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STANLEY'S JOURNEY king embraced its tench.
tuga, and as his teacher

AQROS8 AFRICA. Jeparted satd to hitm, “ 1

b am ltke a man sitting in

The Egyptian sphinx
f{s the true emblem of
the land of the Nile.
Afrlea I8 the riddle of the
ages. Irom the time of
Herodotus to the timo of
Stanloy, its geographical
problems have engaged
tho eager interest of tho
world,. To no one has
ft bcen permitted to do
more to solve the mys-
terics of the Nile, the
Nyanza, and the Congo
than to the gallant
Welsh explorer who has
penelrated the very heart
of the ** Dark Continent,”
and traversed {its vast
breadtk from sea to sea.
The narrative of his
herofc adventures is one
of the most fascinating
books af travel ever writ-
ten. The deeds of daring
of the mcn of Anglo-
Saxon blood who braved
the perils of that terrible
Journey make wus feel
that the gallant exploits
by s8ea of Drake angd
F'robisher, and the Eliza-
bethan heroes who car-
ried the name and fame
of England to the ends
of the earth, are more
than paralleled on land by the bravery
and endurance of these African explorers.

It i a remarkable illustration of the
influcnce of modern journalism that the
expenses of Stanley’s successive African
expeditions were defrayed, not by kings
or governments, but by two great news-
papers, the London Telegraph and the
New York Herald.

. Stanley won his first laurels by his dis-
covery and relief of Livingstone, He
then almost lost his life by African fever.
Nevertheleys, on the death of that in-
trepid missionary explorer, he eagerly
proffered his services to complete, it pos-
sible, nhis unfinished work. With a
rorce of three hundred and fifty-two native
followers and three English attendants,
bearing eight tons of cloth, beads, wire,
and other supplies, he left the Zanzibar
coast November 17tu, 1874. An import-
ant part of the outfit was the Lady Alice,
a London cedar-built boat, forty feet
long, six feet beam, carried in ten sec-
tions by forty men. They piunged bold-
1y into the wilderness. They were de-
stined to encounter unnumbered perils,
under which two-thirds of the party were
to berish, and the rest to be reduced to
tho last extremity of privation. Within
a few days the expedition became lost
in a pathless jungle, through which it
had to steer its course by the compass.
Five men hecame lost, and were never

AT THE LAYDIXG-PLACK.-OF X0088X,

vrewe -

BURYING THRE DEAD IN HOSTILE TURU-~-VIEW O¥ THK CAMP,

seen again. Famine was imminent. Six
men died, and thirty were {ll.

Stanley pays a noble tribute to his
IBaglish attendants. * Though i1l from
fever and dysentery, insnited by natives,
marching under heat and rain-storms,
they at all times pro-ed themselves of
noble, manly natures; stout-hearted,

" brave, and—better than all—true Chris-

tians. Unrepiningly they bore their
hard fate and worse fare; resignedly
they endured their arduous toils and
cheerfully performed~ their allotted

duties.”” Alas! not one of them re-
turned. Edward Pocock fell U of
typheid fever in Jaunuary, 1875. The

dying man was borne through the jungle
in a hammock, and after four days’ ill-
ness breathed his last. He¢ wasg burled
beneath an sacacla tree. Hig brother
read the burial service over his body.
He carved a cross above his grave, and
the little army passed on.

Stanley soon found himself in a hostlle
country. His camp was attacked, and
he was obliged, in self-defence, to fight.
Twenty-one of his followers were killed.
In less than three months he lost over
one-third of his little army.

One of the most important cvents of
the expedition was the

CIRCUNNAVIGATION OF THE VICTORIA NYANZA,

This he accomplished in fifty-eight
days, saillngin
that time a
thousand mnifles,
While skirting
the lake, they
were tnvited
ashore at Bum-
bireh by a
crowd of appar-
antly friendly
natives. Asthe
boat touched
the bheach the
natives seized
it and bore it
high and ‘ry
upon the sk e,
 Then,” s.ys8
Stanley, ‘“‘en-
sued a scene
which beggared
desgcription,
Pandemonium
raged around
us, A forest
of spears were
levelled, thirty
ar forty bows
Were taut, as

many barbed arrows seemed already on
the wing; thick, knotty clubs waved over
our heads; two hundred screaming Llack
demons jostled with each other and
struggled for an oppertunity to deliver
one crushing blow or thrust at us.”

Stanley offered beads and cloth, and
sought to pacify them. For a short
time he succeeded. But there was mur-
der in their eyes, and he almost gave up
all hope of escape. The natives carrled
off their oars and left the boat party al-
most lelpless.

Three hundred warrlors now mer-
shalled on the height above the boat.
“Push, my boys; push for your lives,”
shouted the leader, and the Lady Alice
shot into the water, pursued by the
hordes of yelling savages. Tearing up
the seats, the oarsmen paddled with all
thelr might. Their peril was increased
by the attack of two large hippopotami.
The savages manned thelr canoes for
pursuit, but Stanley kept them at bay
with his elephant rifiec. Al night the
boat craw drifted on the stormy lake. In
seventy-six hours of arduous toil they
had ouly four bananas among twelve
men, Such are some of the incidents
of African exploration.

One of the most extraordinary episodes
of the expedition was the visit to King
Mtesa. Stanley found a monarch ruling
over 2,000,000 of subjects. He was re-
celved by three
thousand well-
armed body-
guards, The capi-
tal was a strong-
ly-built town, ap-
proached by =2
brord and well-
kopt avenue
Stanley found his
sable majegty
very docile, and
endeavoured to
convert him tc
Christianity. The
king caused the
Ten Command-
ments, the Lord's
Prayer, and the
Golden Rule to
be written on a

board for his
dally perusal.
Stanley translat-
ed for bim the
Gospel of St
Luke and san
abridgment of

the Bible. The

darkness.  All 1 nsk s
that T may Ubo taught
how tu sce, and ! ahall

continue a  Christlan
while 1 live.” e an-
nounced his  determina-

tion to build a church,
and do all he could to
promole (ha religlon of
the Bible. *Oh! that
soms plous, practical
misglonary  would como
here,” cxeiaims tho ex-

plorer. “\What a field
and harvest ripe for the
sleklo  of  civilization !

