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Vor XX.

“‘Qonsiderable String."”

* Yes, yes ' he might make out to be
A very useful lad.—

Our nelghbour’s gon.—if but enough
Ot string he only had

To tlo ud the dangling loose ends
He Jeaves ‘round every day;

To fagten him In, good w.nd strong
At work to make him stay

*« And then, about his pocketbook,
S0 ev'ry cent won't go
Right out, as fast as it gets in,
He peeds tight wouud, you know.
Avother length and strength of string
He'§ went to tle his tongue.
That wags go busily all day,
With talk, and nothing done.

+* Yes, as 1 said before, he might
Be qulte a usetul lad

Atout our town, {f but enough
Ot gtring he only had.” .

The hearer ghook his head, the while
Sald not a single thing;

But at lt‘he last groaned out, “‘'Twould

tale
Con-sid-er-a-ble string !

Now, poys, don't be the sort of lads
Who need to be tied strong,

To keep you at your work in life,
Anq held from going wrong.

And it you are, unless you change,
I fear You're surely bound,

Toe Geed, when you are men, to have
Stropg strings about you wound.

R E——

BE OOURTEOUS, BOYS.

“1 treat him as well as he treats me,"
said Hal,

His mother had just reproached him
because he did not attempt to amuse or
entertain a boy frlend who had gone
home,

“1 often go in there and he doesn't
notice me,” safd Hel again.

“Do you enjoy that ?”

“OQh, I don't mind! I don't stay lung.”

“I ghouid call myself a very sgelfish
person it friends came to see me and I
should pay no attention to them.”

""Well. that's different, you're grown

. “Then you really think that politeness
and courtesy are not needed among
boys 77

Hal, thus pressed, said he didn’t exactly

mean that; but his father, who had lis-
tened, now spoke,
A" bOy or man who measures his
treatment of otuers by their treatment
of him has no character of his own. He
 will never be kind, or generous, or
Christian. If he is ever tc be a gentle-
man, he will be so in spite of the boor-
ishnesg ef others, If he is to be noble,
no other boy's meanness will change his
' nalure,” -
Ang very earnestly the father added.
“Remember this, my boy, vou lower
your owR seif cvery time you are gulity
of &k unworthy action because some one
else Is, Be true to your best self, and
{13 l;zy can drag you down."—Christian
or!

DICKENS' CAT.

Charles Dickens was a lover of ani-
mals, and like all true lovers he was
1ikely to hecome the slave of his pets.
Willlamina, a little white cat, was a
favourite with the whole household, but
shoWed an especial devotion to her mas-
ter. che selected a corner of his study
tor her kittens and brought them in from
the kitchen one by one. Mr. Dickens
had them taken away again, but Wil-
liamina only brougny them quietly back.

Again they were removed, but the third
time of their return she did not leave
them in the corner. Instead, she placed
them at her master's feet, and, taking her
stand beside them, Juoked imploringly up
at him, .

“That settled the question. Thereafter
the kittens belonged to the study. and
they made themselves royally at home,
swarming up Jue curtains, playing about
the writing-tablo, and gcampering behind
the byok-shelves. Most of the family
wers gived away; ont only remained, en-

This little creature foilowed him about
itke a dog, and sat bestde him while he
wryie.  Onc evening Dickens was read-
ing by a small table whereon sat a
lighted candle. As usual, the cat was
at his elbow, Suddenl)y the light went
out. Dickeis was much interested in
uis book, anda he reitghted the candle,
giving tac cat a stroking as he did so.

Afterward he remembered that Dpuss
had looked at him somewhat reproach-
fully while she received the caress. [t
was only when the light agaln became
dim that he guessed at the reason of her
melancholy. Turnicg suddenly, he found
her deliberately putting ovut the candle
with her paw, and again she looked at
him appealingly.

She was lonesome; she wanted to be
petted, and this was her device for bring-
ing it about.—Youth's Compaanion.
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_HINDU WIDOWS.

This picture shows a group of Hindu
widows rescued by the British Govern-
ment from the cruel rite of sutteeisns,
that is, from being burned to death.

One of the greatest obstacles to civil-
jzation Is the degraded condition of wo-
men. It fs impossible to raise the moral
status of a people without ralsing that
of {ts women. And here the Gospel has
shown itself the best friend of the women
of India, as well as of womanhood
throughout the world.

Till the advent of Christfanity they
wero regarded in youth as the toys, and
in age as the slaves, of their lords and
masters,  Marrled at a very early age
th men of {wice or thrice thoir years,
wiom they had never seen befor~, thelr
union was, with few exceptions, a love-

“less one on their side. Should the help-

tirely deaf, and knuwn, from her devoton !
[ ta Nickens, as " the master's cat.”

less woman be left a widow, her lot wae
fudecd sad. If she escaped belag durned
alive upon her husband s funeral pyrc
she was condemned to & perpetual soli
tido and seclusion, amounting almost tu
living burlal, The strong arm of the
British Government has beon stretched
out for the protection of ihe widowed
daughters of India, Sutteelsm has been
forever abolished, and the possibilitiea of
bome and family ties and support have
been given her. But even into the
Jealous seclusion of Orient.. homos .he
blessings of Christianity, with its en
nobllng «ud elevating fnfluence, have
penetrated, and the Zcnana Mission has
opened up new pussibilitics of happiness
and knowledge, of mental and moral de-
velopment, to the daughters of that dusky
race.
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1f you can’t be an apostle, be an epistlc.
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WIDOWS,

! HOW A GIRL SUCCEEDED.

