands twere always at everrbody's ser-
vice,

After my husband's return home, who
from the first became Joe's especial care,
as to boots, brushing of clothes, etc.,
it became necessary to glve two or threo
dinner-parties, and T must confess I felt
nervous ns to how Joo would acquit him-
self,

In our dining-room was a very large
bear-skin rug, gpnd the floor being
polished oak, it was dangerous to step
on this rug, for it would slip away from
the feet on the smooth surface, and even
the dogs avolded it, so many falls had
they met with upon It

The first day of my husband’s arrival,
we bad my sister and a friend to dine,
and had been talking about Joe in the
few moments before dinner.

By husband bad been laughing at the
size of my page, and scolding me a little,
or rather pretending to do so, for taking
a written character.

“Little woman,” he sald, “don't be
surprised if ona night a few country
burglars make us a visit, and renew
thelr acguaintance with Mr. J. Cole.”

* You don't know Joe,” I replled, “or
you would never say that.”

“Tp you know him so well, llttle
wife 7 sald my dear, sensible husband ;
* remember he has only been in our ser-
vice six months. In the country he had
very little -of value in his bhands, but
here, it seems to me, he has too much.
All the plate, and indeed everything of
value, is {n his pantry, and he is a very
young boy to trust. One of the women
servants should take charge of the plate-
chest, I think. Where does this paragon
sleep ?”

“ Downstairs,” I sald, ‘“next the
kitchen, at the back of the house, and
you should see how carefully every night
he looks to the plate-basket, counts
everything, and then asks Mrs. Wilson
to see it is right, locks it up, and gives
her the key to take care of. No onc can
cither open or carry away an iron safe
easily, 2nd there is nothing else worth
taking ; besides, I know Joe is honest—I
feel it

‘“Well, I hope so, dear,” was my hus-
band’s repiy, but I could sce he was not
comfortable about {t.

At dinrver that day Joe had an acei-
dent; he was dreadfully nervous as
usual, and when waiting, he forgot to
attend to my guests first, but always
came to me. The parlovr-mald, a new
one, and not a great favourite with Joe,
made mattors worse by correcting him in
an cudible volce; and once, when some-
body wanted oyster sauce, she tol@d Joe
to hand it, the pour boy, wishing to obey
quickly, forgot to give the bear-skin a
wide berth, -siipped on°it, and in a mo-
ment had fallen fuil length, having in his
fall deposited the contents of t+ ) sauce-
tureen partly into a blue leather arm-
chair, and the rest oa to my sister’s back.
The boy’s constermation was dreadful.
I could see he was completely overcomo
with Iright and sorrow for what he had
done. He got up, and all his trembling
lips could say was, ‘ Ob, please, I'mv so
sorry ; it was the bear 88 tripped me up.
I am so very sorry.”

Even my husband could scarcely keep
from smiling, the sorrow was so genuine,
the sense of shame so0 true.

“There, never mind, Joe,” he said,
kindly; “you must be moro careful.
Now run and get & sponge and do the
best.you can with {t.”

This fall of Joe’s made him still more
nervous of walting at tadle, anG at last
when he had made some very serious
mistakes, I had .0 speak to him and tell

——

knew.

him I was afraid if he did not soon learn !

to wait better, I must send bim away,
for his master was annoyed at the mis-
takes he made, such as giving cold pilates
when bot ones were required, handing
dishes on the wrong stde, ete.

My little lecture was llstered to quiet-
ly and humbdly, and Joe had turned to go

away, when, to.my surprise and distress,

he suddenly burst into a perfoct passion |
of tears and sobs. '

“1 will try and learn mysoll, he
sald, na well as his sobs would lot him,
“indeed § will. I know I'm stoopid. ,
I sez to myselt evory timo company |
comes, *I'll mind wot I'm about, and,
romewmber dishes left-'anded, pourins 1
aut right, and begin with the strangerest 1
lady noxt to master's side, and elp §
missls last.’ I knows it all, but when
they'ro all sittin® down, and ovepybody
wantin’ somethin’, I don't know It Jane's
a-goln’ to giv* it *em, or I am, and 1 gets
steopld and my ‘ands shakes, and somo- '
bhow I can't do nothin' . but plenss dont i
send me away. I do like you and the '
mastor. I'll ask Jane to learn me better. ,
You sco If 1 don't. Oh, please 'm, eay 1
you'll try me”