Where i3 thero in all the
pagan world a more pro-
mising fleld for a mission
than Uganda ? I speak
to tho Univeraiiles Mis-
sion at Zanzibar and the
Freo Methodists at Mone-
basa,—to the leading
philanthropists and plous
people ot England. Here.
gentlermen, is  your op-
portunity.—embrace it
The people on the shores
ot the Nysnza cull upon
you, OQbey your o' »n
generous  instnets  and
listen to them, and I as-
sure you that in one year
you witil have more con-
verts to Christianity than
all other missionaries
united can number.” In
responge to this appeal. & miasslan has
already been planted in tha kingdom of
Mtesa.

Some idea of the power of King Mtesa
may be gained from the fact that o was
able to bring into war a fieet of 230 large
boats, carrying several howitzers, which
wero well served in artion, and manned
by 16,000 warriors, many of them armed
with European guns.

On the march Stanley himself always
led the column, and encountered the
brunt of the danger and toil. One of
his English companions, o long as they
Hved, took command of the rear-gusrd.
The burden bearers occupled the centre.
The multifarious necessaries of the ex-
pedition, consisting chiefly of rolis of
cloth, bales of heads, colls of copper wire,
and other materlal for trading with the
natives, were made up into parcels of
sixty pounds cach. The shronometers and
scientific instruments, medicines, am-
munition, note-books. photographic ap-
paratus, negatives, and more preclous
articles were made up into smaller par-
cels and committed to the care of es-
pecially trusty carriers  The expedition
was well armed with Snider rifles, which
it unfortunately was competled to use {n
self-defence only too frequently A con-
siderable proportion of the arms became
lost by the upsetting of tho boats in the
rapids before the expedition reached the

ARAB SLAVE-TRADRAS.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

and p some other loncly lad

Allantic it sito
tribes well armed with Kuropean wea-
pons, obtalned from Portugueso traders
Btanley's greatest and most Important
exuloit was the descent of the Congo
River, for a thousand miles, to the At-
lantic Ocean. It was a task of Incredible
foll and danger  IHis llttle army was {o-
creased durtrg part of the time to nearly
nino hundred, by tho addstion of seven
hundred  Arabs and camp followers.
They had to run the gauntict of canaibal
tribes and  peruous  cowracts.  The
Lady Altco was launched. and a fleet of
twenty-two Iarge boats giided down the
river {0 seck ' the unknowr 1ho cap-
ture of these canoes 18 a st.rring story,
but too long o tedl.  Severwy-four falis
or cataracts wero passed.  Iheso they
wero compelled to pass by portages, often
in the face of infurizto bands of savages.
Sume of these purtagea were threo miles
through a trupical Jungte, with an asient
of fiftecn hundred feet.  One took threo
days and threo mights incessant labuvur

16 overcume—sume wurking while uthers )

sitit—a watchful fue meanwhiio lurking
in tho furest, thirsuing for their bluod,
hungering for their ficsh.
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POINTED, POTENT, PRACTICAL.

‘The substance of this keen Mttlo stery
has been in many papers It is worthy
of belng passed on A minlster who had
been an cxpert whistler when a boy,
came out of a hotel one day whistling

1
[}

may be made braver and truer by the
story of Harold Marston.

I well remembor the day he came
among us, a shy little iad, acarce look-
ng his twelve summers, with s alight
form, sweet, grave face and wonderful
baio of short goiden hair How we all
laughed when wo saw him, yet very
shamo kept us from bubiying him as we
aid every ono else. Mot that Haroid
Marstun was a coward. U no!  Uften
and often has ho stoud against the
whule sthuol and fought a buy duuble
his stze to prevent injustico or to save a
pour dumb animal from pain.  Weo pone
of us koew his story, 8ave that ho nas
an orphan, and Harold never spoke of
himseif, only sometimes when tho buys
sang  Dulco Domum,’ havo I scen thuse
dreamy gray eyes of his flll with tears,
and haif suspected all was zot well,
thuagh thoe depth of lonelinesa he hid
beneath s bnight, cheery manner |
unever gueassed,

Why ho chuso me, Wilfred Northing-
ford, as a chum I know not, for I was
the scapegraco of the school, and five
years his senlor, yet between us there
existed the frlendship that comes but
once In a litetime.

Wo did not understand him at all, he
was usualiy so shy and quiet, and at
the time of the great Armadn wo were

Hal  “I am always {n uxo way, and his
home Is not Dulce Domum.”

As ho spoka It flashed upon me that
hero was tho reason of certaln black
brulses and hours of pain Harold had en-
dured, unknown by all save me, and I
clenched my hands viclously at the
thought of the man who would strike &
ittlo 1ad fike that, But Harold spoko
apain, and there was a strango hopo In
his volco. ‘I shall reach it at last,
Witl, when my work ts done, and it will
be Duice Domum ' then, such a 'Dulce
Dbomum as I never even dreamed of be-
fore, and something scems to tell me
that you will be great, Will, and will
teach people to livo nobly.”

1 teach pecople!" I oxclaimed. 1
(«.nt not, Hai, I am not good, iike you.

“Q Wi, you are; you are brave and
good. You will never bo a cowaru, and
you wlil ever flght for the right, and
you wiil conquer as I could never do,”
said Hal with strango persistency.

You must not t .x thic way, Hal," 1
8aid, rather huskily. " You must help
me to gruw goud, and we will fight for
tho right logemcr. and together wo will
have *Dulce Domar.'"

* Yes, some day we wlll have ' Dulee
Domum" together,” said Harold, and I
marvelled at tho happy 1ight in his face.

“Hark, Hel,” I sald, “therc strikes
the curfew, and even now I un hear the
tramp of the guard, we must go.

