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The Wine of Paradise.
BY GEURGE W. BUNGAY.

\Vould 7e have cheeks llke flowers ”
tWould yo have sparkling eyes ?
Roses drink from tho showers,
And go do all the flowers;
And every bird that flles
Drinks wine ot Paradise.

Would yc have voices clear
As the blithe bird that files ?
In the bright fountaln near,
Reflacting the soft skles,
It dips its bIl. We hear
Its praise ot Paradise.

Would ye be loved by all,
And true to honour rise,
And be sun-crowned and tall,
In knowledge just and wisé ?
Drink crystal drops that fall,
The wine of Paradise.

THE TALE OF 8T. BARTHOLOMEW.®

In this voiume Major Henty takes up
anocher of the great historleal epochs of
European history. He weaves into th¢
worid-shsking events of that period th.
personal story of a sturdy English lad,
and thus brings the human and personal
interest of the event home to the hearts
of his readers. The young hero crosses
the channel to take part in the splendic
struggle for freedom known as the
Huguenot wars. He, of course, sldes
with the Protestaunts, and receives rapid
promotion for his zeal and daring. He
is entrapped in Paris with others on that
earful St. Bartholomew's eve whep the
wecsin gave the signal for the massacre
w begin. It is a thrilllng story, and the
<hapter which deals with the adventures
ol the young hero in making his escape
s one which all boys will read with
intense fascination. Numerous excellent
engravings are given and a map of
France of the period.

No historic record presents features of
more tragic and pathetic interest than
that of French Protestantism. Its chiet
tncjdents may be thus summarized :

In 1621, the very year of Luther’s trial
at ‘Worms, the New Testament was pub-
lisked in Freach, but the new doctrines
foll under the ban of the Catholic clergy.
The persecution spread throughout the
“fpnfected ” provinces, and some of the
fairest reglons of France wore turned
into & desert. But like the Israelites in
Egypt, the Reformed, *the more they
were vexed, the more they multiplied and
grew.” Before the death of
Francls 1. it was estimated that
one-sixth of the population of
France, and these its ost Intelli-
gent artisans and craftsmen,
were adherents of ‘“the Te-
ligion.”

Coligny was a sclon of one
of tho greatest families In
France, While prisoner at Ant-
werp he lay il with a fever for
many weeks, and profoundly
stadied the Scriptures. He dbold-
ly cast in his Iot with this de-
spised and hated Protestant
choosing, 1tke Moses.
rather to suffer affiictions witk
lke people of God than to enjoy
the pleasures of sin for a sea-
son.

Civil wer for thirty fong years
rent the unhappy kingdom  As
Coligny pondered in his bed by
aight the awial Yssue before him.
he heard his wife sobbing by his
side. * Sound your consclence,”
ae sald, “are you prepared to
2co confiscation, exile, shame,
aakednegs, hunger, for yourseilf
and children, and death at the
hands of the headsman after

» « St Bartholomew's Eve: A
Tale of the Huguenot Wars.”
Crown 8vo. By . A. Henty.
With twalve full-page {illustra-
tions by H. J. Draper.  Blackie
& Son. london, and Methodist
Book Rooms, Toronto, Montreal.
ind Halifax, Prioce, $2.00.

that of your husband, I givc you three
weeks to decide.” ‘ They are gone al-
ready,” the brave soul replied. “ Do not
delay, or I myself will bear witness
agaiast you before the bar of Goa.”
Domestic bereavements one after an-
other now bDefell Coligny. His two
brothers—* his right and left hand,” he
sald—died, not without « suspiclion of
poison; and in swift succession, hig wi-
his first-horn son, and nis beloved daugh-

ter Renee; and hls chateau was pillaged.

ASSASSINATIOX OF COLIOXY,

Sti}] ke waged, though with heavy heart,
the unequal confiict with his foes. At
Moncontour a pistol shot shattered hlis
Jaw, yet ho kept his saddle and brought
off his army. although with the loss of
six thousand men. Still kis high cour-
age faltered not, and by a decislve victory

.he won a full toleration for the long-per-

secuted Huguenots. Tho perfidious Cath-
arine plied her subtlest craft, and fawned
and smiled, and “ murdered whilo she
smiled.”

On the eve of the blackest crime of the
age “ all went merr7 as a marrlaxo Dol
Under the ples of protection the Hugue
nots were lodged in one quarter of I'arle.
around which was drawn a cordan of
guaids. Tho awful eve of St Barthelo-
mew, August 24th, 1572, arrived. The
King sat Iate in the Louvre, pale, trem-
bling, and agitated, his unwomanad
mother urging him to give the signal of
death. * Craven,” she hissed, as tho
cold sweat broko out on his bow. ‘' Be-
gin, then,” ho cried, and a pistol sh.t
rang out on tho sill mixht alr.  Ho
would havo recalled the slgmal, but the
* royal tigress ** reminded him it was too
Jato; and “oven as thoy spoke the bell
of St. Germain I Aaxerrois tolled heavy
and booming through the darkuess,” and
the tocsin of dcath was caught up and
echoed from belfry to belfry over the
slesplog town. Then the parro™ streets
became filled with armed men, shoutlog.
* For God aud the king.” Tho chiet of
the assassing, with threo hunded soldlers.
rushed to the lodgings of the Admiral
Its duors were furced. Coligns, wakefu:
from & recent wound, had heard the
tumult and was at prayer with his chap-
Jain. * 1 havo lopg been prepared to
die,” said the brave old man, “I com-
mend my soul to God.” *Art thou
Coltgny 7" demanded a bravo of Gulse's,
bursting in. *I am,” said the hero soui
The soldiers rushing {n despatched him
with daggors. **Is it done " domanded
Guise, from the courtyard below, It
13 done, my lord,” was the answer, and
they tkrew ths dead bedy from the win-
dow to the stone pavement. By the fit-
ful lght ot a torch, Guise wiped the
blood from tho venerablo face. *“1
know it,” he cried joytully, “it {s he,”
and he spurned the dead body with his
foot, and ordered the hoary hcad to be
smitten off, tbat tho unsexed Medlels
might gloat upon it 10 her boudolr. The
dishonoured body, after belng dragged
for two days through the streets, wgs
hung on & gibbet.