In a simple home in Paris some fifty
years ago lived M. Bonheur and his poor
family. He was a man of talen® in
painting, but he was obliged to spend
his time {n giving drawing lessons

His wife gave plano lessons, going from
house to house all day long, and some-
time sewing all night. Al this was to
support the family: for they had four
little mouths beside their own to feed.
There was August, Isadnre, and Juliette,
and lastly, the one I am golng to tcll
about, Rosa,

Her mother—tired with hard work—
died when Rosa was elght years old
Tho children were placed in the care of
a8 good woman, wha sent them to school.
but Rosa was a little truant.  She didn't
like to be shut up in & schoolroom. and
spent most of her time playing in the

wouds gathering da'eles and marigoldr
Dut her father thought i ahe did nat
.sve scheol she must be taught somothing
useful, and tried to have her taught sew
ing, but she couldnt learn thls. and be
«ame su slck at tho sewing-school that
she had to be t *en away.

Finally she was left to herself for a
while, and she hung about her fathers
studio cupying whatcever sho saw him do.
Then ho suddenly woke up to ths Zact
hat his littlo girl had great ialent. He
“egan to teach her carcefully in drawing.

At thia she astudied and worked with all
her might,

Onc Jday she happened to paint the ple
«ure of a goat, she fuund 80 much plea.
sure 10 the work that she made up her
mind to paint animals only.

She bad no money to buy or hiry
models, so she had to take long walks in
the country, working a't day {n the open
air.  She loved animais, and it pained
her to szce them killed, but she must
learn how to paint their sufforing on can-
vas, and so she went to the slaughter
pens of Paris and sat on & bundle of hay
with her colours about her, drawing and
painting, while the drovers and butchers
gathered around to look at her plctures.

At home—wher the family had all
moved together again—on the roof of the
douse Rosa made a fittle flower-garden,
and kept a sheep there for a model
Very often Rosa's brother would carry
the sheep on his back down six flights of
stulrs, and ai.er letting him graze on
the outside would bring him back to his
garden home on the roof.

At nineteen years of age Rosa sent two
pictures to the Art Exhivition. The
critics spoke kindly of these, and she was
encouraged to keep on painting.

At twenty-seven her splendld plcture,
* Cantal Oxen,” took the gold medsl, and
was purchased by the English Govern-
ment.  Her own Government presented
her with a silver vasc.

Her father shared the success of his
daughter, he was at once made the direc-
tor of the Government School of Design
for girls. But this relicf {rom poverty
and trouble came tou late, for ho died
tho same year.

Orders for work now poured in upon
her, morg than she could do; four years
leter, after long months of study, she
paiated the * Horse Falr.” This was
greatly admired, both in England and
America, It was sold to an Englishman
for eight thousand dollars, and was
firal'y bought by the late A. T. Stewart,
o2 New York, for his famous collection.

One day, after she had become famous,
the Empress of France callad upon her,
and coming into the studio without warn
Ing, found her at work. She rose to re-
ceive the Empress, who threw her arms
about Rosa’s neck and kissed her. After
2 ver) short .all the visitor went away,
Lut not until after she had gone did Rosa
discover that as the Empress had glven
the kiss she had pinned upon the artist's
bl.use the Cross of the Leglon of Huncar
Th.s was the highest honour that the
Empreas could bestow.

Perbaps some of you girls want tu
rezch and hope to reach the heights of
fame as artists, but dun't forgel that
everything worth having in this world
has a high price sct on it—and 1f jou
want a true fame as an artist, you must
boe willing to pay the price. Rosa Bon-
heur says :

* Art demands heast. brain, soul, hody,
Nothing less will win its highest favour ”
I wed art it i3 my husband, my world.
mv life-dream I know nothing else, icel
ncthing else, think of nothing clxe 1
have no faste for general soclety. I nnly
wish to be known through my works.*

Accompaniment - A poffce ufficer met
a.. «rgan grinder In the street, and sajd,
“Have you a licensc to play *  If not,
¥o.: must accompany me.” - \With plea-
sur~,” answered the strcet musician.
“What will you eing **

“They bave mo.~d our cholr to the
other end of the churrh

“ What's that for >

“Qur clefgyman is delicate, agd he
sald he coulda’t atand havigg tweive girla
fanning tis bald spot all at once.”



L

) lightly upon it, and give little thought
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PLEASANT HOURS.

A Oonsciencoe in the Wind.
BY EUWENE FIELD.

M. meother told e long age
When 1 wan a little lads
That when the pight went wa.
Bomebody hnd been bad
And then ahen | was wnug in bed,
Whither | had heen gent
With the 1ankets Yrawn g Foul ] iy
head,
Id think o what my mother'd sald,
And wonder what voy she meant !
And \Whos beeg, bl oy Jay * 1.3 ank,
Of the wind that hoaraely blew,
Aut that volee would xay In Uy awful
wRYy :
“ Yoouoooon *
Yooovooo *
Yooooooo

‘That this was trae T mast allow
You'hh not helieve 1t ¥ ugh *
Yes though 't quite a model now,
1 was pot always 80;
And {f vour doubt what things [ gay.
Suppose you muke the test,
Suppose. when yon've been bad some day
And up to bed are sent awan
From mother and the rest--
Suppose you ask, * \Who has Leen bad *
And then you'll hear what's true,
For the wind will moan in it ruefullest
tone,
* Yooooouo ¢
Y 0000000 !
Yooooo00 **
--Chijcago World

OUR PERIODICALS:

The best, tho cheapest, the most entertainlne, the

womt popular- Yearly
Subn
Chr.atian Quandian, weelly $1 00
Slethodist Magazine and leilew, 96 pp., monthly
fllusteated ., . .. " . .200
Uhristian Gusrdian and Mcthodist Magazine and
Review . . . ... .- 27
Magazine and leview, Quandlan and Onward to
“‘f“h"' ..... P X 14
The Wesleyan, Halifax, weekly... ... L]
% iuday School Ranner, 65 pp., Fra, monthiy v G
soward, 8 pp, 4to, weekly, under 5 copiea. vo
boopies and over . 0ty
Pleasant Hours, 4 pp., 4to.. weekly, mingle copres 1 Su
less than 20 coples . . . 02.
Uver 20 copies - .- o
Suibeam, fortnightly, less thaa ten copics. C L
10 copics and upwards ... B I
Happy Days, tortnightly, less than ten coples (3]
10 copicsand upwards 012
Dew Deops, weekly . . .. . g us
ierean Bentor yuarterly (quarteddy). 0
Berean leaf, monthly =~ . .o . .00y
fitiean Intenmediate Quarieniv (Quarteriy ) [T

Quarterly Revlew Sepvlce. By the vear, 24c. a
dozen; $& per W, pec quatter, G o
dozen; fdx per 200

TUL ABIA R PRIt K IMCLL DZ POSTAOR,
WILLIANM BRIGGS,

Mrthodist Book and Publishing Ilouse, Toronto.

