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Nobility.
BY ALICE CARFEY.

True worth 18 in belng, not seeming
In doing, each day that goes by,
Some [ittle guod--not in drcaming
Of great things to do by-and-bye .
For, whatever men say In blindness,
And in spitc of the fancies of youth,
There’s nothing so kindly as kindness,
And nothing 5o royal as truth.

We._get back our mete #3 we measure,
We cannot do wrong and feel right,
Nor can wo give pain and feel pleasure,

For justice avenges 'Aach slight.
The air for the wing of the sparrow,
The bush for the robln and wren ;
But always the path that is narrow
Anq straight for the children of men.

We cannot make bargains for blisses,
Nor catch .them like fishes in nets: .,
And sometimes the thing our life misses
Helps more than the thing which it
. gets ;
For good lleth not in pursuing,
Tor galning of great or of small ;
But just {n the doing and doing
As we would be done by, is all.

Through envy, through malice, through
hating,
Against the world, early anad late,
No jot of our courage abating—
Our part is to work and to wait.
And slight is the sting of his trouble,
Whose winnings are less than hls
worth ;
Yor he who is honest is noble,
Whatever his fortunes and birth.

SOME FACTS ABOUT OFINA.

As we shall have occasion to show In
gdeveral engravings which we wils pre-
sent ¢f Chinese scenery, much of it is
very interesting and attractive. While
a great deal of the country is very level,
yet much of it is also exceedingly broken
with bold headlands and deep ravines,
It is cultivated like a garden wherever
possible. The picture on this page
shows a scece on the {sland Chock-
Sing-Toon. A mountain stream comes
down a decp and narrow gorge, the
follage on elther side being exceedingly
luxuriant. A stone bridge spans this
stream, with a temple on one side and
a8 joss-house on the other. It is a par-
ticularly holy place, for the natives
bring here great quantities of joss-
sticks and sacred paper to burn.
These joss-sticks are very aromatic and
diffuse their fragrance all around. We
brought some from San Francisco which
we sometimes burn in the house for the
sake of the pleasant odour. The papers
contain prayers whichk, when burned, are
supposed to come before the delty.

The Chinese are great sailers. Many
families spend thelr lives in boats, and
their junks navigate with boldness ail
the eastern sess. They carry very
large sails, whose bamboo ribs make
them look likée the huge winzs of a bat,
or some such uacanny creature.

China §s great in her antiquity.

.

CHINESP. SCENERY—CHOCK-SING-TOON.

Fcunded before Egypt or Nineveh, she
exists and flourishes still. Before
Romulus buiit the walls of Rome, be-
fore Samuel anointed Saul king over
Israel, sho was a strong, well-organized,
mighty empire. Her records date back
four thousand yesrs. For twenty cen-
turles the great wall which encircles her,
covered with pgranite, has been Duilt.
When our English ancestors were sav-
ages, the common peopie of China weroe
clothed in silks and sating, .In the
year 1250, Marco Polo visited Chinu.
He was the first European traveller to
do so; and when, upon hig return, ha
told his story concerning that land and
its. people, and the wonderful*thingy he
had seca there,
he was by some
adjudged insane.
and by others
the supreme Har

cf bis day.
Bot what we
krow to-day

corroborates tha
truthfuiness of
his marveliou
tales.
China {8 great
2aiso in her in-
veations, It s
not commonly
known that for
Pprinting, guon-
"powder, the
wariners . com-
pass, the mak-
" ez of paper,
‘pbreelain, _ and

India Ink,
China. Printing was invented in Europe
in the fiftcenth ceatury. In the second
ceatury of the Christian era, printing on
wooden blocks was known to China.
With the exception of the electric tele-
graph and the stcam-engine—compara-
tively new discoveries with us—it may
bo sald that there is no great {nvention
which did not originate ja China.

the world i3 indebted to  seventy or elghty years

Moreover, Chlna is great in her public

works.
Mountaing will compare very favourably
with the great highways over the
Alpine passes. China also boasts of
two thousand
canals, which
aftord free and
easy intercourse
throughout all
the empire Ope
of these canais
is twelve hun-
dred miles 1o
length. and was
completed be-
fore Columbus
was boru.
Agalp the
Cbinese agricul-
ture {8 not sur-
passed by that
of =any other
natifon. For
many centurjes
the =oll has
teen taxed 0
support the Im-

upon its products, and yot {t {s said to be
richor than ever to-day.

Vo have heard much {n theso days of
*he Lreaking down of bridges, Ly which
a0t o fow human lives have boen eacri-
tred  Such a tbing may be sald to be
nknown in China, for ehould an kecl-
dent happen, tho bullder, if yot alive,
would bHo bastinadoed Consequently,
Chinese bridges do not break down

MOTHER'S TURN.

Have our girls seen the followlng,
taken from ono ot the church papers?
It 8o, it will do no barm to give it an-
other reading, now that vacation days
are bringing the lolsure that will make
it possible {or " mother” to have her
“turn”:

* It's mother’s turn to be taken care of
now "

The speaker was a winsomo young
girl, whose bright oyes, fresh colour and
eager looks told of light-hearted bappl-
ness. Just out of scheol, she had an
air of culture, which 13 an addcd attrac-
tlon to a dlithe young face. It was
mothor's turn now ! Did sho know how
my heart went out to her for her un-
seltish worda ?

‘ros many mothers, in thelr love for
their daughters, eatirgly overlook the
Idea that they themselves nerd recrea-
tlon. Thoy do without all tho ecasy,
preity, and charming things, and say
nothing about it, and the daughters do
not think there is any self-denial in-
voived,

Jennle gets tho new dress, and mother
wears the old one turnod upside down
and wrong sido out. Lucy goes on the
mountain trip, and mother stays at home
and kcopa house. Emily Is tired of
study, and must lle down in the after-
noon, but mother, though her back
aches, has no time for such indulgence.

Girls 1 tuke good care of your mothers.
Coax them to let you rellove them of
soma of the harder duties which for
years they huve patlently borne.