Through the narrvw streets rusaed the
midnight assassins, shouting, “Kili!
kiil! Blood-letting {s good in August.
Death to the Huguenots. Lot not one
escapo.” Candiee burned In all the win-
dows of the Cathollc houses, lightiog the
human hyenas to the work of slaughter
The sign of peace, tho holy croas, was
made th:e assassin’s badge of recognition
Tho Huguenot houses wero marked, and
thelr inmates, men and womepn, maids
and matrons, old age and infancy. were
glven up to indiscrimizato msssacre
For a week the carnival of death con-
tinued. The scenes of slaughter were
repeated till France had im-
molated, in the name o religion.,
100,000 ot her noblest sons.

Throughout Protestant Chris
tendom & thrill of horror curdied
the blood about men’'s hearts.
They looked at their wives and
babes, then clasped them closer
to their breasts, and swore
cternal enmity to Rome. For
once the cold Isongusge of
diplomacy caoght fire and
glowed with the white heat of
indignation. At lendon, Eliza
beih, robed In decpest mourning.
and in & chamber draped with
biack, recelved the Fronch am
bassadur .and Sternly rebuked
this outrage on humanity Ber
munister &t Paria, in the very
focus of gulit and danger, foar-
lezsly deavunced the crime.

Ere loes a dreadfus doom over
took the wretched Charles, the
gulity author, or at lcast jostru-
ment, of thia crime. Within
twenty months ho lay tossing
upon bis death cuuch at Paris
His midoight e.uwbers were
bagnted by hideoua dreams
“ Tho darkncss °~ w0 quctes fro
Froudo—" was poopled  with
ghosts, which were mocking
and mowing at bim, and be
wonld start out of bis slecp to
find bimself in a pool of blood,
blood—ever blood.” The night
he died, his nurse, & Hugucnotl,
heard his scif-accusations, 1
am lost,” he muttered; “Z know
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1t but tso well; I am lost”  Ho sighed,
blessed God that he had left no son to
Inherit his crown and inf«my and passed
to the great tribunal of the skies  The
bloody and deceitful man did not tive out
hailt his days 1o was only twenty-four
when he died

“1 fail to ind,” said Besant, “In any
galtery of warthies fh any country or
any century any other man go truly and
s0 incomparnbly great aa Coligny  The
world 1s forever cunobled life 1s richer.
grander, truer, our common humanity is
elovated and dignificd, because such as he
have )ved and died.”
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SHOOTING STARS.
BY OLIVER C. PAKRINGTON.

Al of you have been out of doors on a
cloudless evening, and have seen a star
apparently fall from fts place fn the sky,
and glide in a long lne of light toward
the horizon.

Perhaps you have wondered, as I used
to do, how long it would be before the
stars would all be gone from the sk),
since one fell so often. I did not then
koow, what I have learned since, that
“ gshooting stars " arec a0t true stars at
all, but only bodies which appear for an
instant, and then disappear forever. Let
us call them meteors, and thus avold con-
founding them with real stars, for the
real stars are as endurlng as anything
In the universe. In common specch,
however, the term metceors s largely con- |-
fined to these shootlng stars which are
very large and bright, and are seen only
now and then  Sluce they do not, how-
ever, differ from the shooting stars in
any important respect, 50 far as we know,

of these bodies fs Indented by fittlo plits
or hollows which look for all ths world
as If the masy had once been soft as a
plece of putty, and some one had pressed
1t with his thumb in many places,

Glory to God.

The fallowing lines of the Quaker poet,
Whittier, written at tho close of the
American war express the sentiment
that flls every heart nt the Prospect of
‘eare

1t 1s done!
Clang of bell and roar of gun
Send the tidings up and down.
How the belfriea rock and reel !
How the great guns, peal on peal,
Fling the Joy from town to town!

Ring, O bella!
Every stroke exulting tells
Of the burial hour of crime.
Loud and long, that all may hear,
Ring for every listening car
Ut Iternity and Time !

Let us kneel . .
Gud's own volce Is in that peal,
And this spot is holy ground.
Lord, forgive us! What are we,
That our eyes this glory see,
That our ears have heard the sound !

loud and long
Lift tho old exulting song:
Sing with Miriam by the gea
He has cast the mighty down ¢ ~

Hurse and rider sink and drown;
He bath trlumphed gloriously

et at Centreville, tho nearest ratlway|

station.

Uncle Timothby had not visited his
brother before sinco the twins were
bablies, and it was an_open secrot that
this rich city uncle, who had no son of
his own, wanted to take ono of his
nephews to educate and traln up in his
business.