C W Coarrs, S. F Hipams,
2176 St Catherine St , Wesiesan Nook Roone,
Montreal Hahfax, N o,

Pleasént Hou-rs:

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

TCRONTO, FEBRUARY 24, 1900

A KINDERGARTEN FOR THE
BLIND.

BY 5. L. IARBOUR. '
{

Of all the philanthropies of modern |
times, none huve been nobler than that -
which lhus had for its object the educa-
tion of blind boys and girls, and, in some
.netances, deat and dumb Some one
ha- wisely sald of this work that it has
- added a new provinee to our wide king
dotn of the Spirit."”

The time has been when a child, born
tiind and deaf. had no hope of being led
irto the flelds of knowledge because
there was no system by which it rould
be taught to vead. and become mentally
the cqual of children who see, and hear,
and speak. Now it is not s0. A child
coming into the world td-day with the
three-fold aflliction of blindness, deaf-
nesS, and dumbness, can develop charac-
ter and intelligence, and a capacity for
hapblness equal to that of children who
can so¢, and speak, and hear.  From its
almost animal-like existence it can be
brought into a state of the highest and
sweetest spiritual perception, and may
know God with a spiritunal vision keeu
and clear.

There are not many children who come
into the world with this threefold aMlc-
on heavy upon them, but blindness {5 a
€OIBION sOrrow. so common that there
are those who, holding (beir own un-
speakable blessing of sight cheaply, look

to {ts full and sorrowful import. But
that thero are less selfish and more
generous and thoughtfl suyis is evident
from the threo great builldings of uml

! Kindergarten for the Blind, in the
! Jamaica Plawn suburb of Boston. It Is

}

Just then they heard s merry whistle,
and Virgil came hurrying along. Ho was

tho only kindergarten for the blind in | a sensitive-looking lad—just tho subject

America, If not in the world, having its, for a practical joke.

They hid ti) he

! own ground and buildings separate from , had gone past, and then stopped out, and :

any other gchool
" and girla  under twelvo years of age.
| Mony are totally blind, and none of
them cun see well enough to be educated
by any bhut the system for teaching the
blind Some are deat and some dumb,
but only three of the puplls since the
tenn years of its cxlstence have cume to
it deaf duinb, and bliad.

Helen Keller has never been a regular
pupll of this school, but has spent a
number of weeks here as a visitor, and
shie takes tho most intense interest in it,
and particularly in Tommy Stringer, the
miost remarkable blind boy in the world.
They who have to do with the blind dwell
ir a continual moral sunshine, which
abundantly repays all the labours under-
taken in their behalf.

The Boston Kintergarten for the Blind
{s situnted in the residence part of one
of the most beautiful suburbs of the city.
‘The kindergarten was organized in May,
| 1887, with ton puplls in attendance In a

small bullding. To-day it has three

large four-story bulldings, bestides n large
gymnasium, and yet the facilitles are in-
adequate for the reception of all the Hitle
biind children who would like to be re-

celved fnto the kindergarten. From a

very small beginning it has in eleven

years accumulated, in legacles and bujid-

ings. property to the value of more than

halt a miljon dollars. This {8 because
| its work has appealed so directly and so
strongly to those sympathizing with
' afllicted childhood.

. ot st

’ Tho three most noted pupils of the
kindergarten have been Edith Thomas,
Willio Elfzabeth Robbin, and Tommy
Stringer. Edith Thomas and Willle
Robbin have graduated fromh the kinder-
garten, and are now at the advanced
| school for the blind, the Perkins' Instl-
i tute. in South Boston. Here they are
making good progress; Willie Robbin,
whe I8 but fourteen years old, being far
+ more advanced in her studies than many
seeing girls of her age. She I8 a singu-
larly beautiful girl, of a very lovable dis-
position, and most acute perceptions.
Rendered deaf, durub. and blind by a very
« gevere illness, she was brought to the
j Kindergarten for the Blind in Boston,
. where she developed into one of its most
interesting puplls. Like many of the
other pupils, the expense of her education
has been met by the gifts of the charit-

able.  Tommy Stringer is now the “star”
pupll of the kindergarten. He has a
srecial teacher of his own. He excels

‘n mechanical skill, and his sloyd work
s remarkable. This boy, who Is entirely

lind and deaf, and who is just beginning
10 learn how to articulate, does work
| that would be creditable to many a car-
penter's apprentice. He kuows eight
d.fferent kinds of wood by their smell
alone, and can drive nalls as straight as
; any carpenter. He uses 4 saw with won-
dirtul preciston, and has made several
Qarticles requiring the use of twelve dif-
i ferent tools. e quickly detects any fm-
. berfectlon in his work, and is not satis-
: fled until it is made perfect. + He can
take a rough pine board, and, without
any asslstance, convert it into a neat
letter-box, coat-rack, or shovel. He has
mede & sled for himself, and is as fond
of coasting as any other boy of his years.

JUST FOR FUN.
BY BEATRICE YORK.

School had just begun, and the buzz'

of study filled the alr whep Tommy
Jones entered the room and crept to his
seat. He was the worst boy in school,
and always playing jokes on the other
children. He pretended to study at first,
but presently he nudged his desk-mate
and whispered : “1 say, Johuny, let's
have some fun with the boy that came
in yesterday. He lives two miles from
here, and he is not going home till nearly
dark to-night, so we might dress up as
ghosts and scare him.”