CONCEENING NUTMEGS.

Were we to sclect some article of food
as jt appears on qur breakfast-tablo each
moruing, bow many of the family, think
you, could tell its origin? Take nut-
megs, for instance: -

Tho nutmeg-trees grow on the istands
of Asla 224 tropical Aisdrica, and look
like small pear-trees. They bear fruft
In Jamaics
three {s one tree that every year has ot
it over 4,000 nutmegs.  The fruit is
about the eize of a peach. and when ripe
it breaks open and shows the seed. which
{s the article known to commercs as tho
putmeg. Mace i3 the thin covering over
the seed ‘The Duteh have mnot con-
trolled the nutmeg trade for many years.
They tried to confine the growth of the
nutmeg to the Bapda Islands. which they

The roads over the Himalaya owned, but the nuotmeg pigesns carried

the nuts into all the surrounding cous-
tries, and the tress grow and flan=iahed
in spite of the woull-bo mnnopolists.

mense popuis-~
tion dependent

\

TNE PEARL RIVER, NEAR CANTOX,
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* Talitha Cnmi"
BY RUBAN CONLIDaP

Qur ilttiec one was sick, and tho sickaeas
pressed her sore ,

Weo sat boesido her bed, and we felt her
handa and lhead,

And 1n our hearts we prayod this cae
prayer o'cr and oer.

“Come to us, Christ the Lord,; utter
thine old-time word,

Teatitha cumi !

And as the night woro on, and the fover
fiamed more high,

And a now look burned and grew in the
eyes of tendor blue,

8till louder in our hearts uprose the
volcoless cry .

“O Lord of love and might, say vnce
again to-night,

*Talstha cumi !

And then, and then--he camo, we satw
him not, but felt ;

And he bent above the child, and she
censed to moan, and smiled ,

And, although wo heard no sound, as
around the bed we kaelt,

Our souls were made awaro of & man-
date In the air.

“Talitha cumi "*

And as at dawn’s falr summons faded
the morning star,

Holding the Lor:s hand close, the child
we loved arose,

And with him took her way to a country
far away ,

And we would not call her dead, for it
was his volce that gald :

“ Talitha cumi !”
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THE WHITE DOVE.
BY REV. S8AMUEL GREGORY.

One summer afternoon, in a green lane,
a girl came out ot a road-side cottage
and gave n pleasant call. She looked up
to a wood, across the way, and repeated
the call. \Whercupon a dove suddenly
futtered from the top of a tree, made a
lttle circle round the girl's head, and
alighted on her shoulder. Away they
went together into the cottage, the girl
talking to the bird. It was pretty to
sec that gentle bird come to that gentle
girl, when she called it from its com-
panions in the wood.

That scemed wonderful, but aot so
wondarful as something which John the
Baptist saw. Jesus ha® been standing
in tho river Jordan, wh.le John poured
water on his head and said sacred words,
Suddenly there cameo something like a
flash of light, and it seomed as if & dove
wero descending upon Jesus. It scemed
to rest upon him for & moment, and
then vanished away like a dream. When
John saw {t he held his breath, and
bowed his head, for it was & sign wlich
ha anderstood. It was the Holy Spirit
of .Gad descending upon Jesus our
Saviour. .

That dove was a sign of tho character
of Jesus, and though Jesus is not called
the Dovo, but “ Tho Lamb,” it is with
partly the same meaning. And that
Hoty Dovo i3 also a slgn of the sort of
character and disposition which those ;

|
; brople have who receive tho Spirit of

H God,

T et e s . e .  — . ——— — —— —- —

and are led by that 8pirit to

follow Jesus,

TAR DOVE'S UFNTIRNESS

What does a dove mean ? ]t means
genticness. A dove has soft gentle eyes,
and low cooing volce, and quiet ways.
No cue is afrafd of o dove. it {8 not
80 with somo other birds. When you
are near a cockatoo take care (unless
the bird has beon trained) for it i3 far
from gentlo. It has bold eyes, claws
like strong hands, and n beak like a
pair of pincers. It sends up {its crest
like a warrlor 1ifting a flag, and acreams
threnlonlnz end deflance, You had bet-
ter not stroke that bird, or perhaps vou
may find a mark on your fluger.
a dovo 18 different—I1t 18 so gontle that
we say, “ harmlicss as a dove.”

You have heard of a gentie kind man,
whom the Hindus roverence. He was
u prince, whose name was Buddba, and
he lived beforo Jesus Christ was born.
India i3 full of stories of Buddhu's sweet-
ness and kindness, Some day you mav
read of him in a beautiful book called
“The Light of Asfa.” Buddha of the
gentee heart ! God had sent in Buddha
something of his gentle spirit.

But it fs the lifo of Jesus that shows
us something that is graclious and
gentle. That 18 why mothers brought
their childten to him, and why his
words fcll 1tke music on sick men’s ears
and on sad people’s hearts. That is
why little ones pray to h#n as “ Gontle
Jesus.” He onco sald, *“ Learn of Me
for I am meek "—gentle, St. Paul had
learned of him, and had the dove-ltke
spirit in  his heart when he wrote,
* Avenge not yourselves but rather glve
place unto wrath. Therefore, {f thine
enemy hunger, feed him; it he thirst,
give him drink. Be not overcome of
evil, but overcome evil with good.”

I will tell you of a man who tried to
follow Jesus in his way of gentle.ess.
A Christian knight was taken prisoner
by a Turkish Pasha, who had him yoked
with oxen to a plough and driven with
a whip. The Christian's wife suld her
jewels, and her land, and paid the ran-
som for her husband’s release. At a
later time, in another war, the Christian
knight found that his men had taken
prisoner the Turkish Pasha who had
treated him so cruelly. ‘The Pasha was
badly wounded—was indeed dying. As
soon 4s he saw who his captor was the
Turk sald: *“Now you will take re-
venge !” * Yes,” sald the knight, “ but
it shall be the revenge of a Christian,
a Christian is taught to forgive, for God
s love!" That §s an old story of
crusading times, but it is what those
are able to do on whom the dove-like
spirit has fallen.