“I'm sorry to leave you, boys” said
Mr, Ball, “ but you can get the potatoes
plcked up by slx o'clock, and your play
spell wil have to come some other day.”

“That's all right, father,” answered
Tom, cheerfully.

Joe dug his bare toes into the soft
ground, and sald nothing.

“Oh! by the way, boys” called Mr.
Ball, as ho started off across the fleld,
‘there is a certain potato I meant to
look for. Bring it home it you find 1t."

“What do you s'pose ho meant by
that 7" asked Tom.

“Oh! it was just one of his jokes,"
sald Joe.

“No, he meuut gomething, and I'm go-
ing to find out what, If I can,” said Tom.
“Come on, Joe, let's get at 1t

“Go chass yourself!” answered Joe,
crossly, *I'm hot and tired, and I'm
going to get good and rested beforo I be-
gin again.”

“Well, then, good-bye, lazy-bones, for
we shall have to sprint 1f we finish be-
fora supper-time.”

Several bags were fllled and tied up
before Joo felt rested enough to help, and
even then his work was “steady by
Jerks,” as his brother told him. At last
from Centreville came the faint sound of
the six o'clock whistles,

PRETORIA, LATE CARITAL OF TRE TRANSVAAL.

Ring and swing,
Bells of Joy ! On morning’s wing
Send the song of pralse abroad !
WIith a sound of broken chains
Tell the natlons that He reigns,
Who alone is Lord and God !

A CERTAIN POTATO.
BY UARRIET C. BLISS.

It was a hot day, and Mr. Ball and his
two boys, Tom and Joe, had been digging
t o Now, at noon,

most of the learncd scholars who make
a study of such subjects consider them
the same.

Now, If meteors never came any nearer
the carth than do those which we so often
see, we should know nothing about them
But sometimes onbe of them ts seen to
come directly down to the ground n
makes & bright {ighi as 1t fails some-
times so intense as even to outshine the
sup itself. Someuimes the meteor carries
with it a cloud of smoke, and falls with
a hissing, spluttering noise, throwing out
showers Of sparks as it descends.  Usu-
ally, too, loud reports are heard as i1
passes through the air, as if acrial armtes
wero cannonading onc another. and as
the sound of the conflict dies away, long
rolls of echoing thunder shake the earth,

When the astonished people there-
abouts have recovered from their fright
and hasten to the spot where the meteor
struck the earth. they sometimes find
buried fn the soll—if the soill bas aoy
depth—a plece of stone or metal. often
no larger than & hens egg. but some-
times big chough to weigh scveral hun-
dred pounda.

It 18 usunaily still hot i picked up very
goon after its (all, and {ts surface will
bo found to be covered by a thin crust,
or varnish, made by the melting and
Nowing of its cutstde.

This crust on the stones is usually
black, while the interlor is light gray in
colour, on the pleces of metal it is of a
rusty brown colour and the Interlor of
tho fmsa is nickel white. The surface

all th
they sat under the big chestnut-tree eat-
ing thelr lunch.

*“ It we work smart, we shall get ‘em
pluked up by three o'clock,” satd Tom,

O father! it we do, can wo have the
test of the afternoon to work on our
boat ?* asked Joe.

‘Why, yes, you've been good boys to
stick so closu to thig job, and 1 guess
jou deserve a littie play spell.™

“1 wish we could afford to keep a
man,” grumbled Joe.

“1¢ Jack hadn't got loose that night,
he couldn't have eaten meal enough to
kill himself, and we should have had the
two lundred dollars for him the ‘next
day,” said Tom, “then we should have
had a man this summer.”"

*Yes," sald Mr. Ball, “ Jack made it a
hard year for us; but you boys have
been brave, and wo shall soon be on our

fect again.”
“Who's that c¢limblng over the fence?
he asked, sitting up.
Why, it's Jennle! What &' you

s'pose she wants ' sald Joe.

“I'm afrald something’s wmng at
home,” sald Mr. Ball, anxiously.
** Mother would never send her so far
alono unless It was something import-
ant.”

By this time Jennlo was near enough
for them to seo that sho had 2 letter In
her hand,

Tom ran to meet her, and in a few mo-
ments they knew that .Uncle Timothy
«as coming that very day, and must bo

Joe stralghtened himselt up, and
called :

“Six o'clock, Tom! I'm golng to
quit.”

“Why, we can't quit till the potatoes
are all picked up ” answered Tom, with
one hand on his stiff back.

“Can’t!  What's to hinder, I'd” ltke
to know ?  Father didn't say they'd got
(o be done to-night, and besides they’ll
be home pretty quick now, and Uncle
Timothy ain’t going to catch me looking
like this now, I tell you! First Impres-
slons, you kuow.”

“Ma says he was always awful par-
ticular about his clothes,” admitted Tom,
“but father expected us to finish this
Job. Come omn, Joe,” he added, coaxing-
Iy, " it wen't take long now."

“ No, siree, not it 1 know myself,
going to look out for number one.”

* Good-bye, old plodder,” he called, as
ho climbed the fence. “ You'll be sorry
you didn't come too when you see me
start for the clty.”

I'm

* Wait till you'vo seen the other one,”
was the answer.

*Where's Tom 7" ho asked, turning to
Joe.  *“Why, thero ho is now !” he ex-
clafmed, without walting for an answer
“How Is this, Joe ? Why are you hero
with your clothes changed, and Tom
only just coming homo 7"

“1 thought you'd want mo here to meet
Uncle Timothy,” sald Joe, his face flush-
ing a little under the steady gaze of the
two men,

“Did you do your share of the work 1"
asked his tather sternly.

