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Tomperance Hymn.

From Gallir's teeming wine.
l’l‘esﬂ; .
From Holland's streams of

u, . .

where  thousands, in thelr

. blindness,

Prepare the balt of sin ;
From many a fiery river,

From many g Doisonous rill,
God calls us to deliver

The victims of the still.

wWwhat though they sing of
pleasure,
While fach the goblet fills;
\What though their Dliss they
megsure
By quarts end pints and
gllls 5
in vain, with lavish kindness,
Heaven gives us ghrain for
bread §
pistillers, In their blindness,
Make whiskey in its stead.

Skall we, by temperance afided,
. In health and peace to live —
Shall we 10 men degraded
Refuse the boon to give ?
The fountain! Oh, the foune
tain !
The balmot health proclaim,
. Till men, o'er sea and moun-

ain,
Shall speed to tell its fame?

Wwalft, waft, ye winds, the story,
And you, ye waters, roll,

Till temperance in its glory
ahall spread from pole to

pole 7
Till health and peace and
blessing
Shal] follow in its train,
And Christ, all hearts possessing,
God over all, shall reign.

ON THE HUDSON.

No river on the continent can equal
the Hudson for magnificent scenery, his-
toric interest, and literary association.
Our own St. Lawrence may have a more
majestic flow, and the storied heights of
Quebec & more intense historic s3pell.

IN THE HIGHLANDS OF THE HUDSON—STERAMER ToWING CANAL BOATS,

The Thompson and the Fraser may be
more sublime, amid their mouatain sur-
roundings. But the grandeur of the
Hizhlands and thoe Catskills, and the
soft beauty of the Tappan Zee are all
suffused and glorifled by

That light which nover was on sea or
shore,

The conse.cmtlon and the poet's dream.

The genfus of Drake, of Halleck, of
Irving, of Willis, have invested every
mountain and vale with a poetic spell
and peopled them with
the airy creations of the
{magination.

On my recent visit to
the Sunday-school Con-
vention at Boston, I made
a run to New York by a
route over which I had
gene before, and a very
pleasant route it was—
that by the New York and
New  Enpgiand  Railway.
1 stayed over a few hours
at the quaint old town of
Providence, haunted with
the memory of its founder,
Roger Willlams. As he
landed on its shores in
1636. he was greeted by
the Indians with the salu-
tation *“What Cheer,”
which seemed to be the
only English words they
knew. The words are
perpetuated §n the name
of steamships, banks.
hotels, the public park
and other *“\What Cheer"
institutions of Providence.

It §s a charming ride to
the qunaint old town of
Norwich. a pleasant city
of 25,000 Inhabitants, its
streets terraced on a steep
agelivity looking over the

Thames, for which a local writer claims
that not even Richmond Hill or Green-
wich Observatory looks or & Thezmes
more fair. -

At New London, largely inhabited by
retired captains and sealers and whalers,
one takes the famous Norwich Line
steamers for New York., These are
among the largest steamers that ply
upon the crowded Tong Island Sonnd.
They can earry about a thousand pas-
sengers and are perfect palaces of splen-
dour.

In the carly
morning, as one
approaches the
great and busy
port of New
York, he gets a
splendid  view
of the magnifl-
cent Brooklyn
Bridge and sky-
scraping baild-
ings of lower
New York.

No city in the
world that we
know has such
a long, wide
thoroughfare as
Broadway, and
none so crowded
with magnificent
buildings, many
of those in the
lower part have
ing from twelve
to twenty
storles. The
New York sys-
tem of parks,
Centra!, River-
side, Morning
Side, Washing-
ton, and others,
make it one of
the most attrac-
tive regorts (m

Amerlca. But It s of the
magnificent  Hudson  River
that wo set out to write,

Or leaving New York, we
pass the strange phenomenon
of the Palisades--n wall of
tolumnar basaltic rock, antlo-
gous to that of tho Glant’s
Causoway, varying fronl tid
huudred and fifty to six hun-
dred feet high, and extending
for fiftecen milles. Thelr
splintered  and  time-worn
crests present most plctur-
esque appearances.

Weehawken, a lttle turther
on, i1s invested with melun-
choly assoclations as tho his-
toric duelling-ground of New
York. Now most megnificent
facilities for the transaction
of an enormous business oc-
cupy the site of tho old duel-
ling-grounds, and staunch and
elezant ferries convey Das-
sengers to the famous city of
Dicdrech Knickerbocker, of
Peter Stuyvesant, and of
tiendrich Hudson.

Further north the river {s
invested with numerous liter-
ary associations. Undercliff,

. the homo of the poet Morris,
jdlewild, the home of his
companjon poet, Willis: and

Sunnyside, the home of the

most genial and best-beloved

on both sides of the sea of

Amerfcan wrhers, \Washing-

ton Irving. Here too s the

tamous Sleepy Hollow, with

its weird legend of the *“head-

less horseman,” and of the
luckless woolng of Ichabod Crane; and
near by is the old Dutch chureh in whose
qulet graveyard, beside the Hudson
which he loved so well, sleeps the dust
ot the sweetest writer of his time.

West Point, the famous military
academy and garrison, with its Revoiu-
tionary associations of Washington and
his generals, and of the hapless Andre
and Arnold, is to the Hudson what Que-
bec is to the St. Lawrence. It is itsejf
well worth visiting for its charming
prospect and romantic memories. Weo
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rlve an engraving of the view from the
fort, .