You might think that the gentle are
always liable to injury, but God protects
his children. Tn early days of Ameri-
can settlements there was a good deal
ot fighting betwcen white men and Red
Indians. Quakers are gentle people,
who do not belfeve in fighting under any
circumstances and many of them had
fled to America, and were there during
the Red Indian wars. Bancroft (the
American historian) says that though
the Quakers carried no weapons, ‘' no
indian ever shed a drop of Quaker blood
drring that terrible time.” It was God
who protected them, as if to show that
the meek (the gentle) shall inherit the
earth.

Mrs. Fry, the Quakeress, was a pro-
verb of gentleness, At a time when
prisoners were kept together in Ilarge
numbers, and were very badly used. and
very rough, Mrs. Ery went to Newgate
prison, to talk to them, and read the
Bible to them. Her sweetness and
graciousness melted the hard hearte of
the prisoners as sun melts snpow. Her
eyes, her face, her voice, were tender as
those of a dove. and her heart was a
place where that Holy Spirit which de-
scended on Jesus was always brooding.
She was full of God’s gracious, gentle
spirit.

THE DOVE'S PCRITY.

But a dovoe means somecthing eise.
The dove that rested on Jesus meant
purity. It was a sign of the spirit of
holiness.

When Jesus was a boy in Nazareth he
ofiecn satched the doves. He was
pleased with thelr pretty colours, their
graceful flight, and their gentle ways.
In the street of that Galllean village
there were doves always ncar the svell
where women went to draw water.
With thelr pretty rings round .their ,
necks thoy marched about on the |
ground, and did not fily when people
walked along. Everybody was accus-
temed to the doves. No one threw
stones at them, so they were very tame, ,
And many a time when Jesus went up |
the street home, he had doves about his
fect as he walked. I bkave no doubdt

Now |

they often came to him to feed them,
fnd flew down upon his shoulders,

Those doves slept in what we should
call lofts and In places where lumber
was kept about the houses. They lay
among pots and boxes, and whon thew
came out in the morning looked for 1it-
tle pools of water to wash in, and then
plumed thelr feathers one at a time, and
ldrlcd themscives In the sun, until it
| seemed that although they had *lain

among the pots,” yet thelr “ wings were

of silver, and their feathers like yellow
gold.” The sun shining on them seermed
to glld the birds with the powerful light.

When Jesus was a boy he often saw
3 doves fluttering in their bath and taking
| every speck and staln from thetir

fcathers. Pure water and the clear sun-
shine how those doves rojoiced !n these
beaut{ful things.

Jesus himself had this pure spirit of
the dove. He was ' Holy, Harmless
Undefiled” “In him there was no sin,
neither was gulle found on his lps.”
'No lying word, no wrong deed, were

ever known in Jesus. And those who
have the splrit of Jesus try to he like
Jesus.  St. Paul tells us to keecp our
very thoughts pure, and to flll our minds
with good and bright things. He tolls
us to think of whatsogver things are
pure, and true, and lovely and of good
report. We must beware of bad com-
panions and of foolish books. We must
try to keep our souls as pure as the
wings of a white dove. You remember
Lady Jane Grey's prayer, which sho
wrote in a book when she was a girl.
“ 0 God. make others great it thou wilit,
but make me good ! And you know
that on the first day that Victoria was
Queen (when shke was about nineteen
years old) she asked no one to disturb
her, that she might be alone to think
and to ask God to make her life pure
and good.

Sometimes as we grow up in life we
do not grow better. That is very sad.
It we are il we try to get better. If
we are sinful we do not try so earnestly
to grow better. But it is not bad to be
11 as it is to be wicked. People fall

firgt ft secems to them only like having
a speck of soot on their collar and be-
fare they have done it is like goling
about as black as a chimney-sweep.
And the longer bad habits are left un-
coirected the harder they are to cure.
They become like stains which the dyer
has on his hands, and which so long as
he is a dyer he cannot wash quite away.
* Our sin how deep its stainsg !”

But Jesus will help us to be pure if
we want to be. When we sing about
‘ the fountaln filled with blood,” it is of
Christ’s cross and Christ’s forgiving
lave that we sing. Somehow Jesus can
give us clean hearts and renew right
spirits within us, and fiil' us with his
own dove-like spirii—the spirit of gen-
tleness and purity, of truth and love.

JUNIOR *>WORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
SEPTEMBER 5, 1897.

The place of safety.—Psalm 91 1-10.

TUOE PSALM.

A German .physician was wont to
speak of this psalm as the best preser-
yvative in times of cholera, and in truth
it is a heavenly medicine against plague
and pest

When the Rev. Willlam Jay was on
his dying bed—he had lived more than
cighty years—two ministers visited him,
one of whom repeated this preclous
Psalm, and the dying Christian said, “1I
have proved the truth of every portion
of this Psalm but the iast verse, and 1
will soon prove its truth also.” He
died almost immediately.

WHO CAN CLAIM THIS PSALM.

Read verse 1. Not ordinary Chris-
tiang, but such as live in close and con-
stant communion with God. Many live
far beneath their privilege, hence in
trouble they are afraid; they are some-
times even shut up in ‘ Doubting
{ Castle.” Those who walk with God, as

Enoch did, or who are the friends of
. God, as Abraham was, they are the per-
~“sons who dwell in the secret place of the

i Wost High. Let the language of all our
| readers ever be, *Nearer my God to

’uxee."
THRIR LANGUAGE.

Vorse 2. “I will eay,” etc. Cori-
fidenco I8 here expressed. Nothing 1like
doubt or hesitancy, but child-litke con-

i
t

can express who are steadfast. Observe
| the force of the words—my refuge. A
refage is a place of safety, but it only
benefits those who can call it theirs,
hence the strength there is in the mono-
i syllable—" my.” Cana you all say it ?

into little sins and then Into greater. At |

fidence, strong faith, such as only those |

STRENGTIU INCREASES.

