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The Sin of Omijssion.
BY MARGAKRT K. SANGATER.

It isn’t the thing you do, dear,
It's the thing you've left undone,.
Which gives you a bit of heartache
At the selting of the sun.
The tender word forgotten,
‘Fhe letter you did not write,
The flower you might have sent, dear,
Are your haunting ghosts to-night.

For life is all too short, dear,
Anad sorrow is all too great,
To suffer our slow compassion,
That tarries until too Iate.

And it’s not the thing you do, dear,
1t's the thing you leave undone,
Which gives you the bit of heartucae,

At tho setting of the sun.

SELT SACRIFICE.

Suste came hurrying home from schuol
onhg afternoon to prepare for a long
walk in the woods which her teacher
hag promised the class. * We are
to carry our lunch-baskets, mother.”
she cried, "“and have a plenic.
Won't it be gplendid ?”

*1 hope you'll enjoy it, dear,” re-
plied her miother faintly; and then
Sugge noticed for the first time that
her mother was really sick. Little
Begsie, too, had a very lonely look
as ghe sat on the floor with her toys.

* You have one of your bad head-
aches, mother, I am afraid,” said
Susie, “and I had better stay at
home to-day.” But Mrs. Parker
coyld not bear her daughter *o lose
Such @ treat, and urged her to go.
Susie hesitated a little; it was pretty
hard to give it up; but presently she
smifed, and, kfssing her mother,
said, “ No, 1 could not be happy to
leave you when you are so sick ; I
mygt take care of you.”

Then she bathed the aching head,
anq urged her mother to try and
sleep, while she kept little Bessie
so quiet that presently the child tell
asleeD in her arms, and she put her
gently in the cradle. Next, she
gut supper ready, so that when her
father came in he found mamma
looking better and everything ready
anq in order.

In answer to his question, Susic
beard her mother say, “Oh, I am
much better, for I have had the rest
I needed. Susie has been 50 good,
ang gave up her afternoon's plea-
Sure of her own accord to stay at
home and help-me. She s such a
comfol,, I do not know what I
should do without her.”

And when, added to this praise,
Sugje received her father's hearty
kiss and words of approval, she felt
more than repaid for the sacrifice
she had made, She was following
the dear Saviour, who came not to
be ministered unto, hut to mintster
unto (or serve) others.

PARENTS AND DAUGHTERS.

‘The poorest girls in the world are
those who have never been taught
to work., There are thousands of
them. They have been taught to
degpise labour and depend upon
others for a living, and are perfectly
belpless, The most forlort and mizer-
able women belong to this clasg. It be-
longs to parcnts to protect thelr daugh-
lors  from  this deplorable condition.
Every daughter ought to be taught to
carp her own living. The rich are very
likely to become poor, and the poor rich.
The 8ood Lord, whose Son worked with
hig own handsg, intended that none should
be tdle—2forning Star.

A GOLD MEDAL.

I shall never forget a lesson I received
when at school at A. We saw a boy
nimed Watson driving a cow to pasture.
In the evening he drove her back again,
we did-not know where, and this was
continued Several weeks,

The boys attending the school were

Tearly-all scns of wealthy parents, and.
were dunces enough to

Nme of them

—— -

+

-——

Jook with disdain on a scholar wlho had
to drive a cow,

With admirable good nature Watson
bo‘re all thelr attempts to annoy him.

‘1 suppose, Watson,” sald Jackson,
another boy, one day—* I suppose your
father intends to make a milkman of
you 7"

* Why not ?" asked Watson,

** Ob, nothing. Only dont leave much
water in the cans after you rinse them—
that's all*

The boys laughed, and Watson, not {n
the Jeast mortifled, replled: * Never
tear, If ever ] am a milkman, I'll give
good measure and good milk."”

The day after this conversation there
was a public examipation, at which
ladies and gentlemen from the neigh
bouring towns were present, and prizes
were awarded by the principal of our
school, and both Watson and Jackson
received a creditable number, for, ia re-

had unintentivnally caused the disaster,
none followed to learn the fate ot the
wounded lad. There was one boy, how-
ever, who witnessed the accident frum a
Jdistance, who not oniy went to make in-
quiries, but stayed to render service.