Soon tha aiblimext  portton of the
river g renened  the famons Highlande
of the I1+dean, [t huy net the gloomt
prandenr o uyr oan S, uopay, nor the
rofneinth wintlany  of  the unn-
caktled Rlnne But 1t 1s more heyaty
ful 1han the: one and mare sahlime thn
the other, and at the Srorm lKine the
Feenery (8 wald ta he strikinely ko the
hon Gate of the Duanube Hore whern
the great elifis fut ont into the gtream
1L seemed Tmpossible to find a ledgo for
the rallway. In some placer [ pass
cnld only be found by letyng men
down by ropes and bliting ot o 1o
hotd In the tace of the ¢iiff. The pran-
deyr enlminates fn old Storm Kine and
Crow Nest, twin mountains that tower
above the plaetd wave

“Whermn  [fudron'® sticamn o'er elvery
wintls
Winds through the hills . far,
Ol Crow Nest ke a monaroh <« odp,
Crowned with o single atr ™

Thiy is the s ne o0 Rodian Drake's
oxquisite poem, *‘The Culprit Fayv.” one
ot the most charming bits o1 1any lore
extant.

Here, legend anvern, the specteal * storm
ship” 18 fomctites secy by nedatv quld-
night, tho ghiost of the * H4lf Voo ™ of
fendrich Hudson~the firne of s+ipgthat
over burst fnto that silent sea.

“ A ghostly +lup with a ghostly crew
In tempeer chie appenrs,
And befor- the gade or agalnet the gale,
She sails without a rag of s},
Without a helmsinan stuers.”

Betwern the Yiehtende and the Cate
skills 18 a reglon of t:anquil beauty,
“Ry wondy hluff we seq), he

1awn,
Hy palaee. village, eot n gweed surupise
At every turn the vigion hreaks upon*

oaning

The brard river flows batweon the
pormlons bmke,  fta Hauid  surfaee
ploughed by many a keel, while

* Lake slow shuttles through the sunny

warp
Of hraded gfiver from a thousand
brooks,

ply the busy ferries from shore to shore.

The Catskills, wave on wave of pur-
pling hills, sw ep higher and higher tit)
they plerce the sky at a height of over
1,000 feet.

The whole region is suffused with the
spell of Ining's gentle muse, ang
haunted with memories of Rip Van
Winkle and the gnomes of the Katzen-
bergs.

Our Journey to Roston was made
neross the country from Newburz on the
Hiudsan through dehghtfallv  romantic
scenery, across  the valleys of the
Voaxuntie and  Counecticut  through
liartford, the beautiful capital of the
wonden mwrmeg State, to the trimount
cuy on Boston Bay.

BURDETTE'S ADVICE TO YOUNG
MEN.

Remember, my son, vou have to work.
Whether you bhandle a pick or 2 pen, a
wheelbarrow or a set of dishes, Jdigging
dtehes ar cliting & paper, ringing an
wuction biell or writing funny things, yvon
must work. 1 you loak around. jou
will sece the men who are the most able
to Hve the rest of thelr days without
work are men wha work the hardest.
bon’t he afrald of killing vourse!f with
overwork. It is bheyvond your power to
do that. on the sunnv side of 1hirtv,
They dic sometlmes, but it is becange
they quit work at 6 poar. and den’t gt
honte until 2 am, N's the interval that
k{lls you. wmy san. The work gives yon
an appetite for vour meals; it lends
<oMaity tq vour slumbets: it sives vou
a perfoct and grateful appreciation of a
haltday., There are vaung men who do
nat work. bnt the world !s not proud of
thep. It does not know thelr names,
even; it slmply specks of them as ** OMd
So-and-so’s baps  Nobndv eares for
them; the great sy wer'?! daesn’t Loy
that they are there. Se fwml aut what
You want to be and do, and take off vour
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ot wte] make a duet In the worlt  Thoe
busier you are the less harin you will be
apt 10 et Innrto, the sweeter will Lo your
sicep. the brighter and  happler your
Paltdave  and the better satisfied wijl
the waprld he with you.--Bob Burdi tte,
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Pleasant Hours:

A4 PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev. W. IL. Withrow, D.D.,, Editor.
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MOUNTAIN CLIMBERS.

The safety of the mountain climhep
depends maily  upon  his Leing  well
shod, and for this reason the Swiss
guides wear heavy shoes  with sharp
spikes in the soles. On a clear summer
morning Senni, the most reliable guide
in all the region about. started out with
three gentlemen to ascend one of those
mountning in Switzerland whose semmit,
continually capped with snow. seems to
Loy lost among the clouds. The ascent
wias made and the smnmit gained with-
out incident. Lashed togother with a
strong rope, which was fastened anout
each man’s waist, the party turned to
retrace their stops,  Suddenly 2 sharp
turn brought them to a stecp slope
covered with snow.

“Keep carefully in my steps, gentle-
men,” said the guide, * for a false step
here might start the snow and send us
town 1n an avalaneche

Searcely had Senni uitered the wards
when liere and there the surface was
seen to move. and in another moment
a whole field of snow was sliding down
the fey incline at a terrific pace, cavry-
fng with it the unlucky climbers, who
were almost mried in the white, whirl-
Ing fiakes. A lMitle farther down was n
steeper slope, and beyond that a preci-
plee, over which they would certainly
be dashed. unless somo one gained a
foothold and arrested the terrihle speed,

“ Hait ! halt " shouted Senni, and
with desperate force he burled the fron
spikes of his boot into the solid ice be-
neath the snow, and brought the party
10 a stop within a few feet of the awful
precipiee: a few more seponds and they
would have Leen dashed into tho chasm.