‘Yurso 3. Exporlence confirms the
opinion before cxpressed. No matter
how craftily the enemy may seck to en-
trap the Christian, tho God whom he
serves will be his protector. This {s a
wonderful oxpression, which {llustrates
the strength and condescension of God

PEBAR DISARMDD.

Verse b. Night and day are both
altke to God. He can preserve in the
dark as well as In tho light, both aro
alike to him. The most crafty cannot
decelve him, nor take him unawarcs.
Ho §8 always on hand. The meaning of
tha whole lesson is, the safety of God's
people, both in storm and sunshine
History contains repeated illustrations,
conflrmatory of the truth of the Psalm
In seasons of epidemics.and contagious
disenses few Christian ~ail, compared
with the ungodly.

The Little Boy in the Harvest-Field.
BY S8UBAN TEALL PERRY.

Out in the flelds in the midsummer beat

The reapers were busy binding the
wheat,

And the farmer looked with an anxious
eye,

At the “ thunder-cnps " in the western

“All hnnds must work now, with a will,”

sald he;
“There's a storm a-brewing up there, I
see.’

Then the bright-faced boy at his father’s
side,

To help bind the sheaves mest patlently
tried ;

But he could not manage the work at all,

For thos: willing hands were too weak
and small

“1 can't do this,” said the brave little
man,

“ So I'll give it up and do what T can.”

“The man are thirsty and far from the
spring ;

It will give them a Mif ” thought be,
“to bring

A pall of that clear, :0ld water, that
flows

Down the mountain side where the aweet
fern grows.”

And soon he was dipping his little cup

In the mossy place where it bubbled up.

And the joy of dcing something he could

Shone on his face as he came through
the wood.

“God bless ‘he boy ! every man cried
out,

As he passed the pure cold water about.

~'Twas sustaining power—they bound the
grain

Just in time to save it from drenching
rain.

Then the fsther said that night, with a
smi.e.

While the mother listened with pride
the while,

* My boy, you helped harvest the fleid of
wheat,

Bringing water when we were parched
with heat,

Ren.ember through life, my dear little

man
God only bids us to do what we can.”

NEMO

OB
The Wonderful Door.

BY THB AUTHOR OF “CHRISTIES OLD
ORGAN."

CHAPTER VIL

JEITMY'S ENTERTAINMENT.

When Abel and Nemo, with their
basket -cart, arrived at Jemmy's. they
found their now friend waiting for them.

“Come along, little 'uns,” he called
out; *“cheer up! Jemmy's got the pot
on, and it smells something like. Why,
how wet you are, my lad '

This last remark was addressed to
Abe}, who was shaking himself like a
dog, 'end from whom the rain was rue-
ning fn little streams on ‘the ground.

“Yes,” eald Abtel; <Y shall be glad to
get to & fire, I can um you.”

“Jemmy’s got & grand one,” sald-the
msn, " half-way up the climney, that's
what it is. Jemmy, come here, my lad,”
‘he orled; “ here’s these flogting baskets 1
told ye of.”’

In answer to this call, & very stout -
man came down a long flight of stone
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steps Gutside the house, and gave tho
new-comers a welcome., It was a
strange kind of inn near which thay
found themselves. It looked more iike
a huge darn than a house; the lower
story was taken up by a large stable,
into which Abol'sa donkoy and cart wore
put for the night; but tho jun itsel? was
built over the stable, and could only bo
entered by the outer stone stalrcase,
which led to the upper story of the
buiflding. The cheery man led the way
up these steps, and Abel and Nemo fol-
Jowed him, whilgt the landlord remained
below !o got a handful of hay for the
poor dreached donkoy.

* Now,” sald their friend, as he threw
open a door at the top of the stona steps,
‘““come in here, and see if Jemmy does
not deserve tho good name I gava him.”

It was a curious room into which he
led them, very long and narrow, and
with nothiug but wooden rafters over-
head; the celllng was so low, that for
once Abel felt inclined to be glad that
he was no taller; and the floor was go
rough and uneven, that Nemo felt as if
he weore walking up and down hill as
he crossed it. But a Dblazing, roaring
fve was burning in the grate, and on it
was tho pot of which they had heard,
the very smell of which made the
travellers feel how hungry they were.
Three men in rough blouses were sit-
ting over the fire smoking, dut they
moved away when the fresh-comers en-
tered, and good-naturedly gave them the
warmest places; whilst one of them, an
old man with white hair, took off Nemo’s
~oa¢ and put him on a stool in the warm
ohimney-corner,

“It's as cold as Christmas, Crumpets,
for all it's July,” said the old man.

Crumpeta—that wes the name of the
sheerful man-~-answered that it was
colder than many a Christimas he could
remember, but he gave it as his opinion
that it did not inuch matter how cold it
was, provided that yo: had 2 fire llke
Jemmy's to come to.

“ And stew like Jemmy’'s to eat,” sald
another man, getting up from his seat
to lift the iid and to stir the pan, and
at the same time to make the mouths of
all those who sat round the fire to water.

“Have ye come far to-day ?" said the
ol¢d man, turning to Abel.

‘A good way,” he answered; * we've
co;ne from Everton, me and my little
la -"

*0Oh, you've been there, have you ?”
the said. ‘“Did you gc up to the big
kouse ?”

“Yes, wo were there this afternoon,”
sald Abel,

“And it was beautitul,” said little
Nemo, looking vp from his stool.

“Ay, it is beautiful, my little lad,”
said the old man. ‘I was one of the
gardeners there till X got too old to
work, and if any man kaows the Hall, I
should know 1t."”

“We saw the little pinx lady,” said
Nemo.

*“ Ay, the little lass; I believe she’s a
bonnfe little thing, so I've heard folks
say. I've never set eyes on her mysell.”

* Was she born since you left ?” asked
Abel.