“ Hush, Wilfred! What was that 7"

the more at his b

O Will,” he said, eagerly, one day,
“if 1 wore only strong cnough to fight
oven one baftle for my Queen and coun-
try! It would almust cuntent one to
die, I one died a hero.”

“"Fi8 not so casy to dic, 1ad,” sald
Giles Coleburn, an unpopular boy, and
one of the bullles of tho school. “Ill
warrant it I8 for reward and glory that
you wish to fight. I have no patlence
with boasters.”

“*Tis for Queen and country,” crled
Harold, eagerly. * 1t weould not matter
about aught else, reward or none, it one’s
life gaved hers.”

“Pshaw " said Giles, tauntingly.
**Easy enough to boast of what one
could do when one Is too small to per-
form. Mark me, Marston, it the oppor-
tunity should come you would bo the first
to fail. A boaster is always a coward I"
.- Stop that, Glles,” I began, hotly, but
Harold checked me.

“Como on, WHI, he's not werth mind-
Ing, and maybe I might turn coward at
the critlcal moment, as ho says.”

It was a summer evening, and all Win-
chester was rejoicing. Bells pealed from
overy belfry, flags waved from every
house, for tbte Great Armada was de-
{enled and Queen Elzabeth was in the
own.

The school was In the wildest excite-
ment; hither and thither rushed masters
and boys, reckless of everything In the
generzl confusipn; and no wonder, for at
curfew Queen Elizabeth herself was com-
ing to hear * Dulce Domum,” our famous

®»
]

ng

Tired, at length, Harold and I slipped
away to the deserted corner of the quad-
rangle by the postern door Never shall
I forget the beauty of that evening as
lho setting sun llghuzd up the school,

quite low. A little boy at pilay in the
yard, hearing him, “Is that
tho best you can whistlo?” *No,” re-

plied the minister  * Can you beat it
‘The boy sald he could, and tho minister
added : * Well, let's bear you" There-
upon tho little fellow gave a sample of
his best skill and then insisted that the
minister should try again He did so,
with much of his boyhood vim. He ad-
mitted it was good whistling, and as he
started away, tho small lad with high
tdeals sald - “ Well, §f you can whistle
better, what wero you whistling ke that
for 7"  Strikingly sensible and sugges-
tive is this sharp question. How It re-
bukes ail slovenly, slipshod laziness in
the performance of any worthy task'
What i8 worth doing is worth doing in
tho best way. It this intensely practical
lesson were heeded by our young people,
how much it might add to their growth
and influence!  Athietes heed it. Fail-
ing only & few times to do their best,
gives the champlonship to another

‘Whatsoever thy hand nndexh to do, do
it with thy might, aad “ do it heartlly
as unto the Lord."

“DULCE DOMUM."—-"SWEET EOME."
A Story or Wixcursrer Scnoor.
BY IVY M BOLTON

His namo is not writcen in the records
of tho great, or his life told among those
of Englands heroes, yet a truer hero
never lived than our -~ little Iad,” tho
youngost and frallest of us rough boys
at Winchester.  So 1. his friend, write
this chronicio that aii tho boys of Win-
chester may learn to honour bis nams

on the gray old clelsters and
the oak trces, making the shadows fall
in deoper contrast on the velvety turf,
while as we looked through the half-
opened postern, the whole town, with the
stately cathedral in the midst like some
guardian spirit, scemed bathed in rosy
glow  But the most unearthly thing of
all was Harold's face as he sat there In
the sunlight, with such a depth of wist-
ful longing In his eyes that it almost
frightened me.

“Hal," 1 said at last, “what Is the
matter with you to-night? You are
moro stupid than uu owl, staring Intc
vacancy as if you were moon-struck
let us go in, they wiil begin ‘ Domum*
in a few minutes, and then hurrah for
Good Queen Bess. *

Harold laughed. "I am giad she 13
coming,” he sald, “ perhaps sho may
notice you, Wim'ed and make you great
and famous, as we have 50 often
planned.”

Of ali dreamers, Hal, you are the
worst, " 1 exclaimed. “ Now I prophesy
something very different. The Queen
wiil bo much more llkely to notice your
yellow curls and geperal moon-struck ap-
pearance, and when I am a poor scholar
at Cambridge, you will be a great man
of the Cotre”

“1 should rather you were famous,”
said Hal, rather wistluily, I care not
for the Court. I could not make it bet-
ter, as you could, ‘tis only home I want.
0 Will, I do long for it 30 when we sing,
Dulce Domum.  You all have homes
but mc, and I am asi alone since mother
died  Nobody wants me.

“ You have your unde,” I said.

“Ho does ot waot mo, responded

P Hal,

*“ Aro all hero ?* gald a gruff voice on
the other side of the high stone wall,

“ Al),” replled another voice, in a dis-
unctly foreign accent. * Moreover, the
Queen rides with but five guards to-
night, and we can surely rush in and
overpower them., The Armada may be
lost, but its obfect I8 yet to be gained.
A dagger's polat to-right will more than
retrieve that calam t,.”,

I stood stunned at the words,

“ Hal, Hal, what shall we do ' T whis-
pered. *“'TIs a plot to murder the
Queen, and they will klll us 1t wo try to
warn her. Let us tell the master.”

Harold’'s face was pale but resolute.
*Therd's no time for that! She Is al-
most here mow. I will warn her,” and
before I had time to collect my thoughts,
Hal had dashed out through the open
gate.  Swiftly he ran, as a hoarse cry
warned him he was dlscovered; a sharp
arrow plerced his side, yet still he rushed
on, on.

The Queen was safe! Her stately
composure was hardly stirred; her face,
calm and unperturbed.  She stood In
the entrance hall of the school looking
around at the knots of frightened boys,
quleting them almost by her very look.

Then as a little group near the great
west window attracted her attention she
swiftly crossed the room to where I and
the headmaster bent over Harold Mars-
ton. Her proud face softened, and
koeellng beside the window seat, she
rested the boy’s fair head agalnst her
shoulder. But Harold never stirred.