What couid 1 say but “ Yes;” and for
a day or two Joe did better, but wo were
a small party, and the walting wns casy;
but shortly we were to have n large
dinner-party, and as the Ume drow naar,
Joo becamo quite palo and anxious,

About this time, too, I had been
awakened at night by curious sounds
downstairs, as of somebody moving
about, and onco I heard an unmistak-
ablo fall of somo heavy article.

My husband assured me it was poth-
ing alarming, and he went downstairs,
but could neither hear nor sece anything
unuseal.  All was quiet.

Another night I felt sure I heard
sounds downstalrs, and in splte of my
husband's advice to remain stil}, 1 calied
Mrs. WiHson and entreated her to come
down to the kitchen floor with me. It
was so0 very easy, i knew, for anybody to
enter the house from the back, and there
belng a deep aren all arvund, they could |
work away with their tools at the ground
{locor back windows unsecn. Any one
could get on the top of the stable from
the mews, drop into the garden, and bo
safe, for the watchman and policeman
were on duty in the front of the houso
only; the back was quite unprotected.
True, there were iron bars to Joe's win-
dow and the kitchen, but iron bars could 0
be sawn througb, and I lived in dread of !
burglars.

This night Mra., Wilson and I went
softly down, and as we neared tho
kitchen stairs I heard a volce say in a !
whisper, * Make haste ! {

* There, Mrs. Wilson, did you hear
that 2 I sald.

* Yes, ma'am,” she replied; *there's
sonjebody talking, and I beltove its in
Joe’s room. Let us go up and fetch the
master.”

So we returned upstairs, and soon my
husband stood with us at the door of
Joe"s) room.

“Open tne door, Joe ! cried my hus-
ba‘x‘:d. “ Who have you got t‘herg ko

Nobody, please, sir.” said a trembling
volce.

“Open the door at once ! said the
master, and fn a moment it was opened.
Joe stood there, very pale, but with no
sort of fear in his face. There was no- '
body in the room, and as Joe bad cer- !
tainly been In bed, we concluded he !
must have talked in his sleep, and, per-
bhaps, walked about also, for what we

The day before the dioner-party, cook
came and told me she felt sure there
was something wrong with Joe. He
was 50 changed from what he used to be,
there was no getting him to wake in the
morning, and he seemed so heavy with
sleep, as it he had no rest at night. Also
cook had proofs of his having been in
her kitchen after he was supposed to
have gone to bed; chairs were moved,
and several things not where she had
left them. She had asked Joe, and he re-
plled he dld go into the kitchen, but
would pot say what for.

I did not like to talk to Joo that day, '
80 decided to wait till after the dinner, !
and I would then Insist on the mystery !
belag cleared up. I knew Joe would '
tell the truth; my trust was unshakcn,'
;.}though clrcumstances seemed agalnsz;

m.

That night Mrs. Wilson came to my'
door, and said she was sure Joe was at '
his night-work again, for she could see
from her bedroom window a light re- |
flected on the stable wall, which must be
in hls room.

‘How can we find out,” I suid, * what
he is dolng 7"

“That s easily done,” said my hus-
band. “We can go out at the garden
door, and down the steps leading from
the gardes ialo the Rrea ; they aro op- !
posite his window. We can look
through the venetian blinds, if they are
down, and see for ourselves. He won't !
bo 2ble to see us.”

Accordingly, having first wrapped up
in our furs, we went down, and wero !

-— - e

At first wo could net understand ths
strange afght that me! our gaxo.