“ Ay, yes; at least, she wasn't at the
Hall then; them folks as has the Hall
now never dreamt of such a thing as

getting there a few years ago. Ay, it's’

queer how places change hands, and
there never was & queerer story than
the story of Everton Hall. But they’re
nice folks, I beligve, these new people,—
very nice folks—so people say; but, as
I tell you, I never did see them myself,
and I don't expect I ever shall.”

Jemmy now came upstairs and an-
nounced that the stew was ready. A
largo deal table was drawn in front of
the fire, and the littie company in the
inn gathered around it, whilst Jemmy
1adied out the hot coup from the steam-
ing pan. Thae stew tasted quite as good
as its sinell had promised. It was filled
with carrots and turnips, onlons and
parsley, and small pleces of meat, and
Jermy's guests did full justice to it.

“1t 18 good, Abel,” sald little Nemo,
as he sat between his foster-father and
Crumpels, perched on & high stool which
Jemmy brougrt up from the stable for
him to sit on, and a3 Abel strotched his
neck, that he might see as far as pos-
sible above the top of the table.

When the stew was disposed of, and
also the hot coffee for whick Jemmy was
much famed, they drew round the fire
again; the men lghted their plpes,
Jemmy closed the shutters, and piled
more logs on the fire; and the old man,
turning to Abel, said—

“Maybe you'd like to hear a bit about
the Hall, as you've seen it with your
own eyes 2"

* Ay, master, that I would, right well,”
said Absl,

“Yes, do tell us, please,” echoed little
Nemo.

Tie old mAn drew closer to the firg,

put his hands on his knees, and, lean.
ing forward, and looking from one face
to anather, all ruddy and bright in the
firelight, he began his tale,

“1 was born in a little cottage on the
¢l] mast \r's estate, and there I lived all
my iife 1l about five years ago, when
I came to live with my daughter here
on the moors. You scc, my f{ather was
gardener at the Hall, and the old master
thought a deal about him, and wouldn't
have parted with him was it ever so.
80 as soon as I had got a bit of school-
Ing (we didn’t get such a deal in them
days as they do now) my f{ather got me
to work In the garden, to weed the
paths and wheel thoe barrows, and rua
errands for the men; ho kept a lot of
gurdeners, did the old mastor, cight or
ten of them always at work. You ses,
it's a vast placo to keep in ordor, and he
wus mighty particular, bless you, nover
a weed on tho path or down them
avenues but what {t caught his eye.
But he was a good master, if you did
your work well and didn't slip it, and all
hir men thought a deal ou him, and ho
was a bad fellow who didn't try to
please him.

* Ay, lads, when the old master died,
his funeral was a sight to see. All the
village was there, and they wept like
babies, men and woemen and children, all
of ‘em together, and my mother put a
black band on my hat, and we all went
to hear kis funeral sermon the next
Sunday,—even my father, who hadn't
geen in a church since I could remem-
er.”

“Why, Jemmy, what's that ?” said
Crumpets, interrupting the epeaker;
* l{sten, man "

* Nay, 1t's nothing,” sald Jemmy; “ it's
the wind dblowing the pig-sty door, may-
be.”

* It sounds to me like a knocking,”
sald Crumpets. *1 heard it before, but
1 didn't like to stop the story.”

‘ Well, meybe 1'd better go and look,”
said Jemmy, rising reluctantly from his
cosy seat by the fire; “it's mayds a
stranger who can’'t find the way in.
Wait a bit, master, till 1 come back.
I'd like to hear the end of your tale. I
knew they had had a lot of changes up
at Everton, I've heard my uncle talk of
it,—him as lived here before me,—but I
never Quite kpmew tho rights of the
gtory.”

Jemmy +was away longer than they
expected; they heard him moving about
below, opening and shutting the deers
in the stable, and the rest of the party
were full of impatience to hear more of
the story. When their host returned,
he told them that it was an awfu! night,
that the rain was coming down in tor-
rents, and that he quits expected {t
would keep on like that til! morning.

*Who was it knocking, Jemmy ?”
asked Crumpets,

*“ It was only a tramp,” said Jemmy,
* drenched tbrough, poor chap. I waat-
ed him to come up to the fire, but he
wouldn’t hear of it. He asked if he
might turn into the stable and sleep in
the hayloft, and I hadn’t the heart to
say him no. Come, let’s hear the rest
of your story, Tom; you'éd got as far as
the master's funeral, hadn't you ?"

*“Yes,” sajd the old man, clearing his
throat as he began again; *“that was
the old.master, him as. was there when
1 was a boy. He only left two children,
a son aud a .daughter, and the daughter
died soon after him. The son mede us
a very good master too, only no cme
could think he was just as good as the
old man. You see, he was a quiet man
at the best of times, and he hadu’t the
ready word for every one he met that
the olé master had; but he was very
‘kind for all that, &8 many a one knew
who was {li or wanted aught, for he
was a reg'lar father to the peoplo on his
land, no one can deny that.

“Well, this master—the old man’s
son, you understand—married late in
life: he must have been near upon forty,
and we all thought he was going to die a
bachelor. But all at once came news
that there was to be a wedding, and
every one 'was glad that there was to be
a lady at the Hall, 1 mind me how the
bells rang when he brought his bride
home, and a bonnfe bride she was, poor
little lassie, quite a girl, as you may say,
only Jjust left school.

“The measter was &8 Lew man. He
came, as folks say, oat of his sheil, and
there was gay doings at the Ialil; ¢ .a old
place was all alive with cacrriages golag
up and down the avenue, visitors com-
ing round the gardens, and boats row-
ing op and down the lake. But it
dido’t last loug, for in lass than a yesr
the bonnfe bride dled, at . left him with
a little baby not more than a week old.
Then all was changed, all the brightness
was gone, no visitors came to the Hall,
and the poor master was well-nigh
broken-hearted. He had pobody left
now but the chlld,—Master John, we

used to call him,—~and as the boy grow
oldor ho was more and more bdound up
in him,

“ A fine manly lad <ras Master John,
bless him, for all he had no brothers
90r sisters to keep him company. He
was all life and apirit; ho would climd
the trees, and ride the ponies bare-
back2? and do a0 many daring things
that the wonder was he didnt come to
somo harm when he was but a boy.