“1 worked tlil six oclock,” camo the
rather deflant answer.

* Come, James, don't be hard on the
m?: let us seo what the other fellow is

e

And, suiting tha action to the word,
Uncle T!mothy disappeared around the
corner of the house,

Tom had just finished scrubbing head
and hands and feet at the pump in the
yard, and now, In spite of bare feet and
overalls, It was a bright, healthy, good-
naturea looking boy who come to speak
to his uncle,

“Well, young man, why weren't you
here with your brother to meet me ?
Thig Is a cool welcome for an uacle who
only comes onco in fiftcen years.,”

“I know it, uncle,” sald Tom, giving
his hand. “I was dreadfully sorry not
to come up soonor, but I've only just
finished my work."”

* And you never leave your work untfl
it s Onished ? Uncle Timotby asked,
with a quizzicat smile.

“Oh, yes! 1 might it 'twas my owu
work,” laughed Tom.

“Yes,” sald hig uncle, “I see.”

A week later, when Uncle Timothy
started for his Western home, Tom was
the boy who went with him, -

“You see,Joe,” he explained, the night
before they left, *“I want & boy who wili
look after my Interests, one who is wili-
ing to work overtime, it need be, Thc
surest way to advance numbur one in this
world s to forget all about him. Look
out for your father, Joe, and perhap.
your turn will come yet.”

“ Father,” asked Joe one day a week
later, “what did you mean about thay
x;pec’lal potato you wanted us to looh
or 7

“Oh ! laughed Mr. Ball, “ the last onc
was the one I wanted, and Tom founu
{t."—S, S. Times,

The Testimony of the Man Born
Blind.
BY JOBN BAYS.
(John 9. 25.)

He stood before the Sanhedrim;

The scowling Rabbls gazed at him;

He recked not of their praise or blame;
‘There was no fear, there was no shame,
For one upon whose dazzled eyes

‘The whole world poured its vast surprise,
‘The open heaven was far too near,

Hig first day's light too sweet and clea-
To let him waste his new-galned ken
On the hate-clouded face of men.

But still t'hey questioned, “Who art thou™
‘What has thou been? What art then

now ?
Thou art not he who yesterday
Sat here and begged beslide the way,
For he was blind.”

“And I am he,
For I.was blind, but now I gee.”

He told the story o'er and o'er;

It was his full heart’s only lore;

A Prophet on the Sabbath day

Had touched his sightless eyes with ¢ y.
And made him see, who hxd been blind
Thelr words passed by him like the wi. *
Which raves and howls, but cannot shockh
The h d-fath ted rock.

Poor Tom ! He did want the 1
education, and Joe would.certalnly get
ahead of him in his uncle’s favour it he
was neatly dressed, and ready to greet
the travellers.

It was slow work, this picking up
potatoes one at a time. The sun seemed
hotter than ever, it it was near sundowa.

A Tom's were
gloomy, but he kept dravely on, and at
last had the satisfaction of tylng the
last bag, and starting faithful Dobbin
toward home.

The long-expected uncle had just ar-
rived as Dobbin plodded up tho lane,

Tom could see Joe shake hands, and
then jump to get. satchel and umbrella
from the carrlage.

Really the bright, manly-looking fel-
low, {n his best clothes, was o attractive

-that Tom feit surc the choico was made

already,

** Ready-made boys don’t grow on every
bush, but it l1ooks as though you had tho
ono I want right hero,” said Mr. Timothy

Bali quietly to his bLrother.

Thelr threats and fury all went wide;
‘They could not touch his Hebrew pride,
Thelr sneers at Jesus and his band,
Nameless and homeless in the land,
Thielr boasts of Moses and his Lord,
All conld not change him by one wor. -

3
“1 know not what this man may be
Sipaer or salat; but as for me,

Que thing I know—that I am he
v‘/po once was blind, but now I see.”

‘They were all doctors of renown,
‘The great men of 2 famous town,
‘With deep brows, wrinkled, broad, and

-, wise,

Beneath thelr broad phylacteries;

The wisdom of the East was thelrs,

And honour crowned tkeir silver hairs.
The man they Jeered and laughed to scorn
‘Was unlearned, poor, and humbly born;
But ho knew better far than they

‘What came to him that Sabbath day;

And what the Christ had done for-him,
He knew, and not the Sanhedrim, .
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Come, Saviour.
BY M. LOUIS SWART.

ire ovil days aro falling,

While sweet thy volce is calling,

i wou‘lg come, O loving Savlour, unto

[:H

tre sin my heart shall harden,

0 freely grant thy pardon—

«ome, loving Saviour, now, and dwell
with me,

All consclous of my Wweakness,

In lowliness and meckness

1 woulg come, O loving Saviour, unto
thee;

H

Oh, every day and hour,

Bo thou-my gulding powere

Come, loving Saviour, now, and dwell
with me.

May all the hopes I cherish,

May all affections perish,

That separate and sever, Lord, from thee.

O dearer than all other,

Than sister, yen or mother—

Come, loving Saviour, now, and dwell
me.

When bitter tears are welling,

When passion’s tide 18 swelling,

1 would come, O loving Saviour, unto
e,

ee.