“Is he dead ?” asked the Queen.

“Nay, madam,” sald the grave head-
master, “but he is sorely wounded, and
can scarce live long.”

Just then the great eyes opened, and
Harold looked around. * Where am 12"
e asked feebly. Then, catching sight
of me, *Oh, Will, I have bad such a
strange dream. I saw you great and
famous, for the Queen had taken you to
Court, and they said it was all through
me!” Then a troubled look came lnw
tis face. “ Oh, I remember now !
Queen was hurt. O Wiltred, wul n
never come true—my dream? Will she
never make you great 2"

~ Little 1ad,” said the Quecn, and her
proud volce trembled, * tae Queen lives,
for you bave saved her, and will do
whatover you desire.”

“1 saved the Queen{” cried Harold,
bis whole face alight with joy, “then I
teally did serve her, though I am too
small to fight, and I am not a coward,
after all.”

There was a sob-and Giles flung him-
3elt beside Harold. “Oh, Halt! Hat!
forgive me,” he sobbed; *“that I ever
cailed you a coward; you who are braver
than us ail”

“ Don’t cry, Giles,” said Harold, rather
wonderiugly, “It is all past and for-
gotten now,” and as Glles gobbed the
more. * Be kind to him, Will, tell hun
I did not mind.”

1 threw my arm about Giles, and
Harold spoke again. “*Oh, WIIL; it's
uke a dream, all i well now—only—
mako Will great—promise to help him
to bo great. Oh, promise.”

“ 1 promise, little 1ad,” sald the Queen,
amid her falling tears, as she kissed the
broad, whito brow. “ Yet is there noth~

ing you desire for yourself ? Nothing ?” |-

nly ‘' Dulce -Domum,’ ” said Harold,

Queen's arms. ‘1t [s all as I wished,”
he whispered; 1 only wanted to serve
you, to dle for you."

‘The Queen sobbed and Xissed him

n.
s't“l\‘o one has kissed me liko' that since
mother died,” he said, raising Lis eyes
tull of lovlns reverence to hers.
Then suddenly a great I'ght came Into
his face, and ralslng himsel! he atretched
out his arms.

*“Oh, Domum, Domum, Dulce Domum™
ho cried joyously

‘The sunlight streamed in the old west
window bathing the stiil form and happy
face of our little lad In golden glory, and
as tho falr head rested once more on the
Queen's shoulder we knew that Harold
was indeed at home Union Signal

—

The Children's Hour.
BY LONGPETLOW,
Between the dark and the daylight,
When the night is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day s occapations,
That 18 known as the Childrens Hour.

I hear in the chamber above me,
The patter of little feet,

‘The sound of a door that 13 opened,
And volces soft and sweet.

A whisper, and then a silences
Yet I know by their merry eyes,
They are plotting and planning together
To take me by surprise.

A sudden rush from the stalrway,
A sudden rald from the hall!

By three doors left unguarded,
They enter my castle-wall.

They climb up Inte my turret,
O'er the arms and back uf my chalr;
It I try to escape, they surround me,
They seem to be everywhere.

They almost devour me with kisses,
Their arms around mo entwine,

Till 1 think of the bishop ot Bingen
In his mouse-tower on the Rhine!

Do you think, O blue-cyed banditti,
Because you have scaled the wall, _
Such an old moustache 83 I am
Is not enough for you all ?

I have you fast in my fortress,
And will not let you depart,

But put you down in the dungeon
In the round-tower of my heart.

And there I will keep you forever,
Yes, forever and a day,
Till the walls shall crumble to rule,
And moulder in dust away.
—Longtellow.

THE DOLDRUMS,

An equatorizl region of clouds, calms,
and bafing winds, so much feared by
seafarlng people, is called doldrums. It
Is one of the most oppressive and-dig:
agreeable parts of the ocean. Through
it emigrant ships from Europe to Aus-
tralia have to pass, Sometimes they
are tossed about therein for weeks,
when persons of dellcate constitutlon
suffer greatly, and nul. lntrequenuy
death ensues. So many voyagers
‘been burled in the doldrums that it hn
come to be a dreaded watery graveyard
on the way to golden Australia. Do we
not all encounter similar reglons f{n our
life voyage? Bafiing winds, counter
currents, oppressive calms, checking,
whlrllng. diverting our ‘barques until we

qd h with
Re-
only a
cloudy belt and may soon be passed
Beyond this belt s the golden land of
such spiritual riches as wili be ample re-
ward for any sacrifico required It Is
even possible to live in such close touch
with Christ that there will be no dol-
drums Iin your experience. Claim by
faith all that is offered you in our glori-
ous Gospel.

our m““rteh to make any headwny!

WHAT REPENTANCE I8,

A gentleman once asked a Sunday-
school what was meant by the word re-
pentance. A little boy raised his hand,

“Well, what Is it, my 1ad 2,

“ Belng sorry for your llns,” was the

A mué girl on the back seat ralsed her

hand. N

“Well, my little girl, what do you
think 7" asked the gentloman.

“ I think,” satd the child, “it's deing
soTTY enoush to. quit.”

‘That is just where so many people fall,
They-are sorry enough.at the time, bug

O
scfily. He lay-back contentedly In the

_not s0r7y enough to qult.
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The Your Big Brooms.
BY MARY BAILING STRERT.

* Oh, mother, why does the big wind blow,
And rattle the window-pane ?

It I close my eyes to sleep just go,
It wakes mo up again;

1t I hide my head beneath the spread,
You speak so soft and low

That I cannot hear what you have sald,
Oh, why does the big wind blow ?*

" Let us play, my darling, a merry play,
The winds are four big brooms,

That sweep the world on a windy day,
As Mary sweeps our rooms.

The south wind 18 the parlour brush,
That sweeps in a quiet way,

But the north wind comes with roar and

rush

On the world-wide sweeping day.

* Like Mary sweeping the halls and stalrs
Is the work of the good west hooom,
And the sweetest odours, the softest alrs,

Float vver the world's wide room.
But to-night tho broom from the cast is
here,
And with it comes the rain,
Like John when he brushes the porch,
my dear,
And hoses the window-pane.”