Johnny readily assented, he being al-
ways ready to follow some bolder nature,
tlough too timid to take the icad him-
self.

After school Tommy went home and
took ome of the sheets from his bed and
got some matches and sct out toward the
spot where he and Johnny had agreed
to meet; a lonely spot In the woods
through which Virgi) Hanley had to pass.
Johuny soon came, similarly equipped.
It was already dusk, and they had to
hurry into their ghostly outfit lest Virgil
should come. They wee thel- matches and
made rings of the wet sulphur around
thefr eves and all over their faces, and
wrapped the sheets about them. Jobnny
looked frightemed when Tommy turned

to him for approval. for the marks upon-

his face glowed like fire in the duak.

Here may be found seventy-fivo boys i through the air,

’joke would go so far, they thought they

gave & shrlck that echoed
The sound startied
Virgil, and he turned quickly, but was
utterly unprepared for the sight that met
his gaze, He stared &t the two figures
till they suddenly started toward him,
and then he trled to run away, gavo a
gusp, and fell llke a log.

Tho boys had not expected that thelr

Tommy

would simply have a good laugh at his
fright. They ran toward him and were
horror-stricken at the look of torror on
his face. They tried to revive him, but
talled.
., Finally Tommy told Johnny to run for
help while he stayed with Virgil, The
dector came back with Johnny, but there
was no help for Virgil. He died soon
after from the effects of the fright. All
the excuse the boys could give was that
chey had done it “ just for fun.”

It was a terrible lesson to them, and
they never played another practical joke.

HE NEEDED NO TIP.

*“To tip, or not to tip—that Is the
(question ” with many of us, On one
liand, the custom is decidedly a bad one;
but on the other, the man who gives no
tips recelves almost no service. Here
Is a pointer, however, clipped from The
Youth’s’ Companion, which casts a faint
ray of light upon the problem :

A hungry guest at a Chicago hotel, who
had sat at one of the tables unnoticed
for several minutes, called a walter to
him at !ast and said :

* Young fellow, 1 saw that man over
there hand you a tip of halt a dollar-just
now.”

* Yes, sah.”

“You've got his order, have you 7

** Yes, sah.”

“ Well, now, I'll give you a tlp also—
which is this : Bring me exactly the same
order, served in exactly the same style
as his, and with the came promptnegs,
or I'll report you. Do you get the idea,
young fellow 7"

“Yes, sah.”

The two dinners were served at the
same time, and were precisely alike.

FILING HIS APPLICATION.

There are many ways to achleve suc-
cess, but perhaps the doors of oppor-
tunity are opened oftener by the boy who
knows how to use tools than by ordin-
arily “unhandy ” mortals. One man,
who tells his story {n the Cleveland Plain
Dealer, lterally filed his application for
work in a new and completely successtul
manner, He says:

When I was fourtesn years old, it be-
(ame .necessary for me to go out into the
world and earn my share of the family
expenses. I looked about with small suc-
cess, for a weck or two, and then I saw
a card hanging in u store window, “ Boy
Wanted.” .

I pulled down my hair, brushed the
front of my jacket, and walked in.

“ Do you want a boy ?” I asked of the
Jderk.

‘“Back office,” he sajd.

1 walked back to the lttle den with a
high partition around it, and pushing
open the door, which I noticed was slight-
ly ajar, cap in band I stepped in.

It was a chilly day in November, and
before I spoke to the proprietor, who was
bending over a desk, I turned to close the
door. It squéaked horribly as I pushed
1:-shut, and then. I found that it wouldn't
latch. It had shrunk so that the.socket
which should have caught the latch was
& trific too high. I was a boy of some
mechanical genius, and 1 aoticed what
the trouble was immediately.

* Where did you learn to close doors ?**
said the man at the desk.

I turned around quickly.

‘At home, sir.”

* Well, what do you want ?”

“1 came in to sce about the bhoy
wanted,” 1 answered.,

“Ob ! said the man, with a grunt.
He scemed rather gruff, but somehow his
crisp speech didn’t discourage me. * Sit
down,” he added; * I’m busy.”

T looked back at the door.

* If you don’t mind,” said I, “and if a
little noise won't disturb you, I'l1 fix that
door while I'm wafting.”

“Eh,” he sald quickly. * All right.
Go ahead.”

I had been sharpening my skates that
morning, and the short file I used was
still in my pocket. In a few minutes I
bad filed down the brass socket so that
tho latch fitted nicely. I closed the door
two or three times to'see that it was all
right.  When T put my file back in my
pocket and turned round, the man at the

desk was staring-at me,

“ Any parents 7' he asked.

* Mother,” I answered,

* Have her como {n hore with you at
two o'clock,” he sald, and turncd back to
his wridng.

At twenty-five 1 was & partner in the
house; at thirty-five I had a half-intarest;
and I havo always attributed the founda-
tion ot my good fortuno to the only re-
commendation I then had In my posscs-
slon—~the file,

A DRUNKEN WILLIAM TELL

* Ben, whose boy're you ?” The volce
wagr thick and husky.

* Your'n, pop.”

* An’ who's the best shot in these parts,
Ben ? Tell these fellers.”

The man's dull eyes fixed themselves
on the boy. ‘The little fellow's face
lightened up, and he answered, looking
round deflantly ;: “ My pop’s the best shet
in Montanny.”

A silence fell over the crowd, and some-
thing of pride gleamed from the whiskey-
dimmed eyes of old Billman. Then he
sald, handing tho boy an apple : * Theso
tellows ‘low I'm no good, Ben; an' I'm
Just goin’ to do our Willyum Tell act, an’
show ’em that Jim Biliman kin draw as
fine a bead now as ever he could,”

Billman patted his son’s head with a
trembling hand, and the boy drew him-
self up proudly as he took the apple from
his father.

*“Go over to that tree, Ben,” com-
manded Billman at last; and the boy
walked with a fearless step to the place
indicated, turned his back to the tree,
removed his hat, balanced the apple on
his head, then placed his hands beuind
him. Thers was not a quiver in his
face, not a shadow of fear. Hilg father,
whom he loved and who loved him, was
the marksman.