*“He nover had many companjons,—
there was nobody, you sco, in the villago
or about for him to assoclate with,~but
he novoer scemed dull, bless him; he
made friends of us all, and would talk
to us and ask us quostions by the hour
together, and he was as hnpoy and
bright as the day is long. Sometimoa
Master Gllbert would come to stop with
him. He was the mastor's nephow, you
see, son of that sister of his who bhad
died soon after her father,

“ But, somchow, the two lads never
got on togother, never quito hit it, as
you may say. MAlaster Gillbert alwaya
wanted to have his own way, and to got
everything for himself, never mind If 1t
was lis by right or not; and there was
one day when he even went 8o far as
to strixe Master John, becauso he did
not give him something ho had set his
mind on.

** As thoy grow older, wo noticed that
Master Gilbert very seldom came, and
when he did come, it was mostly when
Master John was away, and when thero
was no one at the Hall but the master,
who could not turn his back on Master
Gilbert, because ho was hia sister’s only
80N,

*“ As Yor Mastor John, he grew up Jjust
the same nobls fellow as ha had been as
a boy, and always so daring and afrald
of nothing. He was a great favourito
with us al), g0 free and easy in his ways,
just like his old grandfather, and folks
used to say there would be good days
snd merry days when he was master.
But that day was never to be, for when
Master John was oply four-and-twenty
there came the day which was the dole-
fullest day ever known in Everton.

“ Master John had been to college and
all that, and taken his degree, as they
call it, and soon after he had got ac-
quaintad with the Lady Lillan. Her
name suited her well, for she was as fair
as a white lily, and his father, when he
gaw ner, was almost as fond of her as
Master John himgelf.

* Well, they were inarried at her'home
away In Dorset, and then he brought his
bride home, and we had fireworks, and
a big dinner, and all kinds of golngs on.
And the master looked brighter and
jollter than he had done ever sincs Mas-
ter John's mother died.

“ Well, the young people did not stop
long, for they were going abroad for
their wedding trlp. Master John wanted
to show her the mountains where he
had been the summer before, and they
wero to spend about a year trayelling
from place to place before the \setued
down in England.

“so they went off together, and they
drove out of the lodge gate, and we all
stood outside and cheered themn, and not
one of us guessed what was coming.
Now,” sald the old man solemuly,
“hearken what came next: they drove
oft, waving their hands and smNipy, and
we never saw neither of them again—
never agalin.

“ It all came like & thunderclap. The
master had had letters from timo to
time, and all went well, and their year
was nearly up. They wrote in guod
spirits, full of all they had seen; they
were in italy, so folks sald, when the
master heard last

“Then there came a telegram, that
dreadful day of which I told you, and
that telegram was from Master Gilbert.
He had comeo across them somewhere
amongst the mountains, and he sent
viord that as he and Master John were
climbing a mountain behind their hctel
there had bdeen an accident. Master
Jobn had slipped, and had fallen over a
precipice, and bhad been taken up dead a
hundred feet below.

“ Ay, but it makes me shudder to
thick of it, even now. To think that
he who was always s0 brave and so
daring, bless him !~—to think that he
should lose his life through it after all.

* Nor was that ail; for only threce days
after, while the old master was still un-
conscious from the shock, there came
another telegram, also from Master Gil-
bert, to =ay that she was dead too. She
bad never held up her head, poor ‘ittle
thing, after her husband's crushed,
mangled body was brought into the
hotel, and the little baby boy, who was
born the day after his father was kiiled,
was 1;ing dead by her side.

“ There was nobody there belonging
to them but Master Gilbert, and be saw
after everything, packed up their things,
and settled all up there. and did every-

thing that had to be done.  They were
brouzht to Everton to bde burled, the
father, the mothor, and the poor lttle
dabo; and a sorrowful day it way tn the
viliage whon the two oak cofiny, with
tno lttle white coffin laid atop of them,
were put in the chancel of the old
church,

*The roaster could not go to the
funeral. Wo nover saw him out agaln,
his halr turned white as snow, so folks
said who did seo him, and In another six
woeks he was lald In the grave baside
his son.

** DId you ovor hoat tho like ot that
sald tho old man; “1f yo read it in &
book, yo would scarce bellovo it. That
was six years ago last summer, and I
left the placo after that. 1 was get-
ting old, and my daughter gavo me &
hemo, and it's well sho did, for 1 could
nover have got on with Master Gilbert.
Tho properiy all came to him, for 18 wia
ontatled, as thoy call {t, and ho weas the
next helr, and he made a regular Turk
of & master, so tho peoplo sald who had
to do with him.

*Ho was as hard as {ron, and grudged
overy penny, and was hated by every
one. But he was only thers a little
more than & twelvemonth; for one
autumn day, as ho was out shooting,
there came a torrible thunderstorm as
ho was passing through a thick wood
on tho hillside. Tho lightning struck
the tree under which ho was walking,
and kiiled bam on tbo spot. And folks
reckoned up, and it was just & year, and
a month, and 2 weck, and a day, since
poor Mastor John dicd on tho mountaln.
Apd some did say,” the old man went
on, lowerlng his voice to a whisper,
* that thero had been foui play, and that
God Almighty tent the lightning a3 o
judgment on Master Glibert's hoad.

“But that's as it may be,” aald the
old man; “I don't pretend to say; ha's
gono, and we won’t speak 1l of the
dead. But that's the strange story of
that place yonder; and now these folks
as have got the Hall are ro near of kin
to the master as had it before, uor yet
to Master Gilbert nelther. Him as 1s
there now is the grandson of 1 cousin
of the old master, the one that was mas-
ter thore when I was a youngster.,

“ Ah, well, 1t's a blessing that, If they
areu't much of kin to him, they follow
fn his footsteps, und make folks about
them happy and comfortable.”