The little boy laughed and cuddled close
In his varm and downy bed,

*1 hear the broom and I hear the hose,
And I like them both,” he sald.

And so, though the rain may pelt away,
And the big wind loudly roar,

He remembers the wide world’s swecep-

ing day,
Ard thinks of the big brooms four,
~—Youth's Companlion.

Slaying the Dragon.

BY MRS. D. 0. CLARK.

CHAPTER 1.

THE DRAGON STALKS ABROAD.

Fairport-by-the-Sea was a veritable
garden of Eden., Every gardea of Eden
has its serpent. Fairport was no ox-
ception; and although in every sense of
the word an earthly paradise, the trafl
of the serpent was visible to even the
most casual observer. The curse of this
village was the Aaypole Tavern. When
this nuisance sprang into existence it
wag dignified by the name of restaurant,
and for a time its true nature was hid-
den. But all disguises had long ago
been discarded, and the Maypole ap-
peared in its real character, a drinking
and gambling place. Sad to relate, the
place continued to be well patronized.

When times were bard and mouney
scarce, Landlord Merton's business con-
tinued brisk, and his coffers were rapldly
filling with the price of men's souls.
His best customers were the fishermen.
Fairport was a seaport town, and g part
of the community was composed of sail-
ors and filshermen. In the spring and
summer large numbers of these men went
out in fishing vessels for a longer cr
shorter cruise, ag the case might be. In
the wintcr the majority of them remained
at home and spent time and money at
the Maypole, loafing about.the fire and
spinning long yarns,

There was Rast Dow, an industrious
mechanic when he brought his wife
Phoebe from her English home and set-
tled In Fairport. Three happy years
passed, and then came the terrible war-
fare with the dragon intemperance. The
Maypole sprang into exiatence, and from
that time Dow was a cbanged man. He
frequented the tavern dafly, neglected
his work, aid was diecharged by his em-
ployers. He became a fisherman, and
hired a poor cottage at the Cove for his
family. His son Jamie inherited a love
for liquor, and young manhood found
him a drunkard. The case of Erastus
Dow serves as an illustration of the
havoc which the tavern made among the
fishermen. There were Peter MacDuft,
Tom Kinmon, Tyler Matthews, Tom Bar-
ton, and a host-of others following hard
{n the same downward path, It is no
wonder that the fishermen’s wives hated
Landlord Merton and cursed his terrible
trafiic, = .

Opposite the Maypole, and in striking
contrast to it in its aims, was a smail
church which had Jong been struggling
for existence. It was small in numbers,
poor financially, and wholly under the
influence of one man, Judge Seabury.
He was Judze of the Supreme Court at
Salem, and was a wealthy, aristocratic
man. He owned all that part of the
village of Fairport occupled by the fisher-
mesn and their familics, and he was a

Nt e

et oy [ R TS XA

man who used hla power with iren hand
He did not consider the people at the
Cove worth any attention, and was op-
posed to having schools established for
thelr benefit.

“What can youn teach such animals ¥
he asked contemptuously, when good
Deacon Ray pleaded with him to assist,
pecunlarily in ssach an onterprise.  The,
fishermen hated the man, but dared not
speak agalnst him outside, knowing he,
had the power to turn them out of doors
Moreover, they were nnxtuus to be em-
ployed by him when he fitted vut ex-
peditions to the Banks, or the Bay of,
St. Lawrence, or the West Indies, which
he frequently did. {

Tue Judge was not a member of the
church, but of the parish, and this
method of church polity, which has
proved disastrous in go many country
churches, wrought evil in the church at
Falrpurt.  The Judgoe dictated, and the
church submitted. It anything was done
contrary to his wishes, he threatened to
witbdraw his support. He had settled |
his bruther-in-law, the Reverend Phlneas.
Felton, over this little church, partly be-
cause he wished the reins in his own
hands, and partly because the reverend
gentleman was a man after his own
heart.

Mr. Felton was a type of a glass of
ministers not uncommon fifty years ago
He imbibed the social tendencies of his
English ancestors, and enjoyed a glass of
wino as thoroughly as did his kinsman,
Judgo Seabury. Indeed, when the tem-
perance question began to be agitated,
he declared the movement to be a speci-
men of ** bald fanaticism,” and the propa-
gators “ lunatics.” He considered it to
be an infringement upon his moral
liberty. It was dictating ns to what he,
in matters of conscience, should do—~a
right which be, at least, would not yleld
to any man or class of men, He there-
fore held his position with the same
dogged tenacity with which he held the
five points of Calvinism, and boldly de-
nounced total abstinence as a subterfuge
of the arch-enemy, and the pledge sys-
tem a8 & llbel on ona's manliness and
strength of character.

To be sure, he deplored the fact that
the Maypole attracted so much patronage,
and pitied thcse who Wwere so weak
morally that they could not drink just
enough and no more, DBut he made
no attempt to battle against this rapldly
growlng evil of intemperance, and dis-
missed the subject with the words, “Men
will not always make fools of them-
selves. They will learn moderation from
experience.” Such was the pastor of the
fittle church in Fairport-by-the-Sea, a
church which had stood for a score of
years, opposite the Maypole, baving a
name to live, and yet dead. And such
briefly was the soclal condition of Fair-
port, at the time our story begins.

It was a cold November night. The
wind howled through the leafiess branches
of the trees, and chilled man and beast
with its fcy breath. Ever and anon a
fresh gust brought with it a mixture of
snow and rain. ‘The roar of the break-
ers could be heard distinctly above the
howling of the wind. Altogether it was
a desolate night., The lights in the old
Maypole looked very inviting as they
sent welcome rays far out into the dark-
ness. .