Old Blllman raised his gun to his
shoulder., The weapon shook in his
nerveless hands like & reed. Uttering
an fmprecation, he lowered the gun and
brushed his sleeve across his eyes, tried
again, but atill without success, *

‘I know what’s the matter,” he mut-
tered, and took a drink from a bottle in
his pocket. “Now, then; all right,
Ben 7"

* All right, pop.”

A short moment the gun trembled in
Billman’s hunds, and then—spring !

It was a strange, dull sound, not like
the crash of a bullet through oak, but
more like—

Alas ! the smoke had cleared away, and
the boy was lying in a liteless heap upon
the ground, killed by his drunken father.
A cry as of a wild beast, a rush, and old
Billman had the bloody form in his arms.

* Kill me !” ghrieked the old man, rock-
Ing to and fro, * kill me ! but the miners
pacsed silently away one by one, and left
the old man alone with his grief and his
dead.—Detroit Free Press.

When Mother Looks.

I 'member such a lot of things
That happened long ago,

When me an’ Jim was six years old,
And now we're ten or so.

But those that I remember best—-
The ones I most can see—

Are the things that used to happen
When mother looked at me.

Ong time in church, when me an’ Jim
Was snickerin’ out loud—

The minister was prayin’, and
The people’s heads was bowed—

We had the biggest kind of joke
About the bumblebee,

But things got quiet rather quick
When mother looked at me.

And tben there’s some times when I think
I've had such lots of fun

A-goin® in swimmin’ with the boys -
Down there by Jones’ run;

But when I get back home again—
Just ’bout in time for tea—

There’s a kind of different fecling comes
When mother loocks at me.

The time when I was awful sick,
An’ the doctor shook his head,

An’ ev'ry tlme pa came around
His eyes were wet an’ red,

I 'member her hands on my face
How soft they used. to be—

Somchow the pain seemed easler
When mother looked at me.

It's funny how it makes you fecl—
I ain’t afrald of her—
She’s about the nicest persoa
You'd find ’most anywhere;
But the queerest sort of feeling,
As queer as queer can be,
Makes everything scom different
When mother looks at me.
—Youth’s Companios.

Eggs as Fish.—Brown—" Waiter, bring
me a.dozen oysters on the half-ghell.”

Waiter—* Sorry, sah, but we's all out
of shell-fizh, sah, 'cepiin’ aigs.” .




BB who came back to tell the story.

. Elcombe, as he reined in his horse.

PLEASANT HOURS.

n
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Boys.
Now, i any one has an casy time
In this world of push and pull,
It 3¢ not the bey of tho family,
For his hands are always full.
1« liko to ask who fills the stove ?
\Where is the girl that could ?
\Who brings tn water, who lights the fire”
And gplits tho kindling wood ?

And who 18 1t that cleans the walks,
After hours of gnowing ?

In gummer, who keeps down tae weeds,
By diligently hoelng ?

And who must harness the faithful horse.
When the giris would ride about ?

And who must clean tho carrlage off ?
The boy. you'll own, no doubt.

And who does the many other things.
Too numerous to mention ?

The boy 18 the ** general utility man,”
And really deserves a penslon !

I'riends ! just praisa the boy sometimes.
When he does his very best;

And don’t alwaya wout tho easy chalr,
\When he's taking a Jittle rest.

Don't let bim always be the last
To sce the new magazine;

And sometimes let the boy Le heard,
As well as to be seen.

That boys are far from jerfect
I8 understood by all;

But they bave hearts, remember,
For ** men are boys grown-tall.”

And when a boy has been working
His level best for days,

It does him good, I tell you,
To have some hearty praige !

He i8 not merely a combination
Of muddy -boots and noise,

BB And he likes to bo looked upon

As one of the tamily joys.
—Thés Gem.

PROMOTED.

A Story of the Zulu War.
By Sypyey WaTsos.
uthor of ** The Slave Chase,” etc., elc.

e ——

CHAPTER IX.
SKERUEANT HAKRRIS IS AGAIN PROMOTED.

Wil our country cver forget that day’s
fighting 2 Certainly the men never wlilll
The
EE roar and the din; the whizzing of bullet

"and ball; the rattle of musketry; the air
g thick with powder-smell; assegal and
spear; lance and arrow, all fiying in wild
and deadly confusion; clouds of densest
smoke, that never scemed to clear save
for the briefest moment; rivers of blood;
ghastliest wounds; men and horses dying
and .dead; the very ground so blood-
soaked as to be trampled into mud; and
there, leading the van, in the very thick-
est of the fight, was Captain Morgan;
more than one of the men, and his
brother officers, turned to look at him.
What is that glad look upon his face that
appears almost like a light ? Something
has happened to him, but they do not
understand what it can be. Then, too,
> he fought that day as it he had a charmed

' lfe. Well, perhaps he had; at any rate,
Just before he rode into the fleld, he had
hurriedly opened a smell copy of the
Psalms he had found among his Looks
the day before, and his eye had lighted
on just these words, “The Lord is my
light and my salvation; whom then shall
I fear 2

And now, as the afternoon passes
rapidly away, and the sun creeps slowly
to the west, the tide of battle i{s turned,

B and hundreds of our troops scour the ad-

jacent plafns, hunting down the fiying
Zulus, and ‘'‘making =zood” the day's
deagdly work.

4As Captain Elcombe dashed past the
colonel, the latter shouted, “ YWhere is
Morgan ?* “'1 can't say, sir,” answered
“The
last 1 saw of him was in that awful
crugsh, just by that sand hili; he was
fighting like mad then, and Colour-Ser-
# zcant Harrls was close behind him.
% Shal! X scour the field for bim, sir, for I

almost fear he has gone down 2"

* Do, please,” replied the ¢olonel, * and
tet me know if anything serious has hap-
pened to him; we can hardly spare him
from us, just at this time, too.”