By thou my consolatlon,

In gricf and In temptation,

Come, loving Saviour, then, and dwell
with me

1 know that naught can harm me,

it thou, O Lord, doth arm me

With strength tbat cometh only, Lord,
from thee;

9 with thy love protect me,

And by thy word direct me.~

Come, loving Saviour, now, and dwell
with me.

Dorchester, Ont.

Slaying the Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.
CHAPTER VI
ARNOLD STRONG MAKES A DISCOVERY.

“ A more unequal match can hardly be:
Christian must fight an angel; but you

see
The vallant man, by handling sword
and shield,
Doth make him, tho* a dragon, quit
the fleld.”
—Piigrim’s Progress.

The young minjster walked thought-
tully_home from the fisherman's cottage.
The sun was shining bright in a cloud-
less sky: Its rays gllded now the
weather cock on tha church spire, and
now the painted sign above the Maypole,
ever and anon filling the windows of
mansion and cottage with a blaze of
lght. Only the tossing and foaming of
the waves were left to remind one of
the terrible storm. The young man had
no eye for the beauty of the ocean or
beach. His thoughts were busy with the
strange cvents of the day, and especlally
with the words of Tom Kinmnion.

“T can't belleve that Tom is right,”
he said, half aloud. * The peopls will
support temperance principles when they
see the folly of the opposite course. They
bave been trying a license-law for many
years, Surely the effects of this per-
niclous system are already visible.
Phobe sald that Fairport had changed
fneredibly since she came here  Many
young men who then would have been

d to be seen Ing the May-

“ Yans, I reckon we hev,

What d'yer
want o me T

‘The appearance of tho
that the pi ot
the minister was unwelcome.

* Notbing, my friend, cxcept to fnvity
you to attend our church services, and
enlist with us in the temperance cause.*

“ Humph ! was tho only answer from
MacDuff. Secelng that hls presence was
not wanted, Arnold Strong went on his
way, mystified at the recoption he had
received, ** What have I dono that this
man should show such a positive aver-
slon for mo? I fear all is not right.
\Why should he be {rying to hide bebind
those rocks 7 It looks llka foul play,
1 1lke not the face or activns of the man.
I must be on my guard. MacDuff 18 my
fnemy.”

Had the minister looked back he would
have scen a clenched.fist shaken at him
menaciagly, The conclusion which he
had Just reacked was correct. MacDuff
#as hig enemy, .

As he passed the tavern the proprietor
stepped outside and saluted bim.

' Mr, Strong, 1 am very glad to make
your aquaintance, very glad, I am n
regular attendant at your church, as you
probably have notlced, and I enjoy your
préaching very much, very much. Am
afrald Fafrport will not be able to keep
such a growlng young man long. Per-
haps you can find a way to dispose of
this,” slipping a twenty dollar bill Into
the minister’s hand.  *"That will buy
the little wife some notlon,”

Mr. Strong crushed the bill in hig hand.
He read the character of the man before
him, and surinised the motive which
prompted the donation. It was a bribe,
It he accepted it, he would thereby place

swack his lips, and reach out hiw
for the glass,

*Joe knows what's good, don't ho*
tle's a chip of tha old block No more
now, that’s & xood boy. ‘Too much will
make him siek, Go now to your mother
and let her clean you up.”

God pity the helpless babes who leave
thelr mother's arms only to fall a prey to
the dragon Intemperance. How can they
be rescued, when hands, even of parents,
aro reached forth to drag them down to
perdition!  Ye! It may bo that they
shall bo plucked ns brands from the

burning.
(To be continned.}

JESUS AND THE BLIND.

Qur pleture shows how Christ treated
the poor fellows who fined the roads of
Palestine efghteen hundred years ago
Just as they do now. And how did he
treat them 7 Firat, there are some
things ke didn't do: He never laughed
at thelr misery; he did not turn his head
and talk adbout something clso so as not
to sco thelr rags and sores; ho nover
spoke harshiy to them, he gave them no
money, for he had none, he could not
give shelter, for " he had not where to
lay his head.”

Remember this, that the beggars he
helped were not tramps—able-bodied men
who would rather beg than work; they
were poor fellows who were blind or
dumb or impotent or paralyzed cr Jep-
rous, and they must beg or starve. Now
how did he help them ?

It sou will read Luke 18, 35-43, you

wil] see how ho gave slght to Bartimacus.
Luke 5. 12-16, tells how he healed loath-

~JEAUS AND THE BLIND MAN,

himsel? under obligation to tlls wicked
man, to do nothing which would infure
his business. Not for a moment would
he entertain the thought. Looking the
landlord full in the eye, he sald,

“Mr. Chase, I thank you for your
kindly interest In me and for this unex-
pected gift. But 1 think it would be
well at the outset it we understood each
other. I stand on a square temperance
platform. Total abstinence I8 a part of
my religion. For the supremacy of con-

pole, now walk (nto the tavern.in broad
daylight, with no feelings of shame. It
is-dreadful ! A public sentiment must
be created. I hdardly think Tom was

I shall work and
pray. I feel an interest in you, Mr
Chase, and bear you none but kindly
feelings, but 1 hate your busincss.and
it a curse to Fairport. Konow-

right, either, whea ke d that the
chureh would not endorse a thorough
temperance movement. There may be
{ndividuals who will oppose it, but the
church as a body politic must, if it be
built on the Rock of Ages, advance upon
every socfal and moral evil, and crush it
out.”