*“ We shall have business enough to-
night,” chuckled the landlord, as he
looked out of the window, at the same
time rubting his palms together with
evident satisfaction. *Look here, Joln!"
adiiressing his nephew, who stood smok-
fnz a cigar, “put a lamp in every win-
dow which faces' the street, and spread
the curtairs, that all who pass may see
the good cheer which old Maypole can
give. Ha, ha! the mice are beginning
to fall into the trap,”” he muttered, as he
went forward to meet a half-dozen rough
fishermen who were starting for their
komes at the Cove, but could not get by
the Maypole without making an informal
call,

* Give us some grog, Quick! We're
almost frozen,” called out Rast Dow.
“ We've got & good two mlles tc walk in
this sleet. Fill her up to the brim,” he
cried. Several times he drained the
glass, with the rapidity of an old toper.
It was not long before the effects of the
draught became apparent.

“Long live the Maypole!" he cried
noisily. *I tell you, boys, I feel & good
deal more like s spinnin’ wheel nor I did
before."”

Loud Iaughter greeted Rosi's speech.

‘“ QGuess you're pretty we.. set up!”

“ Don't blieve you'll ever get ter the
Cove ter night !

“The old fool don't know when ter
stop drinkin’}”

Such wers the remarks which came
from the group of men who had accom-
panied Rast. The drunken man seemed

to realize the fo_rce of thelr words, rqr.

stralghtening hiarelf. and buttoning his
coat with trembling fingers. le staggercd
toward the door. :

* G-Guess I'll go now an' see what the !
o-0li woman's up ter. Jesa lkeo's not |
eh-ghe'l lock me out, or s-set the young !
rageal t-ter play some t-t-tricks on hlt’
old dad,*” i

With this attempt at Joking,"he turned X
tu go. But the wily landlord &1 not’
care to havo his gnme slip through hia’
flugers su casily.  He had designs on the !
ruwd of fishermen before him. tie
kaew they had toat morning disposed »f
a luad of fish, and he had reason to sus-
pect that the money was in thelr pockets
Once get the party drunk, and the rest
could bo managed without difficulty

" Youre not golng home so early, are
you, Rast ? Phoebe won't cara about
your staying a while longer, it ysu don’t
break orders again. Boys,"” he x'umcd.l
a8 Rast lifted the door Iatch, “ hero is n
specimen worth lookingz at--a man tlcd,
to his wife's apron atrings Ha! hn“
Has to mind Phoetic ! Ha, ha ' 1

These stinging rds, together with
the shout which ..s0 from the nolsy
crowd, took lmmediate effect. ‘Turning
upon his persecutor, Rast crled, ** Who
eays I'm tied to my wife's apron strings ?
Let him say It agaln, it he daro !

‘“Let him alone, Cap'n,” growled Tom
Kinmon, a burly fisherman, who had
been a silent spectator ot this gide show.
‘' What d'yer want to mad the crazy
coot fur ? He'll mako things llvely fur
ye ef ye git him started. Rast, old fel-
low, ye'ro all right ef yo keep cool. Mer-
ton’s only chafiln’. But ye're got enough
drink inside ye fur one night”

“ Guess I-I Xnow wh-when I've go-got
enuff,” gtamracred Rast, leaving his post
by thu door, and going with unsteady
steps toward the bar. *1'll dare ye ter
shake fur drinks, 'ferton !

The landlord ac:epted this challenge,
and produced the dice.

*That Merton,” muttered ‘fom Kin
mon, ‘‘ meuns ter git all the money from
this crowd. He sha’n't git any more of
mine then I'm willin’ he should. 'Taint
my business to look after Rast or his
money, He's in fur it, now. Phoebe
‘Il never see a cent fur this week's work.
The Cap’n’s an old thief !

“What did you order ?*” safd Merton.
*I thought I heard you say something.”

“Umph!” replied the fisherman. *“Give
me a glass of gin-sling, and mind ye,
Cap'n, ye needpn’t bring me the kind ye
bulldozed Rast with. Ye give me the
best, or I'll teach ye the one lesson of
ye'er life. Ye'ro the curse of Fairport,1
and ye know it, and we know {t, but wa're
fools enuff to come here snd drink ye'er
pison. But our money isn't all yers, and
ye'vo no right to fleece us as ye do. And
mind ye, et ye try yer cranks on me ye'll
ketch 1t.”

The iandlord cowered before the plain
words of the old salt, and ordered his
nephew, John Merton, to wait on Tom.
Kinmon was not a man to be trified with,
as the inmates of the tavern well knew.
He rarely got drunk, although he was a
regular customer at the Maypole. Tom
drank his potion leisurely, then placing
his glass on the counter, stood watching
the different groups ot card players.

‘While the landlord, who had enticed
Rast to play, was busy with the game,
his nephew quietly emptied the contents
of the till into his own pocket, and stole
into the outer darkness.

The bell in the church steeple struck
the hour of midnight. The chimes rang
out slowly and solemnly, still the old
tavern echoed with shouts, oaths, and
drunken revelry. At last there came &
sound upon the night wind which startled
the noigy crowd into sllence and blanched
the faces of the debauchees. An agoniz-
Ing shriek rose on the air. Again and
again it sounded in the ears of the
affrighted crowd. ,Hurrying feet came
up the steps. The door was flung open,
and on the threshold stood Phoebe Dow,
her face white as death and her long
black hair hanging loosely about ber
shoulders. Her great anguish had driven
her cut in the storm to seek her husband.
There she stood, looking wildly around,
but uttering no word.

Rast Dow sprang to his feet, sobered
by the sudden spectacle.

“What is the matter, Phoebe " he
cried.  * Ye look as though ye had goue
clean daft. Out with it, girl!”