(To be continued.)

Jack's Ploughing.
BY MABELLE P, CLAPP.

Out in tke fleld in the sunshiny weather

Jack and the farm boy are ploughing
together.

‘The dandelions in bloom by the wall

Twinkle gally at Jack; and the robins
call

From the apple-tree boughs: * Ho, Jack !
Look here!”

While the chipmunks are chattering:
* Come, Jack, my dear !

But Jack keeps on with his ploughing

The plough is high, acd the dimpled

. hands

Must reach for the bandles, "twixt which
he stands,

The south wind lifts the loose brown
rings,

*Neath the sallor bat with its fiying
strings,

And kisses the lips pressed tightly to-
gether,

When out i{n the flelds in the asunshiny
weather

Jack lends a band with the ploughing.

Up and down the long furrows brown

He manfully trudges, a tiny frown

On the smooth broad brow, so earnest
L ae.

**We has such lots of work to do, Jim,
hasn't we?

il dldn'i help you, now what wouid you
do 7

Says Jim: * Magter Jack, if it wasn't
¢ for you
1I'd never be done with tho ploughing.”
The sun grows hot, the lazy breeze
Scarce stirs the boughs of the apple
trecs.
The soft earth clings to the molst little
hands,
When, at last, at the end of a furrow,
be stands,
And looks toward bome. “ My mamma,
1 guecss,
Wil be ‘fraid ‘thout a maa ig the house
unless
1 did come home from ploughing.”

Such a dirty boy as runs home at last !

Such 8 dirty boy ! but mamma bolds bim
fest,

And kisses the dimples that como and go

As he tells of the morning’s fun, til jo ¢

Tho white lids droop o’cr the c¢yes of
brown,

And in the mcadows of Slumber-town

Jack still goes on with bis plouvghing.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

This is Life.

“1 have planned much work for my
1ite,” she aald ;
A girlish creaturo with golden halr,
Andt bright and winsome as she was
air.

“ Tho days are fall, t11! he comes to wed;
Tho clothes to buy, and the home to
mako
A very Eden, for his dear sake.”

But caros soon come to the wwedded wife

8he shares his dutles and hopos and
fears,

Which lessen ot with tho waning
years,

For a very strugglio at best is lifo:
It we knew the burdens along the line
We would shrink to recelve thls glft
divine.

HOW TUMBLE..B GOT THEIR NAME.

Every day wo drink out of a tumblor.
Why is the large glass that holds our
milk and water so called ?

Years &go Professor Max Muller was
giving a luncheon at All Sruls’ College,
Oxtord, to Princess Allce, the wifo of
the Grand Duke of Hesse Darmstadt, and
the second daughter of Queen Victorla.
There were not a dozrn quests bo-
sides the princess and her husband,
and a very agreeable luncheon was had,
;vlth talk on all kinds of interesting sub-
ects,

But what excited tho curiosity of all
strangers presont was a set of little
round bowls of silver, about the slze of
a large orange. Thoy were brought
round fliled to the brim with the famous
ale browed fn the .ollege.

Theso, we are told, were {umblers, and
we wore speedily shown how they cam?
by thelr name—a fitting lesson for tho
guests of a philologist.

When one of these little bowls was
ompty, it was placed upon the table,
mouth downwurd. Instantly, so perfect
wae i{ts balance, {t lew back to its proper
positiun, as if asking to be filled again.
»o mattor how it was treated—trundled
along the floors, balanced carefully on
its sides, dropped suddenly upor the soft,
thick carpet—up it rolled again, and
sottled itself with a few gentle shakings
and swaying into {3 place, like one of
those India-rubber tumbling-dollis bables
delight In.

This, then, was the orlgin of our word
“ tumbler,” at first made of sllver, as
are all of these All Souls’ tumblers.
Then, when glass Lerame common, the
round glasaes that stood on a flat base
superseded the exquisitely balanced sil-
ver gpheres, and stole their name 80
successfully that you have to go to All
Souls’ to see the real thing.—The House-

hold,

ROMAN WEAPONS OF WARFARE

The weapons the Romaun goldlers
mostly carried werc few and simple, yet
with arms that would seem to us now

so ineffective they conquered most of
the then known world. We preaent in
this paper two {llustra-
tions, showing a form of
weapons used for siege pur-
poses, and dolng practically
the service that is accom-
plished in modern warfare
chicfiy by heavy guns.

The lower cut represents
the Roman battering-ram.
This machine was used for
making breaches in the
walls of cities and so open
a door for entrance. All
anclent cities werc inclosed
with meassive walls; and
sometimes it required weeks
of ifncessant work to break
through the great stones.
Usually the men working
the battering-rams had to
protect themselves  with
thelr shields {rom darts cast
trom the walls above. In
modern warfare Ssuch Wweax-
pons would not be of the
slightest service, mor would
high walls be any protection
to a city. From the dis-
tance of one to several miles
cannon balls may be so
effectively directed as to
completely destroy a city in
a brief time,

QOur other illustration re-
presents what was catled the
“ balista.” It was a devico consisting
of a heavy trame, supplied with dow and
conds, for casting hoavy spears or jave-
lins at an enemy. It wis practleally a
hugo bow for shooting heavy arrows.
This wag, 8o to speak, the cannon of an-
clent warfare. But of how little ser
vice it would bo in a confiict where our
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modorn cannon should be employed
agajnst ft! In these days gunpowder
had not yet been discovered, nur were
there any other of the terrific explosives
known to modern sclenco, as dynamite,
nitro-glycerine, and others. Thers were,
of course, no rifles and po cannon, nor
any form of weapon requiring gunpowder
or ball.

Yet with such weapons as these—with
the sword, and spear, and shield—the
Roman armles reduced a great portion
of the world to submlssion to the im-
perial power at Rome. We may learn
from them that our best success in life
dois not depend so much on the abund-
aunce of our resources as on the skilful
and persevering use of the means or ad-
tantages we have.