In the middlo of Joo's roum was a
table, spread with a cloth, and on it
saucers from RNower-pots, hlaced at (G-
tervals down ¢ach slde; before each
saucer a chalr was placed, and in the
centro of tho table a high baskot, from
which a Stllton cheese had bean une
packed that morning: this was evidently
to represgent a tall eporgne. On Joo's
wirh-stand wern soveral boltles, a jug,
and by each flower-pot saucer two veA-
scls of somo kind- by one, two jam-pots
of different sizes, by another, a brokon
specimen glass and a tcacup—and so on:
and trom chair to chalr moved Joe woftly
but quickly, on tip-toe, now with buttles
which con{ained water; wo could see his
Iips maove, and concludod ho was saying
something to imaginary persons. for he
would put a jam-pot on his tray, and
pour into it from tho bottle, and thon re-
place it. Sometimes ho would go quickly
to his bed, which wo saw represented
the dinner-waggon, or slde-board, and
bring imaginary dishes from theoro and
hand them. ‘Then he would go qulickly
from chair to chalr, always correcting

tmself it ho went to the wrong sido,
and talking all tho timo softly to him-
gelf. So here was tho solution of tho
mystory : Lero molted {nto alr tho vis{ons
of Joo in leaguo with midnight burglars.

Tho poor boy. evidently alarmed nt
tho prospect of tho diuner-pacty, and
fecellng that he must try to improvo
in waiting at tablo beforo that timo
somchow, had stolon all thoso hours®
nightly from his rest, to practico with
whatever substitutes woro at hund for
the usual tablo requisites.

Heare, every night, when thuso who bad
worked far leas during tho day wero
soundly sleeplug, had that anxious, striv-
ing lttlo heart shaken off fatlgue, and
the blg blue eyes refused to yleld to
sleep, in order to fight with thc nervous-
ness that alone prevented his willing
handr acting with thelr natural clover-

| ness. 1 feit a choking !u my throat,

when 1 saw the thin, palo little face,
that should have been on the pillow
hours before, lighted up with triumph
as the supposed gucsts departed, the
dumbd show of folding the dipner nap-
kins belong!ng to myself and tho master,
and putung them in thelr respective
riags, told us the ordeal was over, What
a welrd scene it was! The dim light,

| the silent house, the spread tablo, and

the empty chairs. One could imagino
ghostly revellers, vistble only to that
one fragile attendant, who ministered so
willingly to their numerous wants. Tho
sort of pervous thrill that heralds hys-
terical attacks was rapldly overcoming
me, and I whispered to my husband,
* Let us go now ;* but he lingered yet a
few seconds, and silently drew my at-
tention again to the window.

Joe was on his knecs by his bedside,
his face hidden {n h{s hands. What
gilent prayer was eascending to tho
Throne of Grace, who shall say ? I only
know that 12 were well if many a knocl-
fng worshipper In * purple and fine
Hnen” could feel as sure of belng hoard
ag Joo did when, hls victory won, heo
knelt, In his humble servant’s gurb, and
gaid his prayers that night in spite of
the aching head and weary iimbs that
needed go badly the few bours® rest that
rematned before six o’clock, the timo Joo
always got up.

The famous dinner passed oft well,
Joe was splendid; his midnight practice
had brought its reward, and he moved
about so swiftly, and anticipated every-
body's wants so well, that somo of my
friends asked me where I got such a
treasurc of a page; he must have had a
good butler or footman to teach him,
they said; he is evidently used to walt-
ing on many guests. I waspreud of Joe.

The next day ke came to me with moro
than a soverelgn in silver, and told mo
ihe gentlemen had boen so vory kind to
»im, “and a‘most every one had gliven
him somethin’, though he never arst, or
walted about, as some fcllers did, as If
they wouldn’t lose sight of a gent till he
paid 'em. But,” said Joo, “ they would
glv' it to e, and one gent, he follered
mo right up the passage, he ¢:d, and
sez, ° ‘Ere, you small boy,’ he sez, and he
give mo a whole ‘arf-crown. Whatevee
for, I don't know.”

But I kpew that must have be2n Dr.
Loring, a cclebrated- physiclan, and my
hushand's dearest {riend. Wo had told
him sbout Joe's midnight self teaching,
and he had been very much faterested {n
the story.