Our heavenlvy Father knows that steep
places lie before his children in thelr
Journey through this world, and he has
rovided for us *“shaes of jron and
bras<’ The spikes in these * shaes™
are {ruth, courage, honesty. faith. and
prayver. If we gre to pass sifely by the
denzcraus chasms that we meet in our
pathway, we must be well shed with
Clirivtinn privciples. Rov J. R Miller.

Everv Hitle while the piapers tell of
some spster wha prapases to endow &
howpital for ek ents. g §f we v he
lieve the Chleago Times-Ierald, the

A BIRD HOSPITAL.

fenthered folk already have a place to
du to when they are alek -

Among Its many admirable institutions
for the care of the slek and disabled,
Chicago enjovy the distinctlon of pos-
se-sing a bird hospital, tho only one of
fte Kind, It Is clalmed, In the United
States. e manager, C. A, Crosy, seems
to be able to ninke the finanefal ends of
the ins-jtution, at least, mect if they do
not overlap to any great extent,

It as enly neeessary  to wateh Mr.,
Cross for a few minutes moving about
winong  his feathered friends to reatize
that his heart Is In his business.  \While
his work bLrings a living to himself anad
wife, It also brings restorcd hadth to
many a little winged sufterer, and this
phase of his Mte work apparently avords
the bird doctor quite as mueh satisfic-
tlon us the other.  HIs wife, however,
seems  equally aterested in the novel
business, and he modestly attributes
much of the success of the  institution ™
to her dellcate care of the inmates.
‘he birds, too, scem to understand all
this, and show their appreciation by
sizns, and sometimes uttorances, which
show how deeply they appreciate the
kindness of their physicians.

According to Mr. Cross, birds are subd-
Jcct to nearly all tho atlments which in-
fect humanity. The parrot. particular-
ly, leads all birddom in the number and
varioty of diseases to which it {3 sub-
Ject.  Pncumeonia, catarrh, consump-
tion, diphtheria, tonsllitis, and a wide
range of other throat troubles are
among the common aflments of this
popular tatker. Even gout is not un-
‘ciommon among theso aristocrats of bird-
om.

Mr. Cross explaing that the most
fruitful sources of discase umong parrots
are improper food and cirelessness on
the part of thelr owners in leaving doors
and windows open while the birds are
moulting. so that they then contract
colds. Improper food results in stomach
troubles, frequently catarrh of the stom-
ach.  This is brought on most frequent-
1y by feeding the bdirds potatoes and
other greasy food. The moulting season
ic *ha dangerous time for all captive
birds.

Mocking-birds and eanarles moult in the
early fall, and Mr. Cross says he alwavs
hi- his hands pretty full with these lit-
tle singers during that season. Though
ke does not get ag nmuch for taking care
of the smaller birds. they are realiv
more trouble, as they are not so eastly
handled as the parrots. and have less
intellizence to afd in pulling them
aronnd,

—

The Song of the Hammer.
Y . PAXTON ll(\(‘nh:

‘The soldier may boast of his grandeur
and glory,
And tell of the thumders that roll'd
o'er the field :
Ile may hold up his weapon all dripping
and gory,
And sing of the splendours that shone
on his shield.
But we have no Dbattle-song, breathing
of clamour ;
We hold up no weapon all, dripping
with gore:
So a song for the Hammer, the old iron
Hammer!
The Hammer shall conquer when
swords are no more!

‘The banner may fan it, the trumpot be-
fore ft
May bray forth fts praises with loud
Urazen hreath,
But we wjll but sing of the death
shadow a'cr it,
Its pathway of rnin, of danger and
death :
While the soldier, besworded, may lift
np the hanuer.
We'll tell him the blacksmith must
2oy restore :
So a sanz for the Hammer, the old iron
lammer !
The Hammer shall conquer <when
swords are nio more !

Round the forge in the village the
hlacksmiths are singing.
A hammer is fashioned~—Ilo ! there,
where it lies :

- -——— —

In the far-distant forests the anvils gy,
rlnging,
On the waste and the descrt the prgy;
cities rise.
Thou ancfent truth-bringer, thou nugy,
world-tamer,
Great symbol of labour, triumphag
once more !
All hall to the Hammer, the ald oy
Hammer !
The Hammer shall
8Worus are no more.

conquer  whey

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
AUGUST 9, 1896.

Mount Hor—Numbers 20. 26-29.

WL NI ATED,

This mountain was also in Arabia. I
stands about half-way between the Red
Sea and the Dead Sea. The scenery
anround jt i3 bold, uand presents 3
somewhat rugged and desolate appear.
ance, ‘There is nothing therefore very
attractive or captivaung connected with
{t. Mountaing are always more or less
evidences of the power of God, for who
but a Leing of omnipotent power conlt
pile up those lofty mountaing one upon
another 2 He {8 & great God, and should
excito our admiration and awe.

AARON'S LIFE.

Aaron’s association with Mount Hor
gave It celebrity. Read verso 25
Aaron wuas the first high priest under
the law. The priesthood was to je-
main in his family uatil the dispensation
of Moses should give place to that of
Christ. His condact had sometimes, at
least, been of a most reprehensible kind,
especially when he made the mistake re-
lative to the golden calf as an object of
worship, while Moses was in the Mount
holding communion with God, and re-
viewing the commandments. Good men
sometimes commit serious mistakes, and
bring the judgment of Qod, mnot only
upon then selves, but also upon others.
Take carr and sin not, or you will in.
jure othes, as well as yourselves. “One
sinner d-stroyeth much good.”  Aaron
was punisiied by not being allowed to
enter Canaan.