A sudden creaking in the sand caused
Mr. Stronz to pause in his reveris and
glance around. He saw a man slink-
iog behind the vocks, and endeavouring
not to be seen.  The motlons of the man
wero so pecullar that ho hastened his
steps and came alongside of him.

«Why, MacDufl, is this you? I could
scarcely make you out. I had difficuity
in determining whether it were a man
o beast at a little distance. A terrible
storm we've had ™ .

A scowling face appearcd above the
rocks, a mingled expression of fear and
slike visible in overy feature. In one
tand he held & square package which he
wag endeavouring to hide under his Xer-
sey jacket,

ng now what my principles are, T ‘hardly
think you will care to bestow this money
apon me.  Still, if you will allow me, 1
wili use the same in alleviating the wants
of a poor family, the father of whom
squanders all his earnings in the May-
pole. 1 wish you good-day, sir.”

The landlord’s eyes blazed at thoe un-
expected turn of affairs, and bitlog his
lips with chagrin, he entered the tavern,
muttering, “O0ld fellow, you have flung
down the gauntlet. It is well. I vow
eterpal war upon your temperance prin-
stples.  We'll see which 18 the stronger,
the parson with his cant, or the landiord
with his old Bourhon” With these
words, he drained « glass with cvldent
relish, -

“Me taste, sald a little volce at his
clbow. It was baby Chase who-made
tho request, a chubby toddier scarcely
out of bis mother’s arms. A spoonful
of tht sweetencd dress was put jato the
child's mouth, and the father laughed
long and loud to sea the .ttle fellow

some lepers. Jobn 9 reports what he
did for 2 man who had never seen a ray
of light; and John 6. 1-9, shows his real
pity for a man who had been sick for
thirty-eight years.

‘We find from theso and other Instances
that Jesus pitled beggars, forgave their
sing, and restored their health  And
from his own words we know that he
would have us, who love him and who
call ourselves Christians, care for the

sick, and endeavour by word and deed
to convince 2ll men and women and
children that a loving Christ will forgive
their sins

THE TWENTY.THIRD PSALM.

There {9 no more beautifu) paraphrase
than James Montgomery's version of the
Twenty-third Psalm, beginning,

“The Lord is my Shepherd, no want
shall T know.”

The versipn which we give Lelow will
scarcely compare with it for poetic
beauty, but the clrcumstances
its composition and preservation aro in-

the accompanying letter to s~ English
religious magazine :

“More than sixty years ago 1 was a
very little girl lving among the Lan-
cashire hills with my widowed mother
One day she returned from a visit to re-
latlons in South Yorkshire, Doacaster,
and Sheffield, I think. 6he told me
ghe pald a visit to *the poet Mont-
gomery ' a fact which excited my won
der and-admiration, she said he was a

very old man, and that on his Iast birth-

hands |

needy, comfort the sorrowful, nurse the

of
teresting as given by 3Miss Gelderd, in |

Jdav his little nephew had Tepeated U
him the Twenty-third Psalm. ~ The old
poet was 8o delighted that he prt the
psalm in rhyme to pleare the child, and
my mother repeated the verses to me.
had a memory in thoso days. and
astonlshed her next day by repeating the
Nnes with only one mistake I have
never forgotten them., and never seen
them written, but they may have ap-
peared In print. 8. 1. Gelderd”

The Lord Is my S8hephery, and 1 am hia
thiee]

ieel
His flock he trom want and from Jdanger
doth keep;
In pastures all verdant by night I ablde,
And he chooseth my path whero tho still
waters glide

1t ever 1 wander, a silly sheep roant,
Ho sceks his poor truant and tollows it

home,

Then shows by hia footateps the way 1
should take;

And, u-u: to his promlise, will nover for-
sake

Though through tho dark vatley of death
I should tread,
All darkness before me, tho rocks over-

ead.—~
My shlep!,zenl i3 with me, why fear any
.
His rcd and his staff they sbail comfor:
me sty

My cnemles frown, but they ean do no
m

3

My wants are supplied, and my cup tun-
neth o'er.

Surely guudness and mercy my steps
shall attend,

‘TIN T reach the bright mansions of bliss
without end, .

~Classmate,

Miss Mazjorle—" And how I8 your son
James getting on, Mr Glles *

Glles (whoso son has gone to London
“in service”) “Well to tell ye the
truth, Miss Marji, Olm very troubled
about *Im. Ol 'ad a letter last week, an'
‘e says that "e's livin in a bulldin’® with
*undreds of people in it, an’ it's three
or fowr 'ouscs one on top o t'other. °‘E
says there's a railway carrlago without
an {ngfn’, that goes up the middle o th'
bulldin’, an® the lights s all In bottles.
an’ you turns ‘em on With a tap without
usin’ a loocifer, an"—"

Miss Marjorle— “ But why aro you
troubled about James ¥

Glles—*" Aye, Ol fear ‘o must n' took
to drink. miss !

The Devil of Names,

AND OTHER
Lectures and Sermons
BY THE LATE
REV. J. E. LANCELEY.
. With introduction by
Rev. Joseph Parker, D.D.
Pastor of City Tersple, London, England.
Ao Ricgraphbical Memolr by
Rev. N. Burwash, D.D,, S.T.D.
Chancellor of Victoris Uniyersity, Toronto
-~ 0 N
Logitm T wantt o AnotherThe
Why of Education—Kirjath8ephir—
TPoltroona.
Sermonsg—NonobutTheo ThoNewBong
Cloth, with portrait, $1. postpaid.