“Thts boy soon learned that the
wounded boy was the grandson of a poor
widow, whose sole support consisted In
selitng the milk of a cow, of which she
was the owner. She was old and lame,
and her grandson, on whom she depend-
ed to drive her cow to the pasture, was
now helpless with his bruises. °‘Never
mind, good woman,’ said the boy, ‘I wlill
drive the cow.®

* But Lis kindneas did not stop these.
Moncy was wanted to get articles fivm
Jie apothecary. ‘I have momney that
my mother sent me to buy a pair of boots
with,' safd he, ‘but I can do without
them for a while’ °*Oh, no,” sald the
old woman, ‘I can’t consent to that, but
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spect to scholarship, they were about ,
equal.  After the ceremony of distribu- |
tion, the principal remarked that there ,
Wwas oze prize, consisting of a gold medal,
which was rarely awarded, not so much :
on account of its great cost, as because
the -instances were rare which' rendered
{ts bestowal proper. It was the prize of
heroism, The last medal was awarded
about three years ago to a boy in the
first class who rescued a poor girl from
drowning.

The principal then safd that, with the
permission of the company, he would re-
late a snort anecdote.

*“Not long since, some boys were fly- 1
ing a kite in the street, just as a poor
lad on horseback rode by on his way to
the mill. The bhorse took fright and
threw the boy, !ajuring "him so badly
that he was carried home and confined

| some Weeks %0 his bed. -Of ‘the boys who
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«ok sou nas there Dot truc herofsm In
this boy's conduct ? Nay, Mastor Wat-
son, do not get out of sight behind tho

blackboard. You were not afrald of
ridicule, you must not be afraid of
pmlse."

As Watson, %ith blushing cheeks, came
forward, a round of applause spoke the
general apprubation, and the medal was
presented to hum amid ihe cheers of tho
audicnce,

BROWNING A8 A BOY

You might easily guess that Robhort
prowning would not he like other boys,
put therv are some points of difference
wherein 1t would bo well for the * othe.
po)s to Lo hike him. The first point I
would hold up for tmitation is his kind-
ness to animals.  He had great lovo for
them, and the knowledge of animals

. ohuwn in hls writings is largely due to

his friendship for them {n his child-
hood.

“I'ts @ mark of a king you Kuow,
according to Dr Conwell, You have
beard prolably how passionately
tond ot dogs were those kings of
poetry, Scott and Bjyron, and how
that queen of art, Rosa Bonheur,
tames animals, even the king of
beasts, by love and kiadness alone.
But Browning did not only love
those animals which taost boys love;
he still further showed his kingship
by loving those which most boys
bate, and tease, and kiil.

Have you ever read * Aunt Jo's"
preity story of the little girl who
siarted out to found a hospital for
needy animals and insects, and who
took in first a wounded snake,
wherelu she thought sho obeyed the
corm:mand, * lLove your enemlies® ?
Well, Browning loved them, not as
ecnemles, but as friends; and his
father used to come home some-
times bringing his pockets full, not
of sweetmeats, but of snakes, for his
Lttle boy, who admired their beau-
tifal colours and graceful curves

He also made pets of toads and
frogs; he never threw sticks at them
or gave them any reason to fear him
in any way. Having galned the
confidence of one particular toad, it
became so attached to the future poet
that it would follow him. He used
to visit it daily, where it dburrowed
under a white-rose tree, call it forth
by a few grains of gravel dropped
into the hole, and the creature, re-
cognizing the signal, would crawl
forth and allow its head to be gently
tickled, and would reward the act
with a loving glance of the soft full
eyes, to which Browning refers to in
one of his poems.

Browoing was a handsome boy,
vigorous, fearless, very active; and
it may comfort gome of us to know
he had a flery temper. Ho was very
affectionate, however. He nover had
a brother or sister, and so I do not
know whether ho would ‘have tcased
them or not. but his mother * filled
11s heart.” He never could sit be-
side her otherwise then with anarm
around her waist, and never, even
when he was a growno-up man, weut
to bed at night without a good-night
kiss, when ho was where his mother
was. If this had been all thero was

here §s a patr of heavy boots that 1 to his affection, the outward show only,
y 1t would have been worth very lfttle ;

bought for Thomas, who can't wecar
them. If you would only buy these, we
should get on nicely.” The boy bought
the boots, clumsy as they were, and has
worn them up to this time.

‘*Well, when it was discovered by the
other Loys et the school that our scholar
was {n the habit of Ariving a2 cow, he was
assalled <every day with laughter ang
ridicule. His cowhide boots in par-
ticular were made matter of mirth, But
he kept on cheerfully and bravely, day
after day, never shunning observation,
driving the widow’s cow and wearing his
thick boots. He neser explained why
he drove the cow, for he was not lacitned
to make a buast of his charitable motivea.
It was by merg accldent that his kind-
ness and eaclf-denial wus discovered by
his teacker,

“And now, ladies and guntismen, L

¢ 8a1d the baker,

but aill his acts and words “ accorded
thereto,” and in his revercnco for his
mother, Browning was a model son, as
he was afterward a model husband.—
Selected.