AARON'S DEATH.

It is a solemn thing to dfe. It is a
niercy that we are jgnorant as to the
time and circumstances connected with
our own demise. We know not what
a day nor an hour may bring forth. The
command was given by God that Aaron
should be divested of his priestly robes
and vestments. This was done in the
sight of all the people. How affecting”
the scene! So we will have to Ilay
aside all our earthly avocations, and en-
Jaymeats, and pass away bevoud the
bounds of time. Are we prepared for
the change which we shall soon have to
meet ? We must needs die. Nothing
cax secure us from death. There s no
discharge in this war. A good man once
sald, *“ Live 80 as to be prepared to leave
the world at any moment” Be ye also

-
-

LACE-BARK TREE OF JAMAICA.

The Department of Agriculture, Foroes-
try Division, at Washington, has a col-
lection of rare trces and plants second
only to that belonging lo the famed Kew
gardens, London. A recent addition to
this dendrological museum is a * lace-
bark tree” from Jamaica, The Inner
baik of this queer tree is coruposed of
maay layers of fine and intricately woven
fibres which Interlock with each other
ia all directicns. Caps, ruffles, and
even complete suits of this curious vege-
table Jace have been made. It bears
washing with common laundry soap.
and when bleached in the sum acquires
a degrec of whitences weldom excelled
by artificial Jaces midde of cottom, lnen,
and sitk. The intricate wed of this
unique bark makes it com favour-
ably with the last-mentioned produc-
tions for both beauty and qurabdility. It
is to be sincerely hoped that the agricu)-
tural department will see that the
Jamaica lace tree is introduced into the
United States, and its enltivation eare-
fully fostered.—St. Louis Republic.
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The Coward.

Who is coward ? Who ?
1he boy who cannct boar
A huway word, a scorntui lvok,
A t.onghtless jest, a dameged book ¢
Whose selfish spirit cannot brook
The play he may n~ share,

Whe {3 coward ? Who ?
{*o who would rather fight

Than own that he iIs in the wrong,

Or o ¢b his wild, unruly tongue;

\WiLo vatier would be fierce and strong,
Than kind and just and right.

e
a—

who i3 coward 2 Who ?
The boy who never craves
For grace 1o help him to retrain
IFrom taking God's own name in vatn,
But idly follows in the train
0¢ Satan’s’ willing slaves.

\Whao §s coward ? YWho ?
lie who dares not refuse
‘To '0in in every avil wav
Wih those who scek ta tead astray ¢
The boy who §8 ashamed 1o prav,
Afraid the right to choose.

THE BOY DI-CIPLE.

ANNIE FELLOWS JUIHNSTON.

CHAPTER X1V,

It was with a decp feeling of relief
that the two familtes watched the Master
go away into Perea. Phincas stitl kept
with him. As the little band disap-
peared down the street, Ruth hid her
face in her mother's dress and began to
cry.

1 don't want my father to go away
again ! she sobhed.  Abigail took her
in her Iap and tried to comfort her, al-
though tliere were tears in hor own eyes.

*We will go home soon, little daugh-
ter. and then father wilt be with us all
the time. Bu. we must walt first, till
after the cold, rainy season, and the
Feast of Dedication.”

“\What! another feast 7 asked Jesse,
to whom the summer had seemcd one
long confusion of festivals. * Don't
they have lots of them down in this
country ! \What's this one for ¥+

“ Grandfather witl tell you,” answered
his mother.4 “ Run out and ask him
for the story. I know you will like it.”

Seated on his grandfatner's knee, Jesse
doutled up his little fists, as he heard
how a heathen altar had once been set
up-on the great altar of dburnt-offering,
and a heathen general had driven a herd
of swine through the holy Temple, mak-
ing it unclcan. But his breath came
quick, and his eves shone, as the proud
old Israelite told him of Judas the Mac-
cabee, Judas the lon-hearted, who had
whipped@ the Syrian soldiers, purified the
Temple, and dedicated it anew to the
worship of Jehovah.

“Our people never forget their heroes.”
ended the old man. “Every vear, in
every home, no matter how humble, one
candle i3 lighted at the beginning of the
feast; the next night, two, and the next
night, three. and so on, till eight candles
shine out into the winter darkness.

“For 8o the brave deeds of the Mac-
cabees burn in the memory of overy
child of Abraham !

The feast came and went. While the
candles burned in every home, and the
golden lamps in the great Temple
blazed &8 welcome, the Nazarene came
back to his Father’s house, to be onco
more about his Father’s businese.

Jocl eaught a glimpse of him walking
upand down the covered pdrches in
front of the Gato Beautiful. The next
moment he was pushing and elbowing
his way through the jostling crowds, till
he stood close bestde him.

After that, the services that followed
were a blank. He saw only one face—
the face that had looked into his beside
the Galilee, and drawn from his heart
ts intensest love. He hecard only one
voice,—thc vojce he had longed for all
these weeks and days. Just to be near
him! To be able to reach ont reverent
fingers and only towch the clothes he
wore; to look up in his face, and look
and look with a love that mever wearied,
—~tbat was suck Rappimess that Joc! was
163t to everything else!