“*My boy, my Jamlie!’ shrieked the
woman. “This ix all I've got letl of
him,” holding out a sheet of paper on
which was some writing. ‘“He's run
away to sea. I shall never ses him
agaizi My boy! my boy! Curse tue
Maypole tavern ! Curse you and yours I
she cried, polnting her finger to the
frightened landlord, * You tempted my
boy to drink when yon knew his weak-
ness for it. You have ruined my hus-
band, body &nd soul. You have robbed

i

me of all 1 held Cear in life. If there be

a Cod may he aveage my wrongs
specdtly * With therse aordg Phoebe
{ell to the floor senscless

(To be continued))

CIGARBTTES,

The incrcasing u+o uf cigarettes by the
youth uf Canaua 18 ant a hopelut sign or
an omen of healthy, robust manhmwd tn
coming gencrations, Very young boys,
and, 1t is sald, girls too, are b ogming
subject to the smoking habit, and the
bhght 1s on budy and mind.  Wo have
on our statete books A law prohibiting
the sale of cigareties to mipors. Pate
ents, school-teachers and law  officera
should take an intercst in knuwing that
it 18 enforced.

A paragraph froin a Japan paper wid
show what enlightened sentiment in the
far [Sast is propusing concerpiog sauug
smokers. - The tireatened i far
chedking the vico ot twbacce smeking
among the young has actuauy been intro
duccd in the House of Represeniavives.
Its fatroducer 1s Mr, Nemoto Shoe, an tu-
fluentinl member, and its provisions are
that if any person of less than fuarteen
years of age is found smoking tolaceo,
the ‘appurtcnances’ of the simoker shall
be conftreated, and, in the event of a
sccond offence, or of continucd smoking
after warning, a fine of from 10 men to
1 yen may be impesed.  Dealers witting-
ly sellinz tobacco In any form !0 young
persons shall bo linble to tho same
penalty.”

Wo may add to the above a description
given In The Gooil Health Magazine for
October of the ** snipe-shooters * of Chl-
eago,  Theilr work 18 totimately cone
nected with tho cigaretto industry, and
Is to gather up the castaway stubs of
cigarettes gnd cigars. It is thelr busi-
nesy to gather at least three pounds of
stubs a day, for which they receive some-
thing to eat ancd miserable Joigings, It
Is estimated that there are picked up
dafly from the fiith of tho streets of Chi-
cago, by boys working under one man,
twelve hundred pounds of cigar stuba, to
be re-made into clgarettes. David Paul-
gon, M.D., {8 the authority for this state-
ment.—Guardian,

—

The Sparrow’s fong.

I'm only a little sparrow,
A bird of low degree;
My llfe is ot little value,
But the dear Lord cares for me.

He gives me a coat of feathers;
It I8 very plain, I know,

Without a speck of crimson—
For it was not made for show.

But it keeps me warm in winter,
And it shields me from the raln;

Were it bordered with gold and purple,
Perhaps it would make me vain.

And now the spriugtime cometh,
1 will build me a little nest,
With many a chirp of pleasure,

In the spot 1 like the best.

I have no barn or storchouse,
I neither sow nor reap;

God gives me & sparrow’s portion,
And never a seed to keep.

it my meat is sometimes scanty,
Clean picking makes it sweet;

1 bave always enough to feed mo,
And life is more than meat.

1 know there are mmany sparrows-——
All ove. the world they are found—
But our heavenly Father knoweth
When one of them falls to tho ground

The Johnstown flood was repeated on a
smaller scale at Austin, Texas, April 7,
when the accumulations of sixty hours
of terrific rainfall in the headwaters of
the Colorado river swept away tho huge
dam in Austin, and let loose the contents
of & reservoir thirty miles long, hialf a
mide wide and sixty feet deep. It is
thought that nearly fifty lives were lost.
The property damage will reach $2,000,-

My friend, have you heard of the town
of No-good, on the banks of the river
Slow, where the Somsatime-or-other
scents the air and tho soft Go-easys
grow 2 It lies In the province of Leter-
slide; that tired feeliug is native there;
it’s the bome of the reckless Idontcare,
where the Giveltups ablde. The town
is as old as the humzn race, and it grows
with the flight of years; it is wrapped in
the fog of the i{dler's dreams; its streets
sre paved with discarded schemes and
are sprinkled with useless tears.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

STANLEY'S RECEPTION AT BUMBIREL ISLAND, VICTORIA

A June Journey.

Would you put your soul into sweetest
tune,

‘Tuke a rallroad journey in the heat of
June;

Go without company, go withont book,

Drink in the country, with long, loving
look,

'(‘are, business, worry, leave far beliind,

And let nature's swectness flow over your
mind !

Scores of wild roses, ag pink as sea-shells,

Skirt the rough pastures, and flush tho
deep dells;

Seag of white daisles, with wlde-open
eyes,

€miling so honestly up at the skles;

Brooks o'er their stones, babble sweet the
old tune,

A8 we ride through the country in blos-
somy June.

Now, acres of clover, the red and the
white~—

Like rustical beauties so healthy and
bright—

Iragrantly bending In every soft breeze,

Ilummed o'er and plundered by armies

ot bees;

tiere, too, are buttercups, yellow and
gold,

And great starry dandelions, jolly and
bold

For strawberrfes ripe that hide under
thelr leaves,

FFor swallows, that twittering build 'neath
tho eaves;

For the current's clear globes, that so
prettily swing,

Like little red lanterns, all strung on a
string;

For every soul that is with nature in
tune,

There 18 rest and delight tn a journey in
Juno !

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES 1IN TUK LIFE OF JESUS.

LESSON IIL—JULY 15,

THE GENTILE WOMAN'S FAITH.
Mark 7. 24.30. Memory verses, 27-30.

GOLDEN TEXT,
Lord, help me.—Matt. 15. 25,

OUTLINE.

1. Greae Sorrow, v. 24-27.
2. Great Faith, v. 28-30.

Time.—Early summer of A.D. 29.
Place.— The Phoobician country, near
Tyre and Sidon,

LESSON HPELPS.

24, * From thence "—From Capernuum
or {ts viclnity. ** Ho arose "—1liis coun-
trymen were beginning to be hostile,
* Into the borders of Tyre and Sidon "—
From Capernaum to Tyroe {s about thirty-
five miles. He and his disciples prob-
ably walked all the way. “ Entered in-
to a house, and would have no man know
it “—~He had come to Phoenicia, a hea-

then country, not as a teacher or a
worker of miracles, but for rest and
safoty. ** He could not boe hid"—Hea
was probably known by sight to some.