A iittle fellow who had his wits about
ntm, when the contribution-plate was
passed at church, administered a rebuke
to his mother, who, on the way home,
was fnding fault with the sermon.
* Well. wother.” he sald. Innocently,
“ what could you expect for a cent 7

" Do you scll good, honest goods, my
man 7' asked the fussy man. * Well,”
thoughtfully rubbing
flonr on the cad of his nosc, 1 havo an
jdea that the soda-crackers aro square,
“hut, to tell youn the truth, I am almoat.
.sure that the pretzels ars crooked,”
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PLEASANT HOURS.

1

was anything to bo afrald of, 8o nobody

Lost.
should be acared If they see the balloon.

tHaos any ono secn my jowel, ,
My prectioun jewel rare ?
1 Joat 1t,—yes, 1 lost tt,
Though cwas so bright and {alr,
Oh, could 1 find my treasuto,
I'd value It now, I ween'!
But the jowel 1 lost will never be found,
Its beauty will never be seen,
And how shall I meet my Master,
Who gave me the precious stone ?
He 8atd ; * There 18 much you may do,
my child,
With this lttle jewel alone.
You may polish it wel] with patience,

' the three men In the balloon. They are
' gond men and everybody should help
+ them. It will be pleasing to God and to
t the Czar If those who see these men are
* kind to them and give them food and
take them to the nearest officlals, and the
' glng of Sweden will reward the gcod
+ deed.”
It would be interesting to know if any
of the Czrr's subjects, whose state of cul-
| ture fits em only for this infantile sort
* of talk will be able to read the leaflet
‘ after they get ft.—Now York Sun.

** Neither should any one be afrald of .

' sie did not try- to hide the tears that
rained down her cheeks,

Mr. Raymond latd his hand on the head
of the oxcited gir), and said gently.
* There are many thinge that we cannot
understand, my child, but God’s ways
, are not our ways, «KLeep closo.to him,
 and your duty will be made clear.”

The clock on the mante) chimed ten,
reminding Lou that she must be off, for
noon would find her father at home from

, the office and the children from school,
i and everything depended on her since
her mother's health had falled. As she
hurried along the street, the battle had
| to be fought all over agaln. It was so

Ang touch it with holy lovo,
And ']l place it then in a crown of llght,

| hard to give up the desire of her life,

| that for which she hzd plaaned and |

That §s walting In heaven above.”
1 dreamed sweet dreams ‘mid the roses, 1
And my Jjewel forgotten luy ,
Now 'tis lost, and I'll never find it : !
IFor my preclous gem was—a day.

AN INCIDENT.

A traveller In Switzerland last summer,
. in writing of his experlences in that

y crosses and hcarts intended for the de-
| coration of graves, and among them were
) seseral slabs of marble with the in-
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“LEND A HAND."

When 2 Where ?

To-day, to-morrow,
where you are.

You have heard of the girl who sat
down and sighed the morning hours
away longing to be a missionary and
help somebody, while her mother was
tofling In the kitchen and looltiag after
three little children at the same time.
Perhaps your mother has servants in the
kitchen, but you can lend a hand all the
same, You can find a place to help
brother or sister or friend, and you can
help everybody in the house hy your
patient, kind, obliging the house spirit,
* in honour preferring one another,” self-
forgetful, and mindful of others.

It seems a very little th'ng to “lend a

every day, Jjust

-hand” in these quiet home ways, but If

you conld see the record the angels make
of such a day, you would see that it was
n very great thing. l

Boys, gtrls, watch eagerly your chance.
Don’t be cheated out of your bappy privi-
lege. It is a great, noble, blessed thing
to be able to * help a little,” no matter
how little it may be.