But aftor a whila he hegan to reallze

:g:t 'tt:!'f" f‘or no friendly purpose that
chlef priests came pro

With Ruestine 16 pressing around

“ It thou be the Christ, tell us plainiy*”
they demanded. Therr up and down
through the lang Porch of Solonion,
Anlong all {ts white marble plilars, they
repeated his anuwer:

*The works that J do in my Father's

-

name, they bear witness of me. I and
m{ Fathce aro one !
Bl.sphemy " shouted n mocking

voice  behind  him. * Blagphemy ¥
echoed Pharisce and Sadduces. for once
agreed. The erowds pushed and shoved
between tho pillars: some ran out for
stones, In tho confusion of the uproar.
as they turned to fay violent hands on
him, be slipped out of their midst, and
went quictly away.

Joel huntel around awhile for the
party he had come with, hut seclug
ttefther Phincas mnor lazarus, started
back to Bethany on the run., A cold
\viqter rain had begun to fall.

None of Reuben’s family had gone in-
to Jerusaloem that day on account of the
weather, but were keeping the feast at
home,

They were startled when the usually
quiet boy burst excitedly into the house,
and told them what he had just scen.

‘0 mother Abigati ™ he cried, throw-
ing himself on his knees deside her. “If
he goes away aszain may I not go with
him ? I cannot go back to Calilee and
leave him, unknowing what is to hap-
pen. If he is to be persecuted and driven
out, and maybo killed, let mec at tleast
share his suffering, and be with him at
the last 1"

“You forget that he has all power,
and that his encmles can do him no
harm,” said Abigail, gently. * Has he
not twice walked out unharmed. before
their very cyes, when they would have
taken him ? And besides, what good
could you do, my boy ? You forget that
you are only a child, and might not be
able to stand the hardships of such a
Journey.”

“I am almost fourteen,” said Jocl,
stretching himself up proudly. *““ And 1
am as strong now as some of the men
who go with him. He gave me back
my strength, yvou know. Oh, you do
not know how [ love him ! he cried.
“When I am away from him, [ feel as
you would were you separated from
Jesse and Ruth and father Phincas. My
heart is always golng out after him !

** Child, have you no care for us 2" she
responded reproachfully.

“Oh, do not speak s0!" he cried,
catching up her hand andq kissingz it. *I
do love you; I can never be grateful
cnough for all you have done for wne.
But, O mother Abigafl, you could never
understand ' You were never lame and
felt the power of his healing. You were
never burning with a wicked hatred, and
ielt the balm of his forgivenesz! You
cunnot understand how he draws me to
Itim ¥

*Let the boy have his way,” spoke up
Reuben. 1, too, have felt that won-
derful power that draws all men to him.
Gladly woul I part with every shckg) T
possess, if b thereby might win him the
tavour of the authorities.”

When once more 2 little band of fugi-.
tives followed their Master across the
Jordan, Joel was with them.

The winter wore away, and they still
tarried. Day by day, they werce listen-
ing to the sSmple words that dropped
like seeds into their memorles, to spring
up in after months and bear great truths.
Now thoy heard them as half-undersiood
parables,.—the good Samaritan. the
barren fig-tree, the prodigal son. the un-
Just steward.

There was one story that thrilled Joel
deeply,—the story of the last shecp.
For he recalled that stormy night in the
sheepfold of Nathan bemn Obed. and the
shepherd who searched till dawa for the
straying lamb.

It was only long afterwards that he
realized it was the Good Shepherd him-
self who told the story. when he was
about to, lay down his own lifs for the
lost sheep of Israel.

Meanwhile. in Bethany. Rabbt Recuben
and his. wife rejoiced that their daugh-
ter's visit stretched out indefinitely.

Jesse oparly declared that he intended
to stay there always, and learn to be a
goldsmith lke his grapdfather.

Rath, t0o, was happy and contented.

.
.

atd seemed to have forgotten that she
ever had any other home. As the carly
spring days came on, she Hved ulmost
cnthrely out in the runshine, She had
fullen Into the habit of standing at the
#nto to watch for Lazarus every even-
ing when he cate back from the Temple.
As goon as she saw him turn the corner
into their steeet, she ran to meet him,
her fair cutls and white dress flurtering
in the wind.

No matter how tired he was, or what
cares rested heavily on his mind, the
pale face always lighted up, and his
dark eyes smiled at her coming.

* Lazarug does not tcem weil, lately,”
she heard Muartha say to lher mother one
day. "1 have been trying to persuide
him to rest a few days; but he in«ista
he cannot untfl he has finished the
scroll he is illuminating.”

A few days after that he did not go to
the city as usual. Ruth peeped into the
darkened room where he was resting or
a couch; his eves were closed, and he
was so pale it almost frightened her.

He did not hear her when she tiptoed
into the room and out again; bhut tne
fragrance of the ljtile stemlexs rose she
Inid on his pillow aroused him. He
opened his eyes and smited languldly, as
he caught sight of her slipping noise-
lessly through the door,

Her wother, sewing by the window,
looked ot and saw Ner running across
the street. Jesse was out in front of
the house, playing with a ball,

“Who {s that boy talking to Jesse ?”
asked Abigall of Rebecca, who stood In
tho doorway, holding out ker arms as
Ruth came up.

“ Why, that is little Joseph, the only
san of Simon the leper. Poor child ¢

“Simon the leper,” vepeated Abdigall.
* A stranger to ma."”

“Surely not. Have you forgotten tho
wealthy young oil-seller who lived next
the synagogue? He bhas the richest
olive groves {n this part of the country.”

“Not the husband of my little play-
mato Esther ™ cried ARgaT. * Surelx
he has not been stricken with leprosy I

“Yes: 1t is one of the saddest cases I
have ever heard of. It seems 30 ter-
rible for a man honoured as he has
been, and accustemed to every luxury,
to ha such a despised outcast.'”