You little thought, Joe, tnc hand that
patted your curly mead so kindly that
night would one day hold your small
wrist and count its fcebie life pulse beat-

soon at Joe's window, standing in the ' ing slowly and yet moro siowly, while

area that surrounded the house. The
Iaths of the blind were some of them
open, and between them we maw dig-
tinctly ali over the room,

we, who 1loved you, should watch the

clever, handsome face, trying in vain to

read thero the blerscd word ™ Hope.”
(To be coptinued.)
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Tho Catacombs.®

aY THE LATHE 3158 WILKING, OF HAMILTUM

*“ Miles after miies of graves and not !

one word or sign of the gloominess of
death.”—Extract from Professor Jules
De Launay’s Lecture.

Miles after miles of graves,
League after league of tombs,
And not one sign of spectre Death,
Waving his shadowy plumes ;
Hope, beautiful and bright,
Spanning the arch above—
Faith, gentle overcoming faith,
And love, God’'s best gift, love.

For early Christians left
Their darlings to their rest,
As mothers leave thelr Httle ones
Wkten the sun gilds the West ;
No mourning robes of black,
No crape upon the doors,
For the victorious palm-bearers,
Who tread the golden floors.

Arrayed in garments white,
No mournful dirges pealing,
Bearing green branches in their hands,
Around the tomb they’re kneeling ;
This was their marching song,
“ By death we are not holden,”
And this their golden funeral hymn,
" Jerusalem the golden.”

Beautiful girls sleep there,
Waiting the Bridegroom’s call.
Each lamp is burning brillfantly,
While the bright shadows fall ;
And baby martyrs passed
Straight to the great I A),
While sturdier soldiers carved o'er each,
*Victor, God's little lamb.”

Mileg after miles of graves,
Ieague after league of tombs,
1 he Cross upon cach conqueror's brow,
Lights up the Catacombs ;
“'Tis In this sign we conquer,”
Sounds on the blood-stained track,
**Tis in this sign we conquer,”
We gladly answer back.

THE HOLLANDER AND HIS PIPE,

The custom of smoking I8 so prevalent
in Holland that a genuine Dutch boor,
instead of describing distances between
places by miles or hours, will say a2 town
or house is g0 many pipes away. Thus
a man may reach Delft from Rotterdam
in four pipes, but if he go to The Hague,
he will consume seven pipes during the
Journey.  All Dutchmen of the lower
class, and not a few in the higher walks

of lfe, carry in their pockets all re-

quisites for smoking -an enormoas box
holding at ieast half a pound of tobacco,
a pipe of clay or ivory (according to {n-
clination or means), instruments to
cleanse it, a pricker to remove obstruc-
tions from the stem, a cover of brass to
prevent thie sparks or ashes from flying
about, and a bountiful supply of matches.
A Dutchman in Holland without a pipe
wonld be a rara avis—and such pipes!
Some of them are of an antiquity which
entitles them to veneration, but certainly
Tot to respect, and s0 monstrous in size
that as wecapons of offence or defence
thoy wounld certainly prove formidable.—
New York Times.

*The above cut and poem are taken
from the new edition of ** Valerla : The
Martyr of the Catacombs,” by W. H.

Withrow, D.D., F.RS.C. Methodist
Book-Rooms, Toronto, Montreal, and
Halifax. Price, 75 cents.  This story

wil throw much light on ‘hc Sunday-
school lessons for 1897.

ASHAMED OF THEIR DEEDS.

The hkeeper of a meat-market
o« does not hide from publlc view his
well fatted cholce meats.  Often a
aplcndid  quarter of beef hangs
over the shlewalk,  And not only
in the meat market, but alsu in the
grocery and clothing store artlcles
to b sold are amply placl on ex
hivitlon. But the saloon makes
usc¢ of screens, and does Its work
in the dark as mach as possible
Why ® Some peuple regarded re
spectable, waen w.thin the saloon,
because of the screens can be hept
from exposure, and some boys Just
commending to Jdrink can thereby
cunceal thelr mischlevous begln |
nings from the publle  These
vells well Indlcate that drinkers
and sellers of llquors are ashamed
of their deeds of darkness. And
why are they ashamed of drinking
and selling even in moderate quan-
tities ? They know, or ought to
know, that for the past geveral
years the best life insurance com
pantes of England have .insured
moderate drinkers and total ab-
stainers In separate sections, and
that they have given a bonus to
the section of total abstalners of
seven, thirteea, seventeen, and even
twenty two per cent. over that paid to
the section of moderate drinkers.
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LESSON NOTES.