25. “ Young daughter "—*Little daugh-
ter  “TUnclean spirit”—A spirit at
once weak in morals, physically diseased,
and insane. Exactly what demoniaca)
possession was we do not know, but we
aro not entirely ignorant of the insanity
which bhas its roots in sin, such, for ex-
ample, as delirinvm tremens.

26. ** A Greek "~Palestinians ysed this
word to describe all Qentiles. “A
Syropheenician by pation"—A Phoeni-
cian of Syrin by race, as distinguished
from the Phoenicfans of Africa, whom we
call Carthaginfans. * The devil”—A
demon.

27. “Jesus sald unto her"—Read the
account In Matthew for many additional
facts, “ Let the children first be filled ”
—Let the Jews, the chosen people of God,
have the spiritual right of way. ‘ The
dogs "—The phrase was a common one
to deseribe Gentiles.
monly kept in the East as pets or de-
fenders. They are the scavengers of the
strects, and are g, symbol of outcasts of
all Sorts.

28. “Yes, Lord"—This woman truly
and firmly believed in the power and
willingness of Jesus to help her. She
understood his words better than some
modern Christians,

29. “For this saying go thy way'—
Clever as was the woman, it was her
faith, not her ¢ everness, that won her
daughter's cure.

30. “She found the devil gono out"—
God's universal mercy is taught by this
incident. YWhoever turns to God is re-

Dogs are not com- |

NYANZA,

celved by him, and may eat of * the chil-
dren’s crumbs.”

HOME READINGS.

2'I;he Gentile woman's faith.—Mark 7.

-30,
The 1emoniac child.—Luke 9. 37-42.
W. God o; the Gentiles.—Rom. 3. 21-30.
Th. One in Christ.—Gal. 3. 20-29.
F. Importunity in prayer.—~Luke 11. 5-13.
S. An urgent plea.—Luke 18. 356-43.
Su. Persevering prayer.—Matt, 15. 21-28.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Great Sorrow, v. 24-27,

‘Where were Jesus and his disciples in
this lesson ?

Whom did Jesus reprove, and for what,
in the firat part of this chapter ?

Why did he wish to keep his presence
hidden ?

‘Was this possible ?

Who came to him ?

‘Was this an unusual thing ?

‘Why did this woman seck Jesus ?

‘Were the disciples pleased ?

To what did they liken the Gentiles ?
2, Great Faith, v. 28-30.

How did Jesus receive this woman ?

‘Was she discouraged by this indiffer-
enco ?

What specfal feeling prompted her to
persavere ?

‘What triumphed ?

Ought this to help us ?

What leggon do you draw from our
Lord’s seeming indifference ?

‘What from this woman's perseverance?

‘What special lesson did Jesus seek to
teach his disciples on this oceasion ?

Can we fail it our faith is strong

M.
Tu.

enough ?

Givo a text to Hllustrate this,
What prayer Is given in the Golden
Tovt ?

Iz there any othcr way to trinvmph ?
PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.
\Where in this lesson do we learn—

1. That we should bring all our troubles
to the feet of Jesus ?

2. Though God’s blessings seem be-
ated they will surely come ?

3. That faith in QGod s always re-
rarded ?

(THE LATEST » & s W

Music Books

¥y~

Make His Praise Glorious
For tho Snndt\[y-school and Church, Rdited
by K. O, Excoll. Each, 35¢, postpald: per
doren, £3.60, not prepaled.

The Voice of Melody
A Collection ot Sacred Songs fortho Suniay-
school anid Young l'coz)lo’n and othor be-
votinnal Mectingw, Kidited by K. 8. Larenz
Kach, %0c, postpudd ; per doren, .00, not
prepaid,

Sacred Songs No, 2
Comptlcd and nrr:m{;ed for use In Gospol
Mectings, Sunday-selivols, Pruyer Meelin
and other Deliglons Servicot. Ly Im
1). Sankoy, James McGranahan and Geo.
C. Stobblns Each, 30c¢, postpniil; &L00 por
doron, not prepald.

Silted Wheat
A Collection of Songa for S8unday-achool
Young Pcople’s Socioties, IDovotional an
tevival Moot.lnTL Il& Charles H, Gabricl.
Kach, 35¢c, postpaid 60 per dozen, not Pro-

paid,
‘The Canadian Hgmu&l
Rovised and nlarged, containing 488
Hﬁmnc. Proparod expressly for Sunday-
achools, Epworth tor, Prnyer Mootings,
Family Circles, otc. , 80c; por dozen,
98.00, povtpaid,
Pentzcostal Hymns No., 2
A Winnowed Collection for Kvangeliatio

Scrvices, Youn l’wlo‘n Sacictios and Sun-
day-schools. Selocted by Henry Duto. Kach,
35¢, postpald; per dozen, $3.00, not prepaid.

p‘%-uc?c'w 11 th n;ou?. y \: Poopl
‘or Kvangolistic Services, Young Poople's
Socictios gnd Sunday-schools. Sglocwg by
Henry Date. Kach, postpald ; perdozen,
$3.00, not prepaid.
Songs for Young People
The Sunday-schooland the Church. Kdited

by E. O. Excell. Each, 25, postpaid; $2.50
per dozen, not propaid.

Chorus of Praise
For use in Sunday-schools, Youn%Pooplo’c
Meotin Rovivals, Prayer Meetings and
tﬁho ?oe a %«lzrvlgol:gkot tho )(‘:hunch. %&sd
ames M. . Kach, 25¢, :
per dogen, $3.50, not propaid, > T
Songs of Praise and Coasecration
Complled and edited by Rev. J. Wilbur

Chapman, D.D. patd; per

dml;), #1.50, not prepald. be
Saving Grace

For use in Religious Meetings. Edited b.

Alonzo Stone (MusBac.), Adam Geibel,

Chas. A. Bechtaer, R. F, Lehman. Each, 15c,
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