“Poor FEsther I sighed Abigail
“ Does she ever see him ¥

“Not now. The discase is fast de-
stroying bim; and he is such a hideous
sight that he has forbkiden her to ever
try to see him aguin. Even his voice
is changed. Of course he would be
stoned if he were to come back. He
mover seeks tho company of other lepers.
She has had a room built for him away
from the sight of men. Every day a
gervant carries him food and tidings.
It {8 well that thev have money. or he
would bs obliged to Ive among the
tumbs with others as repulsive-looking
as himsolf, and such company must cgr-
tainly be worse than npone. Somec-
times little Joscph is taken noar enough
to speak to him, that hc may have the
poor comfort of seeimg his only child
at a distance.”

*“What it it were my Phineas!” ex-
clabmed Abigall, her tears dropping fast
on the npeedlework sbe held. O, it
is a thousand times worse tham death !

Cut in the street the boys were mak-
{pg cach other's acquaintance {n the off-
hand wav boys of that age have.

“My name is Jesse, What's yours 2"

* Jozeph.”

“Where do you live 2”

* Araund the corner, next ta the svna-

gogue.” )
“3y father i3 a carpenter. What's

youis ?”

Jos.ph hesitated. * He used to be an
oil-sehir,” he said finally. ° He docsn't
do anyt.ing now.”

* Why . persisted Jesse.

* He is a leper now,” was the reluctant
answer.

A look of distress came over Jesse's
face. He had seen some lepers once,
and the sight was still fresh in his mind.
As they were riding dowa {rom Galilee,
Joel had pointed them out to him. A
group of bYeggars with horrible scaly
sores that had eaten away their flesh,
tilt some were left without lips or e¢ye-
1ids: one held out a deathls white hand
from whickh ncarly all the finrers had
dropped. Their halr looked like white
wire, and they called out, in shrill,

4

cracked volces, " Uncleam! Unoloan !
Conie ot uemr us?!”

“ tlow terrible to bave one's fether
lie tuat,” taougbt Jesse. A lump
scemed to comte uj in his throat; ia eyes
filled with tcurs al the bare iden. Then,
boy-like, b wwssed up his ball, and for-
got all about it in thoe gawa that totlowed.

Several duys after he met Joseph and
& servant, wlho was carrylug a large,
covered hasket and a water-bottle tade
of skiu.

“I'm golng to sce wy father, now,’
said Joseph.  * Axk your mother !f you
can coms with we.”

Jesse started wowardw bia howe, then
turned suddenly. *“No, I'm mot going
0 usk lier. for she’). he sure to say no.
1 am Just going anybow.”

“ You'll catch it whem you get bome!”
excluimed Joseph.

* Weli, it cannot last long,” reasoticd
Jesge, whose curloally had gottem the
sotter of him. I belliova 1'd vather take
a whipping than not to »9.”

Josoph looked at Llwm In ulter astonish-
ment.

"'_\'cs. I would,” he fnsisted; *“ so come
on '

A short walk down an unfrequenteqd
road, i{n the dircotion of Jerichae, took
them to a lonecly pince among the bare
cliffa. A little cabin stood close against
the rocks, with a great sycamore-tree
bending over it. Near by was the en-
trance to a deep cave, alwaya as 000! as
a cellar, even in the hottest summer
days.

At the mouth of the cave sat Simon
the leper. He stood up when he saw
them coming, and wrapped himaself
closely in a white tinen mantle that
covered him from head to foot, It was
& ghostly sight to Jerse: but to Joseph,
80 long accustomed to it, thaye secmed
nothing strange.

At a safe distance the servant emptied
his basket on n large {dat rock. and
poured the water into a stone jar stand.
ing near. Last of ail. he latd a plece of
DATCATIent on the stone. E was Esther's
1ally letter 10 her axiled hushand.

MO mglter what storms Sweapt the val.
loy. or what duties pressed at home, that
little missive was always sant. She had
learned to write for his sake. By atl kg
friends he was accounted dead: but her
love. stronger than death, dridged the
gulf that separated them. She Hved
only to minis'er to his comfort as dest
ghe could.

Simon dtd not send as long a message
in returm,  &s this trusted messenger
usuahiy carried. He had much te sy
to his b0y, a3 the sun was already
high,

Jesse, lagging behind in the shelter of
the rock, heard the tender words of
counsel and dlessing that eame Srom the
white-sheeted figure with a feeling of
aws

As the father urged his hay te he
fatthfui to cvery little duty, careful in
learning the nravers, znd abnye all
obodlent to his mather, Jesse's conaclonce
teran to prick him sorely.

“1 believe T know somehorly that conld
cure him,!’ he said. an they nicked thelr
wav over the rocks, Xoirg hame,
« Causa o made Joct well"”

*“Whn's Joel ' asked Jeseph.

“ A bhov that lives with ns. tle was
just as lame, ant Yimped ‘*ay over when
he walked. Now be is as straight =»s 1
2m. Al the sick prople where I lived
woent ta him. and they got well”

Joseph shook his head.  * Lepers
ean't he cared. Can they. Seth 7° he
asked, appealing to the servant,

“No. leparg are fust the same ag dead”
answered Scth.  “ There's na help for
them.™

Jossa was o a  very uncomfortable
frar..* of mind. as hat and quctv ha laft
hiz campanion and dragged heme at a
snail’s pace.

Next morning Josenh was waitine for
him ont fn fromt.  * Well, dit she whip
you ¥ he ask~d, with embarra<ring
fronkneas

“No.” said JYesse, a lttle sheaplshly,
“ She put me to hed Jurt ag soon nsd §
had eaten my dinnsr, and made me stay
there till this morning.””