—

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE ACTS AND EPISTLES.

LESSON VI.—-FEBRUARY 7.

TRUE AND FALSE GIVING.

(Acts 4. 32, to 5. 11. Memory verses, 32, 33.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Man looketh on the outward appear-
"ance. but the Lord looketh on the heart.
'~1 Sam. 16. 7.

l OUTLINE.

1. True Giving, v. 32-37.
2. False Giving, v. 1-11.
Time.—A. D. 30,
' Place,—Jerusalem,

HOME READINGS.

True and false giving.—Acts 4. 32-37.
True and ialse giving.—Acts 5. 1-11. )
W. Sacredness of vows.—Eccles, 3. 1-6.

t Th. ;\;arnlng against hypocrisy.—Matt. 6.

M.
Tu

, F.  Lying lips.—Prov. 12, 13-22,
S. Insincere offerings.—Mal. 1. ¢-14.
| Su. Blessing on true giving.—Mal. 3. 8-12.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. True Giving, v. 32-37.

What was laid at the apostles’ feet ?

For what purpose was this done ?

In what spirit was it done ?

\Wwhat was done with this money ?

What things in this action should be
imitated ?

A precious record is given in verse 33 ;
read it.
2. False Giving, v. 1-11.

What sale did Ananias and his wife
make ?

Of what deception were they guilty ?

\What did they do with a part of the
money ?

\Who had prompted Ananias to his de-
ception ?

To whom had he ied ?

What three questions did Peter ask
about the land ?

How did his words affect Ananlas ?

How did others who heard his words
feel ?

‘What was done with Ananlas ?

How long after did his wife ~ome ?

What did she know of what had hap- '
| pened ? '

What says the law about keeping
vows 7 Deul. 23, 2L

, Born of humanity only in name -

‘Wkat question did Peter ask Sapphira?
What was her reply ? !
Of what wicked compact did Peter !
accuse her ?

What prediction did he utter ?

What happened to her ? ,
What then was done to her ? :
Hew did these things affect the church? |

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

Where in this lesson are we taught—
1. The folly of a le ?
2. The wickedness of a lle ?
3. The peril of a le?

* Do you do much climbing, Harold 2",
atked the newly arrfved guest. ** Well,

!

In a way I do,” sald Harold. * Papa
climbs all over the mountalns, and I
¢limb all over papa.” !

THE OHAMOIS.

Every one has scen the
soft yollow skin called

shammy-skin, but few
chldren  have seen  tho
chumois from which such
u shin 18 taken., He lives
iaf up among the crags
and peaks of the Aipine
lands, has a gmyish-
brown coat, sharp cyes
and a keen sense of
smell.  The chamois feed
in herds of fiitcen or
twenty In namber, and
one of the chamots always
acts a8 watchman for the
rest, If a chamois scunts
a hunter a milo away, he
stamps with his forefcet,
sives a shrill, whistling
sort of cry, and off fly the

herd. They make great
leaps down twenty or
tivirty feet by striking

thetr feet against the face
of rocks as they descend,
or they dart up toward
the snow-covered peaks.
They live to be twenty-
fivo or thirty years old,
and if they escape the
hunter, they must bave a
free, and, for an animal,
a happy Mlfe. Perbaps
they may not think of the
blue skies, the roses that
grow so little but bright,
and the other curious Alpine flowers or

the magnificent views, but no doubt they .
like the clear alr, the sweet grass gnd

the wild races among the rocks and |
stream3. Hunters say their flesh Is
much ke venison, and they seek them
for thelr skins and horns, To capture
them it I8 necessary to surround them on
all sides before they are aware of the
hunter's approach, and then hem them
fn. When caught tahey can be partially
tamed, and then act much like-goats.
They feed on herbs, flowers and young ;
shoots of the fir and pine trees.

His Little Ones.
BY LLEWELLYN A. MORRISON.

“Suffer the little children to come
unto me; of such is the kingdom of
heaven.”