In a moment the two steeds were
parted, each taking opposite directions,
Capiain Elcombe carefully scanning the
scores of bodles thr. 1ay thickly around;
at length he thougut he would scek his
trlend in that par{ where he saw him
1ast. Riding across the battle-field, and
dismounting, and fastening -his horse to
u dismantled gun-carriage, he picked hia
way among tbe hundreds of dead and
dying. Presently his c¢yo!lighted on

] and get across to Hai.4s.

Captain Morgan, with his left arm hang-
ing helplessly at his side, a flesh-wound
on his temple, and his foot partly crushed
by his horse, which bad fallen upon fit.
He was quite sensit-le, hut weak from losa
of blood. Holding out his ri:ht hand,
which war unhurt, ha gald, * QGod blcis
you, Elcombe, for secking me, but though
I am hurt conslderably, I shall do fos a
while, It you will seck out poor Harrls,
he lles somewhere there “—polnting with
his finger, I saw him fall, and I fear he
is nbout done for.”

In a foew moments Captain Elcombe
found poor, blecding, dying Harrls, but
at thn® moment, answering « shout from
Captaln Morgan, he returned to him, as-
sfsting him, at his ow requost, to rlsc
It was an
awful journey, though not more than
ten yards, but at last the wounded cap-
tain, supported by a lttle earth-mound,
was propped up close to the dylng ser-
geant, while Captain Elcombe, having
given the poor fellow a drink of some
stimulant, knelt, partly supporting the
two. Harris' eyes were fast glazing in
doath, as in low, but clear tones, he sald .

Who: ver belleveth in him hath ever-
lasting L ™his is a bridge that
carries right over the border. Oh, Cap-
taln Elcombe! Captaln Morgan—has
found the—bridge will bear—will you—
make trial —-and—and—" One long deep-
drawn sigh, a fixed look of joy, which
even the agony of wounds could not
cloud, and then tho watchers knew that
Colour-Sergeant Harrls was " promoted”
again—this time to glory !

Il; a8 b.armék leéture:roon; in ;1 cer.taln
town in England, eighteen months after-
wards, a tall, military-lovking gentle-

|
It must have been very sfow wark to

get things startvd. They had to learn
the language, and get scqualnted with
the people, and coax them In to teach
them of tho true and Iiving God. They
had 10 translate the Biblo and prepare
all the books they necded.

This young <oclor visited the poor
aud the sick, was kind to them, and
healed '“eir diseasss. They learned to
lovo b .o very much, and many looied
uron hint as a  wonder-worker,” be-
cause the fow drops of medicine he gave
them had more effect than the bowlfuls
they wero accustomed to take from the
native doctors.

In God's time tho Holy Spirit touched

thelr hearts, and tho Slameso believed
what the missionaries told them of God
and his dear Son.
Christians. Other workers were sent
out, churches organized, achoouls opened,
hoepitals and dispensary work oarrled
forward, and mission voyages mado up
and down the coasts, and through rivers
add canals to interior provinces, .

Thua tho work begun fifty years ago in
Sinm is still widening and deeponing.
Now, as wo sce Christ'’s kingdom cumling,
and his will being dono among the peo-
ple of that heathen nation, I love to
think that a part of the beginning was
away back in the heart of that mother
who gave her boy to the Lord for this
wuck, and when he was big enough and
old cnough to go, she did not hold him
back.

He spent thirty years sowlng the good
seed tn that rich sofl, and now in his
old age has come back to spend his last
days In the very house where he was
born.

He rejulees over every bit of goud news

HARRIS' EYFS WBRE FAST GLAZING IN DEATU.

man, with his left sleeve harging arm-
less, stood upon the platform addressing
an assembly of soldiers on the power of
Christ to “ break every chain, gnd give
liberty to every captive.” Just before
he sat down he said, “ I should like you
to give my friend Captain Elcombe a
hearing just for a few moments.

Captain Elcombe, on rising, said, “ My
dear comrades, I owe ocur good Irlend -
your friend and mine, Cuptain Morgan—
I owe him 2 great decl for helplng me
to know that Saviour of whom he has
been speaking; but 1 owe most, perhaps,
under God, to® the life-testimony and
death-witness ot a colour-sergeant of our
old regiment—James Harris—who fell so
manfully in Zululand.”,

The End.

ONE MOTHER'S GIFT.
BY MARY L. CORT.

More than elghty years ago, a little boy
was born {n Waterford, New® York, and
his mother gave him to the Lord. She
called him Samuel, too, as Hannah did
{n the old Bible times, How she loved
him and watched over him, and prayed
blessings down into his heart and life'
She weanted him to be a foreign missfon-
ary, and so she taught him to think of
the¢ poor heathep, and to pity them In
thelr Ignorance zsnd sin, -

I have heard that he was a very bash-
ful, timid little fellow; but as he grew
older, and God’s grace filled his heart
w.th love to Jecus, he becan. strong in
purpnse, and determined to fulfil his
mother’'s wish. He studied well, and
prgparing himeself as a physician, he
sailed away to Siam to Legin his mission
work. ‘He landed in Bangkok, March
22nd, 1847. The Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Matt-
son were with him, and these three
fcunded the Presbyterian mission in that
kingdom,

from Siam, and ls sv thanklul God let
him have a share in the good work.

I trust there are now many mothers and
fathers who are willing to give their chil-
dren to this blessed service in foreign
lands; and I know there are hundreds

ot boys and girls being trained for Chris- |

tian work, I hope they will be scattered
far and wide among the nations, going
forth in Joyful obedlence to the Lords
command, and dving their best during
the next half cen.ary to bring the whole
wide world to the feet of Jesus.