THS BALLOON IN RUSSIA

‘The Russian Geological Soclety is try-
ing to give the people of northern Russia
and Siberia a clear idea of a balloon,
and to impress them with the fact that
they may see one next summer. A
ieaflet is now scattered among all these )
notthern people cmbellished wich two
pictures of a balloon, one safling through
the air, and the other alighting on the

-earth whtlo people arc running toward ,

it from all directions. The leaflet tells ,
the story of Dr. Andree’s comiag balloon
voyage in language as simple as that of
tho one-syliabled stories in old-fashioned ,
spelling books. )
* Threc men who kiow a great deal,”
tho leaflot says, ~ will go up into the
clouds next summer, to get some more
knowledge. They will be in a basket ,
that ig fastened to a great big bladder ,
filled with a sort of alr that puffs it out. ,
This 13 a balloon, and when it is up in ,
the. air it will look lko plcture No. 1.
Now a batloon won't hurt anybody. l.ook ,
at plcture No. 2, and see the peop!s sun-
ning to it when it comes down to the
sroand.  They wouldn't run to it'if it

. eager longing, and the tears slowly ran

scriptions, * In Memory of my Sister,”
* To the Best of Husbands,” and the ltke.

As we were in the shop, three or four
idle tourists had halted to laugh at the
uncultivated taste shown in these cheap
votive offerings. Apart, and quite un-
conscious of them, stood a poor Swiss
mafdservant. Her eyes were full of

down her checks. The slab which she
coveted was the cheapest and ugliest of
the lot, a black slab, white lettered, hut
the inscription was: “To My Dear
Mother.”

** She stops every morning to look at
that,” whispered the shopkeeper, * but
she won't have enough money to buy it
in years."”

* Tell her that she can have it,” said
one of the tourists, a well-dressed man,
in a loud voice. *I'll pay for it.”

‘* Mousleur s very generous,’” answered
the shopkeeper, * but I doubt—she i8 no
beggar.”

While they were speaking, a young
Amerjcan girl who, with sympathy ex-
pressed fn her face, had been watching
the woman, drew her aside. “I am a
stranger,” she sald. “1 have been very
happy in Berne. I am going away to-
morrow, never to come back again. 1
should like to know that somebody here
would remember me kindly. Will you
not let me glve you that little slab to
lay on your mother’s grave ?"’

The woman's face was illled with
amazcement, and then with delight. The
tears rained down her cheeks. She held
the girl’s hand in both of her own. “You
too have lost your mother ? Yes ? Then
you can understand! I thank you,
gracious lady.”

That was all, but two women went on
the:'r way happler and better for having
me

Almost every Christian, man or wo-
man, has at heart the wish to heal the
hurts of life for others, but few have the
delicate tact which can touch a wound
without giving pain.

An acquaintance of the late Mrs. Astor
—whose charities were as secret as they
were wide—spoke obce of her habit of
sending her carriage out with friends
who were 111, or not able to afford the
luxury of a drive.

*“ She did not send the carriage,” quick-
ly remarked a friend. “ She went In it.
The drive was not an alms. It was a
pleasure to hesrself, whch the fovalid made
pleasanter by sharing.™

* A copper farthing,” says the Irish
proverb, “given with a kind hand, fs
fairy gold, and blesses as it goes.”

AN EVERY-DAY GIRL.

* Will you have to give up going to
college this year, Miss Lou ?”

The young girl turned from the rows
of books that lined the minister's study
and answered in an unsteady volce.
" Yes, sir, my.mother's illness, coming
when it did, makes leaving home quite.
impossible to me.” She turned again
to the books, but not before the minister
had seen the lips quiver and the eyes fill
with unshed tears.

*“ 1 am sorry to hear it,” he coutinued.
1 had hoped better things for you this
year, but we must follow where duty
leads.”

There was o moment's silence, when
Lou turned to him a face full of emotion,
and said. " It is very wrong of me, Mr.
Raymond, but 1 fear that 1 do not fcel
Just as I should about the turn affairs
have taken. 1 feel within me the
ability to rise to something, to do
a great work for God. It {s my
ambition to becoms all that I am
capable of becoming., This moans,
first, a thorough education. To make
thig possibie I have prayed and worked
for months, t0.be-met at:last with utter

gacrificed so long.  * Surely,” she sald
to herself, “ no one knows what staying
at home, even for the sake of those I
Jove, means to me.” As she went

) country, glves the following incldent: j through the gatc at home, she wiped
i The window of a little shop, in an old , away the traces of tears, that her mother
; arcade in Berne, was filled one day with )

might not suspect that she was still griev-
ing over her disappointment. She lald
aslde her hat and the book that she had
borrowed from the minister, and went at
once to the kitchen, trying to put aside
all thoughts of self; but she felt gloomy
and depressed, life was crisscross any-
way, everything went wrong. The bread
that she had left to rise had not come
up an inch, the fire had burned down,
and the wood, damp from last night's
rain, came near putting it out entirely.