(To bs coatinued))

e ———

Bixby—* \WWhat {dints girly are when
ther imitate man.” Marine (fBattered):
~ Do you think so > That proves hnw
excellent the imitarinn fs™

- - -
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PLEASANT HOURS,

AR & 43 4

‘Do Your B.st

Have you failed to-day, good heart ?
'Tis no cause for sorrow ;

Try again; the clouds may part—
Perhanps may part to-morrow.

If you are a brave, strong man,

You will do the best you can.

Do your best, and leave the rest,
Better may comse te-morrow.

Have you lost your land or gold ?
That’s no cause for sighing ;
One bright hour doth oft unfold

Many a year’s denying.
Be not weary or downcast,
“ Patience holds the gate at last.”
Do your best, and leave the re_st,
And never give up your trying.

Rich or poor, be all a man ;
‘Wear no golden fetter,
Do the very best you can,

And vou'll soon do better.
Lvery day you do your best
Is a vantage for the rest.
Don’t complain; every gain

Is making your best still better.

SIGNAL LIGHTS.

I once knew a sweet little girl called
Mary. Her papa was the captain of a
big ship, and sometimes she went with
him to sea.

One day, on one of these trips, she
cat on a coil of rope

“T can iry my best to do whatever 1
am put to do,” answered the boy.

“What have vou done 7

“I bave sawed and split all mother’s
wood for nigh on to two years.”

“What have you not done ?” asked the
gentleman, who was a queer sort of g
questioner.

“Well, sir,” answered the boy, after a
moment’s pause, “I have not whispered
in school once for a whole year.”

“That’s enough,” said the gentleman;
‘“‘von may ship aboard this vessel, and
I hope to see you the master of it some
dav. A hoy who can master a woodpile

and bridle his tongue, must be made of
good stuft.”

LESSOMN NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.

STUDIES IN OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY.

LESSON VI—AUGUST 9.
DAVID'S VICTORIES,
2 Sam. 10. 8-19. Memory verses, 11, 12,

GOLDEN TEXT.

The Lord is my light and my salva-
tion: whom shall I fear.—Psalm 27. 1.

Time.—About B.C. 1034.

watching old Jim
clean the signal
lamps.

‘“What are you do-
ing ?” she asked.

“I am trimming
the signal lamps,”
said old Jim.

‘“What are they
for ?”’ asked Mary.

“To keep other
ships from running
into us, Miss; if we
do not hang out our
lichts we might get
wrecked.”

Mary watched him
for some time, and
ithen she ran away,
and seemed to forget
all about the signal
lights; "but she did
not, as was after-
ward shown.

The next day she
came to watch old
Jim trim the lamps,
and after he had
seated her on a coil
of rope he turned
to do his work. Just
then the wind car-
rled away one of the
cloths, and old Jim
began to swear
awfully. Mary slipped from her place,
and ran into the cabin; but she came
back shortly and put a folded paper into
his hand. Old Jim opened it, and there,
printed in large letters-—for Mary was
too young to write—were these words :

“Thou shalt not take the name of the
Lord thy God in vain, for the Lord will
not hold him guiltless that taketh his
namé in vain.”

*““ What is this, Miss Mary 7

“It is a signal light, please. I saw
that a bad ship was running against
vou, because you did not have your
signal light hung out, so I thought you
had forgotten it,” said Mary.

0ld Jim bowed his head and wept like

2 child. At last he said:
“You’re right, missy: I had forgotten
it. My mother taught me that very
commandment when I was no bigger
*han you; and for the future T will hang
out my signal lights, for T might be
quite wrecked by that bad ship, as you
=11 those oaths.”

Old Jim has a large Bible now, which
Mary gave him, and on the cover he

i printed, “ Signal Lights for souls
“mnd for Heaven.”

DOING AND NOT DOING.

* 8ir,” saijd a lad, coming down to one
of the wharves in Boeston, and addressing
a well-known merchant, “ have you any
ierih en your ghip ? I want to earn
fomething”
“ What ean you do ?” asked the gentle-
nan,

BETHANY, ‘‘WILDERNESS OF JUDEA,” DEAD SEA AND MOAT,

Places.—1. Rabbath, the capital of the

Ammonites. 2. A plain surrounding the
city of Madeba. The plain was in-
habited by

Reubenites; the city belonged
originally to the Moabites, and afterward
fell into their hands, 3. Hamath, g
Syrian metropolis, not far from Damas-
cus.

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—Read the Lesson (2 Sam. 10.
8-19).  Answer the Questions. Tell in
your own words the Lesson story.

Tuesday.—Read a song of victory

(Exod, 15. 1-11). Fix in your mind Time
and Places,

Wednesday.—Read ga
care (1 Chron. 18.
Golden Text.

Thursday—Read

story of God’s
1-13). Learn the

about trust in God

(Psalm 144). Learn the Memory Verses.
Friday.—See how God delivers (Psalm
18. 32-50).

Saturday.-—Read how to praise for de-
liverance (Psalm 34). Study Teachings
of the Lesson,

Sunday.—Read the soul’s warfare (Eph.
6. 10-20).

QUESTIONS,

I The Lord’s battle against Ammon,
verses 8-14,

8. Where was this battle fought ?
Whom were the Ammonites aided?
did Joal seeure an advant
9. What was the plan o
by the enemy ?
his forces ?