DOGS OF THE FAR EAST.
8Y LaWIS 8 DUBOIE.

Many of you who read this have no
doubt often wondered why the dogs of
the Bible have such & hard name. No
one seemed to iove them. In not a
single instance in the Old Testament is
the dog given a good name. In the
New, the npearest approach to anything
good recorded of a dog 1s whers we are
told that the dogs came and licked
Lazarus’ sores.

Traditlon says that the Saviour was
one day attracted by a crowd of people
who wore gathered about a dog. They
were saying unkind things about the
poor helpless creature, when the loving
Jesus, whose tender heart saw some good
in everything, spoke, and said : *“ Only
sce what beautiful teeth it has.”

However, the dogs of the East are a
poor lot, sure enough. It wouid seem
that such miserable creatures as they
are wguld die out, but in the East there
are hugdreds of them, where there is one
bere; and they are all of a mongrel
type. The city ot Constantinople is
fairly infested with dogs. By day they
He about in the streets as thick as a
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flock ~Z sheep in a pasture; and they are
Jus’ about as woolly. By night they go
about howling and fighting, and making
a terrible uproar. Woe be to any well-
bred dog that gets Iir their way; they
set upon him and make his life & burden.
The dozs are so plentiful thst a man is
employed by the street-car company to

= -
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BALISTA,

run ahead of avery car and cludb the dogs
of the track.

There {8 a reason for the dogs being
so plentiful in that city. Once during
a slege of Constantinople by the Vene-
tlans, the soldlers were about to steal
in upon the Turks, when a dog's bark
caused the plan to fafl. Gra*'tude for
the act to this day prevents a Turk from
killing & dog; and it is no unusual thing
for a Turk to leave money by will for
the purpose of feeding the dogs. Qratl-
tude even bas its limits, and when the
dogs cannot be tolerated longer, they
are driven by thousands on board a big
steamer and taken to a barren f{sland in
the sea of Marmora, where they perish.

Persons lving on this island have
been known to scatter poison about and
thus kil] a great many; hut they are
careful not to be caught doing this.

The quality of the breed of dogg all
tarough the Orlent is tho same. They
are, no doubt, direct descendants of the
dogs of the Bible. Having seen them,
one cannot wonder that no good was
spoken of them. The refining influence
of training has brought our pets to the
place In our affection they so richly de-
serve. It is so in everything. Good
assoclations, good thoughts, and good
deeds make both you and me loved and
respected, while .bad company, bad
thoughts and bad actions are certain to
make us avolded and dlsliked.

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE ACTS AND EPISTLES.

LESSON X.—SEPTEMBER 6.
GBNTILES GIVING FOR JEWISH
CHRISTIANS.

2 Cor. 9. 1-11, Memory verses, 6-8.

GOLDEN TEXT.

Ye know the grace of our Lord Jesus

BATTERING-RAM.

Chriet, that, though he was rich, yet for
Jour sakes he bdecame poor, that ye
through his poverty might be rich.—
2 Cor. 8. 9.

OUTLINE.

1. Lending to the Lord, v. 1-5,
2. A'I‘g;e‘_.'[‘()rd will Repay, v. 6-11.

Time.—Autumn of A.D. 57, or early
in 68.

Placo.—Phllippl.

Connecting Links.—Soon after the
*“uproar” ut Ephesus Paul loft that city
for Troas, whero he laboured with great
genl, and then returned to meet Luke
and the frionds of Thilippl. Soon
he received word from Corinth, which
led him to writo the Second Bpistle to
the Corinthians, from which our lesson
is taken,

HOME READINGS.

M. Gentiles giving for Jewish Chris-
tlans. -2 Cor. 9. 1-15.

Tu. Example of Macedonia.—2 Cor. &
1-12,

W. Proof of love—2 Cor. 8. 13-24.

Th. Collection for the saints.—1 Coi. 18.
1-9,

F. Willing offerings.—Exod. 35. 30-29.

8. Acceptable giving.—Isa. 58, 6-11,

Su. Pleasure In giving.—Rom. 16. 20-29.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Lending to the Jord, v. 1-6.

What cause is Paul pleading ?

Who had proposcd this movement ?

How long sinco ?

What eftect had this morement upon
other churches ?

How did Paul remiud the church of
their duty 7

Vaat did he send the brethren? .

What I8 necessary besides planning
good works ?

What arrangement did he suggest
about the collection ?

In what spirit was the collection to be
taken ?
2. The Lord Will Repay, v 6-11.

What causes the difterence in the
harvest, whether great or small ?

What, then, is the law of sowing?
Gal. 6. 7.

What {s truo charity fu realfty? Prov.
10, 1T

What is to ve its spirit ?

What encouragement to lberality Is
presented ?

What is the Golden Text ?

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS. |

Where in this lesson are weo taught—

1. That the Lord’s poor have a claim
upon believers ?

2. That true charity has {ts own re-
ward ?

8. That what we receive {s more thaw
we can ever give ?

Teacher—" Which animal is satisfled
with the lcast amount of nourishment ?”
Charlie—“ The moth.” Teacher—" The
moth; oh, no, the moth is a most
voracious animal” Charlfe— But it
only eats holes.”

“ Pon’'t you think I look sweeter than
1 used to look 7 asked Evelyn (2 most
original little mortal) of her former
nurse. * Why, yes,” answered the lat-
ter. *“ Do you know what makes it ?”
demanded the child. “ No, my desr;
what is It 7 and the intant answered :
* Thoughts of Jesus, and the new way
wear my hair!" -

Songs fot
Young People

Edited by E. 0. Excell,

This book was used at the meetings in
Massoy Musio Hall, during tha late Epworth
o Convention, and contains the fav-
ourite hymn, ‘¢ Let the Sunshine In,” which
is worth the price of the whcle book.

Price, 25c. each, or $2.75 per doxs
postpaid.
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