OBEY YOUR PARBNTS.
BY REV. D. SUTHERLAND,

Some years ago a widow and her little
Luy lived in a gulet Scottfsh village, She
was an invalld, seldom out of bed, and
always suffering pain, but he was tull of
ife and fun. One winter afternoon
Jobnay ran into his mother’s room with
the eager request for permission to skate
on tho village pond. Most of the boys
were on it, he sald, and he wished to join

them. The mother would willingly have {

gratified her child, but she feared that
the fce was not strong encough, so she
told him not to go. He left the room
with a cloud on his bright face. The
more he thought of the forbiddea plea
sure the stronger grew hia desire to have
it. _At las! the temptation mastered him.
He slipped quietly out of the house, skates
in hand, and was s00n in the centre of
the whirllng crowd. In his mood of
recklessness he went too near the place
marked dangerous, the ice gave way, and
dewn he went with a sudden plunge.
It wey. (Wwith great difficulty that
he , was™ rescued. Strong hands
cargied him,
and  upconsclous, Into the presence
of the walting mother. With ouo start-
led look at what she Imagined to be the
lifeless budy of her son and a plercing
sbriek she fell back on her pillow.

Many of them became

dripplag with water |

Tae men realized their fully in taking
Sohnpy to hls mother's room, and turney
'"fnto the next room, where they 1ald him
‘upon a bed  Tho warmth goun resinred
"him. o felt little the worse of his vold
Luath, but he did feel m great deal the
worse because of his disobedfene ™1
shall never. never du again what mother
telly me not to do."” waa the resolution ha
formed. What could she thiuk of him ¢
He would go tc her snd assure her of
his determination naver again to disobey

her.  Nolsolessly ha slipped from the
1ttle room ipto the one where his
mother lay It was still, 50 unusually

su fearfully still. 8he looked paler than
over, and her ¢ycs were cloeed Fling
ing himrelt on her Losom the penitent
l tay sobbed out, * Mother ! mother ! speak
t> me, 1 will never digobey you anv
more.”  But the lips did not movo and
the eyes did nct open.  She was doad
iﬂ"’ shock of tho unexpocted alght had
been too much for her seanty strength
| That son s growlpg old and gray now
Hs has lived a noble lite, but be wil
carry one sadly Dbditter memory to the
lmve. Many a bright hour has been
darkened for him by the remembrance ot
the face of a mother dead bocause dls-
obeyed. The Gospel of Jesus Christ bas
trought comfort and the senso of forgive-
ness to his heart, but oven its power
fails to make the past as {f it were not
His hore is that In thce Father's home
beyond he wlll see his mother agaln and
hicar from her own lips the assurance of
pardon that will bautsh forever the cloud
which on earth will not pass away.

Tha years will keep rolling on until all
of you, my dear readers, will be no longer
boys and girls, but men and women. The
time will come when you must stand by
the grave of tather or mother in the quiet
churchyard far from tha noise and bustle
of the streets. What memories will rush
through your minds when you stand
there ! Will they bo of tonder duties
fulfliled and loving obligations maet, or
will they be embittered because of unfilial
acts done to those now sleeping tholr last
sleep ? How you act in the present will
; make the future bright or dark.

Only

There are ten commandments.

one has a promiss attached to it, and
that is the one commanding you to hon-
our your father and mother., Do you
wish Jong 1ife and prosperity ¥ Then be
kinod and reverential toward your par-
euts.
. _ Nearly pineteen hundred yeara ago
jJesus was 2 boy. In the carpenter's
, humbie home at Nazareth he itved and
, worked with his supposed parents, Mary
yand Jo:eph, About that early life we
j Tcad nothing cxcept that it was a lifo of
lobcdlence. He was “subject  unto
them.” In this, as in coverything olse.
he {8 our example. The path of duty
and blessing is to foilow in his footsteps.
R.se above the foolish bravado of werk
and unmanly boys who sneer about belng
tled to their mothers' apron strings.
Remember that happiness now aund plea-
sant memorles safterward will be yours
{1, ke Him who ®as a buy at Nazareth,
I}'ou are " gubject ' 1o your parents,

!

Two Little Berving-Men.
BY J EDMOND VANCE COOK,

| Two littlo serving-men have I,

j And one 18 etrong and very apty.

{ He loves to bammet, planc and saw,
To write, and somctimes even draw.

{ He takes my bat and hangs it up,

Ho reaches dowp my dninking cup,

He wiids my top, and throws my ball,

1 couldn't get along at all

W:thout this little serving-man

\Who helps me out in every plan.

Tho other sympathizes, too,

But ig not half go quick to do,

Scme things he does quite well, but my !
Some others he wont even try.

Ho wilt not spift the kindlizg-wood,
And yet, he Is so very good

He holds it while the other chops,

He 2!s0 helps him vand my tops,

But spin them ?  He cant spin at al,
You ought to see him throw a ball !
Just liko a gitl! Anu—Iits a shame,

} But he can hardly write s pame,

{ And yet, thesc serving-men are (wins,

| And look as like as two new pins.

i 1 think, perhaps, xouli understand,

4 11 you should know their name. it 8 Hand,
And one you know 1s Right and deft,
And one, of cuurse, 1x slow and JeftL

And yet, you konow, I often find

{ That If Im caim with Left, and kiod.
He'll do a lot of things. anhuugh

Ho's awkward and a hittle siow,

And s0 ! often think, perhaps.

He's much itke e, and other chaps,
Who know enuvugh to do wur part,

But some quick fcllow. extra smar!.
Jumps ia and does 1t irst, and 80

We just get, used 10 being slow,

And thets the way we don't get trained,
Because, perbaps, were Just left-brained !




PLEASANT HOURS.

Jesus Still Heals as at Oapernaum.

At even, ere the sun was #ct.
The sick. O lLord. argund thee ay i

Oh. an what divers pains they met *
Ob, with what joy they went away °

nce Moroe tis mventuls, atul we
Oppreased with sartous His draw near,
Whay t 1)y farm we cannot sec ?
We know and feel that thou art here

0 Baviour Christ, our waea dispel '
For sotne are aick, and some are sad,
And some have never loved theo well.
And some have loat the love they had,

And some have found the world ts valu,
Aund to be wholly {ree from sin,
And suvmne have fricnds who give them
pain,
Yet Lave not sought a friend in thee;

And all, O Lord. crave pesfact rest,
And to be whotly fice from sin,

And they who fain would serve thee best
Are consclous most of wrong within.