By
How
age over them?
f battle chosen
How did Joab arrange
10. State what you know

of Abishai 2 11, What agreement did
Joab make Wwith  Abishai ? 12. Why
Was  great courage needed ? ‘What

would make the Hebrew moldiers brave ?
Did Joab count upon God’'s aid ? 13,
Which branch of the armies was the
first to flee 2 14, What caused the Ain-
manites to give up the fight ? Why did
Joub not follow up the victory ?

il. The Lord’s battle against Syria,
verses 15-19,

15. What did the Syrians do after
their defeat ? 14, What led Hadarezer
to engage in the conflict ? 17, Why did
David go with the army in person ?
Where was the battle fought ? Name
Some of the results that followed this
great victory. What became of the
alliance between the Syrians and the
Ammoniteg ?

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON,

; A suspicious spirit wil cause us to
Djure our friends. It takes co
to be faithful to do e

and life people will dp and
Our chief reliance shoulq be up-
on God. It takes bitter experience to
teach some Deople wisdom, Ruin will
be the fate of all who oppose Christ ang

His cause Are we on th
s« . e safe an
winning gide ? and

\_
THE EARL OF SHAFTESBURY’S
NURSE.
Few knew

of his unhappy childhog
and the teaching of his  faithiui bﬁi

-

FROM TOWER ON MOUNT OLIVET.—See Story,

nurse, of whom to

speak of as “the best
in the world e
knew of his stro

the last he would
friend he ever had
and although every one
ng fidelity to evangelical
truth, and of hig firm faith in God, per-
haps Comparatively few were aware how
be.autifully simple and childlike was that
faith, The idea that he wag little else
than a narrow bigot will be considerably
modified by a thoughtful perusa] of the
f_efmarkably interesting volumes of his
ife.

And yet the home into which the

future philanthropist 28 born was such
as to discourage the growth of true
piety. His father wag an able man and
of keen sense, but largely engrossed in
public life: his mother, daughter of the
fourth Duke of Marlborough, was a
fascinating woman, and attached, after a
certain manner, to her children, but too
much occupied with fashion and plea-
sure to be very mindful of their reli-
gious training. Occasionally his father
asked him a question from the Cate-
chism, but for the rest he was left to
grow up in the cold, formal religion of
the time.

But there was in the household a
simple-hearted, loving, Christian woman,
named Martha Millis, who had been
maijd to young Ashley’s mother when at
Blenheim. She loved this gentle, seri-
ous little boy, and was wont to take him
on her knee and tell him storles from
the Secriptures. Throughout his life, it
seemis to us, can be traced the effects of
these teachings, which, growing with his
growth and strengthening with his

-

e
ntel

strength, ripened into a firm aﬁg iwuﬂ“é
gent but a child-like faith.  SBe oy oof
him the first prayer he ever ut 4 nim#
Which, even in old age, he four” 1eed Wt ‘
frequently repeating. He promi® plls

tlodder, before his fatal illness, g1
this prayer into writing, Put 7 qu

never able to fulfil this promis®
Quiver,

Moessages From Home.
BY MINNIE LEONA UPTON:
Oh, the wind comes over the o
morning— _ . pom®’
Straight over the hille—fro% g, 5
I catch the scent of the DIOii:mh the
8 the ardent spring
. Btirg; . . ~p bR
Ahd the s'wé%t, low things of the ,
and Beni friet
.. A Mes8age kind to thelr e,x“"gdorni“g
Telling how gladsomely they're scorsl?
The wood—no corner or crevice
Under the sun-filled dome.

The streets are empty, the town 18

ing, .

The air is quiet and clear; .ot "

Buc heavy wheels and hu!"'yi“ge o

Too soon will banish the 5‘,16111 depst,

The breeze and the hour will {8 #
will house their me

A catty; o o iceeplt¥
Thete, closely heid n its itgi’t’ig éafﬂeﬁ

s t¥
wool

glee?”

hey will set its pulses ”

. leaping, .

Though the day break dark
drear,

. . . . . L ¢
A bi‘e?t,h divine o’er my soul 18 s
. ing— o }
I wait in glad amaze ;
It fang my faith to a living
Putting my doubts and fears
Heaven geems so real, 80
. heart )
. There is no place for doubt fr
Of cate to tome .with their
. Creeping :
Far, far away is the voice of weep
And all my goul Is praise.
O breath of heaven, beneath thy PO
Agaln I consecrate e!
My little lite to Him who ga"t oIt}
The storms will beat, the
rave ; . 85
Again the cares of earth will Pr® gnd

But I am strong ’gainst st
stresg—

I
til
Strengﬁhened and stayed by thi®

ﬂﬂ,me' me;

to 8 ; 8

bies

feal.
Al

ing:

wer

pes®

our rict
And the message from Home. OB ?
less dower, 1
It was well for thee to wait

:‘Q____/————/

JUST PUBLISHED.

THE CIRCUIT RIDEP

A Tale of the Heroic Age of
American Methodisme.

By EDWARD EGGLESTON-

Price, 60 cents.

This grand story has just been
brought out in England in a chesP
edition, and we have procured #
supply. The book has heretofor®
sold at $1.75, a price that kept it
out of most schools. The picture
of Western life at the beginning ©
this century is here vividly por-
trayed : the sharp contrasts of corn-
shuckings and camp-meetings, of
wild revels followed by wild re-
vivals; the contacts of highwayman
and preacher ; the strange admix-
ture of picturesque simplicity, gro-
tesque humour and savage ferocitys
of abandoned wickedness and aus"
tere piety, a condition of thl“g:
scarcely conceivable to the reader
of to-day. Get the buok for you
library.
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