The many trienda of Mr. Lanceicy. whoe
feath in the prime of bis viguruus inan
wamens a shock and & “rea sOrrow when
ever he was known, will bo giad 1o know
Lhat ,omo of hus inosd pupulat k:(ure‘i and
two of bis best serinont are 10 Lo published
15 ook torin At & popular nrice. Nisorizin
ality, wit, ‘{,’;‘ t1,::» M]l'{kmg W;l( ho b
proscnting his thouglt, gavo 3Mr
wide popularity as pretc?cr and lecturer

A MANLY BOY.

A Sarfes of Telks
and Tales for Boys
By Rev. Louis Albert Banks, D.D,
Author of “Christ and His Frienda”
*Tweutieth Lentary haighthood,” .
Prica, 60 cents, postpald.

Every In our Hunday-achools shoald
s St Ta red Ihi Lepthts Faty,
acnxiblo tatke Sach topics aa Vi frandy
Puck, Polltenest, Polish, lnvcoum.klm\
oaf, Dont Brag, Doni "u“i' Buck<oit
Ivenom, ctc., ¢te., arc bandicd lu Dr. Banks
bestatyla

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodiss Toos, and Publishing House,
Toronto.

C. W.COATES, . F. HUESTLS,
Moatreal. !S Haﬂ!a.xm
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PLEASANT HOURS,.

mule-back Newspaper readers

will vnlsrstand  the enor-
mous importance of the
ojrrations  of the fleld tele-
graply corps accompanying Gen-
eral Bul'er  through  Natal,
where tho Boers have destroyed
all lines of communtcation. The
meg2ages from Ladysmith and Est-
court arrive elther by plgcon or
by n native messenger who lurks
n the veldt by day and takes
his chances at eluding the
Boer guards at nlght.—Literary
Digest,

Nearly two hundred skilled tele-
sraph operators from tho British
frost Telegraph Department have
& ne to the seat of war in South
Aftia, and bhave been reudering
spricndid service  The YWheatstone
automatic system {8 uscd on the
field of battle, and probably for the
first timo {n the historv of war-
fare. It was worked duplex.
Talegraphergs were under fire for
a whole day at Modder River, and
still sent their messages. Both
oflicla) despatches and press mes-
sages numbering 100000 words
were sent at thils time After the
Magersfontein Lattle the operator

[
A JOINT FOUND NECESSARY,

Tho Blind Man in His Darkness,

1be blind man In his darkness
Bestdo the highway sat;

le heard tho trampling footsteps
Throng to the city gate.

They toid him Christ ~f Nazareth
‘That hour was passing by

And “ Jesus, have thou merey,”
Was then tho bllnd man's cry.

And when the people chid bim,
Still louder cried ho,

0 Jesus, Son of David,
Have mercy upon me.”

U juy ! He stands and calls bim !
O gush of great delight !

Hig pitying words have glven
The blcssed gift of sight.

Wo too bad sat in darkness,
Lost in our sin and care,
\With dlind eyes turned to heaven,
That saw no Saviour there,
It Jesus had not made us
His own by love and grace
Here {n his church to gerve him,
And see at last hig face

Then let us rise and follow,
Since Christ has called us in,
And cast away the garmeots
Ot slothfulness and sin; .
T from our dim dark visfon
Each scale be rent away,
And we behold his glory,
And see the perfect day.

ARMY TELEGRAPH IN S0UTH
ATRICA.

Notwithstanding the cbarge agalnst
the DBritish War Office, made by some
English sclentific journals, that it is
hostilo to sclence and averse to the use
of recent and amproved methods, the
claim is made that the English Army
Telegraph Corps has reached a higher
state of perfection than any similar body.
Although thc corps has not yet used wire-
less telegraphy, and has thereby brought
down on its head the condemnatory ar-
ucles referred to just above, it seems to
he very expert in the ordinary telegraphic
methods. The Electrical Review has an
article on the subject, from wbhich we

quote as follows :
There is uo doubt that the telegraph
battalion of the British regular army is a
wpurbly drilled and trained body of men,
who should show the highest efficioncy.
‘e horses of the mounted corps are es-
peclally tralued for the difficult service
cxpected of them. . The illustrations
showing the mounted nmen are of the
most fauterest. It will be seen that the
ruder stands en the back of his horse to
attach the wire to the lance-liko pole,
whose sharp end is driven in the earth,
while another {llustration shows one of
the well-traised horses standing on wire
recls in order tu ga:n the necessary height
for his nider to make a Juiut in the
wire."

\ve are tnid thet {n the Dunguia expedi
tion of 1896 the battallon kept up with
the troops on the marc,, aaq that a
telegraph bad bLeen laid 0 cach camp by
the Umo the trcops had eswablished
ihemselves in it.  The wire was carried
tn reels on camels backs. In South
Africa the wire is carried in the usual
way on light-whecled reeia or on

~

sent despatches at the rate of 200
words per minute, according to the
New York Sun, from which we de-
rive our Information A tape, of course,
was prepared by punchers {n advance.—
Sclentiflc American.

LESSON NOTES.

" THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN TRE LIFE OF JESUS,

LESSON VHII.—AUGUST 19.
THE MAN BORN BLIND.
John 9. 1-17. Memory verses, 4-7.

. GOLDEN TEXT.

One thing 1 know, that, whereas I was
blind, now I see—~—John 9. 25.