The hour hand pointed to twelve, and
still tho fire refused to burn, and the
dinner was not half cooked. Lou, in
despair, punched and coaxed at the fire,
and, in tryilng to turn a half-burned
stick, touched the burned end, which left
a long. crisp blister.
tylng up her finger, her father came in
with the anxious inquiry:. * Dinner
ready, datghter ? I'm a little late, and
must hurry back.”

Before she could answer, in rushed the
children, all clamouring for dinner.
With the help of Clara, a younger sister,
it was ready at one o'clock, but the chil-
dren were obliged to hurry off in answer
to the school bell with thelr appetites
half appeased. When they were all
gone, and the dishes were waiting to be
washed, and the poor burnt finger was
aching, Lou laid her head down on the
table and had a good cry.

Mrs. Ramsay, from her couch in the
sitting-room, saw that something had
gone saiziss with her usually cheerful
daughter, but wisely held her peace, and
left Lou to hersell, -

To her it was a day of trials and lar-
dens, hard to bear, but it came to a
close at last. When the dutles were all
done, and the house was gquiet for the
night, Lou crept up to her own room,
and, with aching limbs, sat down to read
her evening lesson. Opening the Bible
at random, her cyes f2l} on these words :
“ It any man will come after me, let him
deny himsel!, and take up his cross daily,
and follow me.” Accustomed as she was
to the words, they came to her that
night a speclal mrssage, with a sweet new
meaning. The sacrifice that hai cost
her so much, the uncongenial work she
was forced to do, were the denying her-
self and taking up her cross, and only
enabled her to follow the closer. In a
moment the sacrifice of her school work,

swallowed up in a sweet peace. There
in her little room ghe made surrender of
herself, realizing that the little things of
¢veryday life, done bravely and in his
name, were more acceptable than any
great thing that she could do.

* He that is faithful in that which is
least, §s faithful also in much.”

ABOUT INTRODUOTIONS.

I do so dislike to introduce people
to each other,'" said a little friend to me
one day last weelk.

* Why, pray 2° I asked.
to me a very simple thing."”

“ Well, when I have to do it I stammer
and feel so awkward,” she replied. “1
never know who should be mentioned
first, and I wish myseclf out of the room.”

1 think that I can make it plain to
you, my little friend,” I said. * You in-
vite Mabel Willlams to spend an after-
noon with you. Sho has never been at
your house before, and your mother has
never met her. When you enter the
sitting-room all you have to say Is:
* Mabel, my mother." If you wish to be
more elaborate, you may say to your
Aunt Lucy . ‘ Aunt Lucy, permit me to
present Miss Mabel Williams, Miss Wil-
Hams, Mrs. Templeton." But when you
introduce Mabel to your father or the
minister, or an elderly gentleman, men-
tion the most distinguished gentleman
first. ‘When you present your brother,
or kis chum, and your Cousin John to
the young lady, call her name first. Fix
it In your mind that amons persons of
egual standing the younger are intro-~

It seems

failure and' disarpointment.” This-tims;

‘duced’ to the older. and-the interiors -in

While she was '

the trials of the day, everything was |

! age, posltion, or influence, are presonted
, to superlors. Be very cordial when in
your own home you are introduced to a
. friend, and offer your hand. When away
from home a bow j8 suflicient recognition
of introduction. Please, when perform-
, ing an introduction, speak both names

with perfect distinctness.”

The Oarpenter's Son.
BY MYRA QOODWIN PLANTZ,

; They sald, “The carpenter’s son.” To me

. No dearer thing in the Book I see ;

. For he must have risen with the light,

, And patiently tolled until the night.
He, too, was weary when evening came,

For well he knoweth our mortal frame,

And he remembers the weight of dust,

So his frajl chlidren may sing and trust

: We often toil till our eyes grow dim,
Yet our hearts faint not, because of him
The workersg are striving everywhere,
X Some with a pitiful load of care,
Many in peril upon the sea,
' Or decp in the mine’s dark mystery;
' While mothers nor day nor night can
rest—
I fancy the Master loves them best ;
“or many a little head has lain
On the lhexu't plerced by redemption’s
paln.
He was 80 tender with fragile things,
He saw the sparrow with broken wings.
His mother, loveliest woman born,
' Had humble taske in her home each
morn,
And he thought of her the cross above,
So burdened women must have his love ;

For labour, the common lot of man,

Is part of @ kind Creator’s plan ;

And he Is a king whose brow is wet,

With the pear]l-gemmed crown of honest
sweat.