Hall the glad message !
may come

Into the joy and delight of His Home ;

Know all the brightness His blessings
impart,

And dwell in the bountiful life of His
Heart.

The children X

t

Every bright babe is a gem of His own,

Lent from the light of His luminous
Throne ;

Sent from the zources of being, above,

A seal of Omnipotent power and love,

Germ of Divinity flashed into flame,

Fashioned -1t may be- and form’d from
the clod,

Yet bearing the Spirit and likeness of

’ God.

They who receive them—a gift and a
sign

02 God, the Creator, supreme and divine—

And train them His glory to know and
to feel,

Are builders, with Him, for Eternity's
weal.

Growth in His growth is the measure of
grace,—

No one the limit or compass may trace ;

Wide as Immensity's realms, unsought,

And high as the reach of the Infinite
thought.

Each Iily girl, br her touch and her word,

An Angel of mercy may be for the Lord ,

Each gentle boy, by the boons he may
bring,

For® the Virgin's sweet son, m~~ be
laurell’d a king.

The children are safe in His keeping and
love ;

Drooping below He transplants them
above ;

Born in His Kingdom, unless they depart,

They always abide in His Home and His
Heart.

London, Can.

A ZXansas girl, the daughter of a
Greenwood county rancher, was Sent
Eust to school this fall. “What do you
know, my child ? the head teacher asked
her. ‘“Oh, farming,” the new pupil re-
plied. " Well, tell me what is a farm ?”
“A farm is a body of land surrounded
byma barb-wire fence,” the little maid |
sald,

t 0. W. COATES, Moxtreal.

THE CHAMOIS.

International
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Illustrative Notes
A Guldo to the Study of the Sunday-school Lessons,
with Original and Selected Comments, Methods of
Teachinf. Nlustrative Storl~s, cte., cte. By Jxaux
Lvuax Huxisur and Ropxer ReMixarox DOHEZRTY.
Price $.25.

Pell%nget.'s Se&ect Notes |

nductive, Sugrestive, Ex atory, lllustrative, Doc.

trioal and Practical. mmum?mwna, .\Japa,e' Plo-
tures, ete,, oto.  Price $1.23.

Monday Club Sermons
A Serics of Sermons oo the Sunday-school Lessons for
1897, by cminent preachers. Price $1.25

Bereoan Lesson Books
No, 1.~The Beginners. No. 2—Tho Intermediate.
No, 8.—The Senior, Price 20c. each.

Golden Text Booklets
i Gotsen Terss and. Biulo Fasia " h aeadinen
olden Texts an 0 Fac Co, S
paid, each 3¢, yer doz. 35¢. » PO

Berean Leaf Cluster
Largo Pictures, 24x34 Inches in size, In eight colours,
{llustrating the Lessons. Golden Texts printed in
large letters.  Per quarter, $1 25, per year, $3.00.

Pictare Lesson Roll
Largo Celoured Pictures fllustrating the International
€enday-achool Jessons. Similar to Leat Cluster, Lut
with only four colours. Price. postpaid, per
quarter, $1.00, per year, $350.

The
Book Mark

Lesson List

FGR

The Lesson List ombodies in thé unique
and convenient forin of n Book Mark, the
Lessons, Golden Texts, and Memory
Verses of the International Series, printed
neatly on coloured paper of superior
quality. It is furnished in thres dif-
ferent styles:

No. 1.—With name of Church or Scheol,
and List of Services on the last page:

S0orless « - + <+ - 3100
100 -« <« e« .« <« - 15
150 .+ + + < o < 185
20 - « « - .« - 215
20 - « .« < < < 245
W - - - - -« - 27
% . .+ - - - . 300
40 - + -+ - « <« 32
00 -+ < < - - - 35
750 - - - . - - 420
10000 - « - <« - <« 500
2000 or over, per thousand - 450

No. 2,—With last page blank, and No.
3.—With Bible Acrostic on Jast page :

Lossthan 500 - 50 cents per hundrod.
500101000 - -« 45 Wper et
1000orover- - 40

“ “

WILLIAM BRICCS,

Wesley Bulidings, Toronto, Ont, .
8. F. HUS8113, Hilifax.
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