OUTLINE

1. “Who did’ sin, this man, or his
parenta 7" V. 1-3,

2. “1 must work the works of him
that sent me,” v, 4-7.

3. “How were thine eyes opened 2
v. 8-12, .

4. “"How can a man that is a sinner
do such miracles ?** v, 13-17,

Time.—A Sabbath day in the fall or
early winter of A.D. 29,

Placo.—Jerusalem, and especlally the
rool of Siloam,

i
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BLIND BEGGAR, JRRUSALEM,

LESSON HELPS.

1. * He saw - He earnestly gazed, ua-
til his disciples noticed his interest in
the blind man. ** From: his birth "—Ye
probably repeated this sad fact over and
over In & monuluRous whine. Blind
beggars in our uwn great cities nearly
always, by painted sign or by thelr own
words, tell passers-by how they came to
be blind.

2. *Who did sin "—The Jews gener-
ally believed that all special afflicdoas

y were divine punishments for special sins.

Modern people ofteu make the same as-
sumption. “ This man, or his parents ™
~-As it they had said, “ What is the ex-
planativn—the man's own sin? That

1npnot be, for he was born
Adind. s he then punished for
s parents’ sin 1

3. “ Noither hath this man
sinned "—That 1s, nor sinned in
any peculirr way calling for the
punishment of blindness; he was
a sloner only as we all are.
"“But that”—In order that.
“The works of God*”—The
miracles which Jesus was con-
stantly doing, and ono of which
lic proposed now to do. This
poor blind man should become
a voucher for the dlvinity of
Jesus.

4, “I must work"—Botter,
* Weo must work;” tle duty 15 as 7 -
imperative on the dlsciples as A
on tho Master, * Night cometh * A \ —
~Josus meens death is coming |~ ¥\ %)
to all. —

6. “Spat . . clay”~It wasa T =
current fdea of tho Jows that * N
both saliva and clay had curative o~ s ey -
qualities, Jesus used them as
means at hand. - TR T T -~

7. “ Wash in the pool"—Wash PaeFIhaliholh |’ B heeual -
oft tho «clay Into the pool. - BN || A Ry -
* Which s bg fnterpretation, - .
Sent "—Or, sendlng; that is, out- P N s B o=l
lot of waters.  “ The poo} by its e R R T =il
very name was & symbol of him e S i—

who was sent into the world to
work the works of God, and give
light to the world by providing
a fountain in which not only all unclean-
ness {8 washed away, but all ignorance
and blindness of heart.”—Abbott.

8. “He that sat and bogged ~—He was
well known in the streets,

9. “I am he”—Thero were many things
about this poor man's healing which he
did not understand, but he could say,
“One thing I know, I was blind, now I
see.”

10. ‘How were thine eyes opened’'’—
Persong]l experience slways has an in-
terest to men, whether it be in the phy-
sical or the gpiritual life,

1i. * He answered and sald "—He told
a stralghtforward, simple story, from
which all cross-examination of the rulers
could not make him swerve,

12. “Where {8 he'—Either that thoy
might eatisfy a natural curlosity to see
one who could do such a work, or that
they might arrest him as a Sabbati-
breaker.

18. “They bdbrought to the Pharisees
him that aforetime wag blind "’~—These
friends and nelghbours were perhaps
well-meaning people, not intending to
make mischief, but they are going the
way to make it.

14. “It was the Sabbath ¢é=y when
Jeaus made the clay “—The curing {tself
may not have been a breach of the Sab-

b

bath, but making tiue clay was, accord-
ing to the rabbins,
16. “ This man is not of God, because "
—The trutk of the miracle is granted.
17. “He is a prophet »—According to
3 Jewish maxfm a prophet might dis-
gelt:;e with the observance of the Sab-
ath.

HOME READINGS.

M. The man born blind.—John 9. 1-17.
Tu. “Qae thing I know "—John 9. 18-29.
W. The eye of fa'th —John 9. 30-41.
Th. The Lealing touch —Mark 8. 22-26.
F. Blinded minds.—2 Cor. 4, 1-7.

S. Sceing the Invisible.—2 Kings 6.8-17.

PUTITING UP A WIRE.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. “Who did sin, this man, or hig par-
ents 7 v, 1-3.
Where had Jesus and his disciples
bheen ?
Whom did they s¢e on the way ?
‘What question did the disciples ask of.’
Jesus ?

How did the Jews regard personal
Infirmity ? .

Does sin ever bring its own pumish-
mept ¢ -

‘What was Christ’s answer ?

‘What did he do ? i

‘What is the meaning of Siloam ?

How did the Jews regard the Pool of
Siloam ? .
2, “1 must work the works of him that

sent me,” v. 4-7,

How was ‘, God made manifest” in the
blind beggar ? .

Is there anything too mean or lowly
to glority God ?

What lesson may be drawn from the
man’s ready obadfence ?

‘What is the cure for spiritual blind-
ness ?

What is the use of miracleg ?

Do we nesd them in these days ?

What Jdid Christ say of himself.
Verse 5.

In what did he come to-bring light ?

‘What {s here meant by night ?
3.« H{)w were thine eyes opened ?” v.

8-12.

What was the result of the beggar's
visit to Siloam ?

Would he have rc.eived the blessing
it 'ho had not obeyed ?

What effect had this upen hfs nelgh-
bours and others ? .

How did they questfon him 2

How dld his answer proclaim the
divinity of Christ ?

Suw. Spiritual discernment.—1 Cor. 2. 7-16.
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