O Saviour Christ, thou too art man,
‘Thou hast been troubled, tempted, tried,
‘I'hy kind but searching glance can sean
The v‘ory woumls that shame wou'd
hide;

‘Thy touch has still its anclent power;
No word from thee can fruftless fall,

Hear {n this solemn evening hour,
And in thy mercy heal us all,

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE LIPE OF JESUS,

LESSON IX.—MARCH 4.
JESUS HEALING IN CAPERNAUM.

Mark 1, 21-34. Memory, verae: 32-31.
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GOLDEN TEXT.
And he healed wany that were sick.—
Mark 1. 34,
OUTLINE.
1. A Miracle in the Synagogue, v. 21-28.
2. A Miracle i the Home v. 29-31.
3 Unnumbered Miracles, v. 32-34.
Time.—EBarly in A.D. 28,
Place.—Capernaum.
LLESSON HELPS.
»21. “The synagogue”—The place in
every Jewish town in our Lord’s time

where the Jews assembled on the Sab-
tath for the religious worship of readins.

exhortation, and f{ostructiogy in th
Scriptures.

22. “ His ductrine *  Simply. ty-
teaching Not a5 the s nibes i

4opot in accordance with the traditiona
interpretat’ons of the past, but with h.s
own new and fresh {nterpretation. |

23. “With an unclean spirit "—Cr
posgessed with a devil; demoniacal po:
session was a matter of ommon belicf
and apparently of frequent experience g
thoso times.

24, “To destroy
mecans to drive them back to the world o.
lost splrits. |

|

thy

26. “llad torn him " —Had caused thc
]

i

us "—Perhaps

victim a paroxysm of pain.

30. “Of a fever"—In the very imper- i
fect medical langunage of that day fevers ;
were simp y d viled into Mttle and great
fevers. Luke, who was a pbysician,
characterized this as a * great fever,”

32. * At even, when thoe sun Qid set "— l
A part of the wonderfal works of Christ |
told in this les on were after the Sabbath ;
Lad closed. " 'They brought al
that were dlreased "—One of the com-
monest and grossest errors in relation to
the miracles of Christ | that they were
few in number, so that they are all re-
corded ln getail,

34. He jealed many “—Healing “many™
does not necessartly or probably imply

CHRIST HEALING

that some were left unhealed, tut rather
that he healed them all (Matt. 8. 16), and
that those whom he thus healed were
many. “Suffered not the devils to
speak '~—His peremptory and stern deal-
fng with these mallgnant beings was to
ghow his abhorrence of their malignant
nature, ’
HOME READINGS.

M. Jesus healing in Caverx‘mum.—Mark
1, 21-34.
Tu. 1Henllng in the synagogue.—Luke 13.
0-17.
W The word of power.—Matt, 8. 23-34.
Th. Satan cast out.—Matt. 12, 14-28.
F. ;I;hespower of Christ's name,—Acts 16.
-18.
S. The promised Healer.—Isa. 42. 1-9.
Su. A sympathetic Saviour.—Heb.
12-16.
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1 A Miracle in the Synagogue, v. 21-28.
To what city did Jesus go ?
Where J:¢ ue go on the Sabbath ”
How dj« -. -« -.~ds affect the people ?
Why were they astonished ? .
What unwelcome visitor came to the
synagogue ?
What two questions did he ask ?
What declaration did he make ?
What command did Jesus give ?
What then occurred ?
How did this affect the people ?
What did they say ?
How far did tidings of these things go?
2. A Miracle in the Home, v. 29-31.
To whose home did Jesus go ?
‘Who there needed his help ?
How does Luke the physician describe
tho illness ? Luke 4. 38.
3. Unnumbered Miracles, v. 32-34.
What did Jesus do for the sick woman?

4,

THE AYFLICIED, Quatave Doré,

What else did hedo? Luke 4. 39.
What effect at once followed ?
Who were brought to Jesus ? When ?
What statement Indicates a great
crowd ?
What did he do for the sick ?
What for those who were possessed ?
Why did be not permii the demons to
speak ?
. \;Ilhnt did they know about him ? Luke

PRACIICAL TEACHINGS.

YWhat are we taught in this lesson—

1. About Jesus as a Teacher ?

2. About the power of Jesus ?

3. About bringing our friends to Jesus?

CAPERNAUM.

Our lessons bring us again, on March
4, to our Lord's own city of Caper-
naufu, with which so much of his public
lite and holy ministry was identified.
Capernaum, once a busy port, at whose
gate sat Matthew at the receipt of cus-
tom, i{s now but a mound of rulns over-
grown with thorns and briars or the
lonely shores of the Sea of Galilee. On
a beautiful murning in Aprll, 1890, the
present writer sailed in one of the few
fishing boats now upon this lovely lake
along its curving shore, landed in =

dense thicket ot alders and visited thesc |
The most conspiciious ones |

lonely rulns.
were thos. of the White
shown In our cut on this pago.

Synagogue,
It is

altogether probable that this is the syna- |
gogue built by the centurion mentioned
in the seventh chapter of Luke, of whom |[;
it is said, “ He loveth our nation and he|
In this very [!

hath bullt us a synagogue.”
building whose ruins we see it {g prob-
able that Jesus taught. It {s now but

a confused and tumbled pile of broken
stones, E
Over the holy lake, at a distance of
forty miles, still ghines the snowy sum
mit of Mount Hermon, dazzling white v
the noon-day sun, rosy ted in its setting
light, ashen gray In the decepening twi
light and spectral-white and ghost-iike
beneath the silent stars, It lends won-
derful interest to this lovely lake to fee!
that we are walking right |n the very
fcotprints of the Redcemer and gasing
upon the very scenes which met hin eyes
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