Some glorious day, this understood,

All toilers will be a brotherhood.

With brain or hand the purpose is one,

And the master workman, God's own
Son.

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
FRAYER-MEETING TOFIC.
NOVEMBER 29, 1396,

Hjs mn 38, Junior Hymnal, and Church
Hymn Book, Hymn 152.

THE HYMN.

This hymn is well known. There are
few churches in which it is not often
sung, and there are few hymn books in
which it fs not found. It leads us to
contemplate the atonement of Jesus
Christ, and the inconceivable price
which Christ, the Son of God, pald for
our redemption. We were not redeemed
or bought back with corruptible, that
. Is, perisbable, things, as silver and gold,
i but with the precious blood of Christ, as

a Lamb without spot or blemish.

THE AUTHOR.

Rev. Isaac Watts, D.D., was the author
of this sublime hymn. He composed
several other hymns, all of which reflect
the greatest credit both upon his head
and heart. But probably none of his
poetical compositions equal this, and we
believe the last verse is the best even in
.thls grand bhymn.

« Were the whole realm of nature mine,
That were a present far too small,
Love so amazing, so divine,

Demands my soul, my life, m5 all.”

Cummit this verse to memory, as well
as verses 1 and 2.

GALATIANS 6. 14.

This is Paul's estimate of the subject
now in hand. Paul was a man of varied
learning, a citizen of no mean city, an
Israclite of the Israslites. In all these
he might have boasted, but, no, he cast
all these aside, and gloried only in the
cross of Christ, whizh is but another
name for the great scheme of divine
mercy whereby sinners are reconciled to
God, and made partakers of saving
. grace. This is the only way of salva-
. tion. Paul regarded everything else
but dung and dross. He trampled them
all under foot, and made this his boast.
He renounced everything else. He was
crucified to the world, and the world was
crucified unto him. Everything else was
cast aslde, and on this grand truth he
rested his whole salvation. We must
do the same, our learning, our wealth,
our reputation, in short, everything, must
be cast aside, for “ other refuge there is
. pone.”” Here is the only foundation, the
name which fs above every name, the
only Saviour, but he saves all who be-
Heve. Let every one now say, ‘ Christ
loved me, and gave himsell for me.”

Look at it this way : The world .and
overything in-it is yours to heip.you

nake & true.man-of-yourself,

— . - -
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Grandpa’s Orazy Quilt.
BY HARRIET FRANCENE CROCKER.

That's what I call grandpa's farm.
Here's a red patch,- that’s the barn ;
Here's g white one, that's the house ;
Here's one, gray, Jjust like a mouse ;
That's the granary, big and old ;
Yonder §s a patch ot gold—

Grandpa’s wheatfield, bright and yellow
Rippling in the sunshine mellow.

‘Way up there a patch of green

On the billslde steep I8 seen

Stitched all round with barbed-wire
fence,—

That's where grandpa's woods commence.

Dark green patches,—that's the ploes ;

Strips of ilght between, sometimes;

Squares of dark, rich, golden brown,—

That's where grandpa's ploughed the
ground.

Mamma’s crazy quilt 18 preity,
But. somchow it seems a Dity
Hours and hours to sit and sew
On that sort of thing, you know.
\Vhen it's done it's far too nice
To use, they say, at apy Dprice.
So I think that grandpa’s quilt
Is better than une made of silk
And satin pleces, ‘cause, you see,
His {8 useful as can be,

DRIFTED AWAY.*
By Edward Wlliam Thomson.

—————

CHAPTER I.—LosT.

About five o'clock {n the afternoon of
a raw March day, the report ran about
‘T'oronto that two boys in a skiff, without
oars, paddles, or sail, were belng blown
cut in the open lake. This alarm or-
iginated with a butcher who had driven
into town along the shore ot Ontarlo
from the mouth of the Humber River,
some four mliles westward of Toronto
Bay.

A keen though not & great wind
prevailed’ that afternoon. Navigation
had scarcely begun, hence it was almost
certain that no incoming vesse! would
pick the boys up. The probabllity that
they could be found before nightfall by
a tug seemed small. Only one Toronto
tug had steam up, and that little vessel
would not return till nightfall from its
work at a long distance from the
wharves,

Scarcely had the report begun to travel
by word of mouth, before an evening
paper distributed it broadcast. Home-
going business men, leaving their offices
to shoulder through the cvening throng,
heard newsboys calling, * All about the
boys adrift!”

The gas-lamps just then being lighted
seemed to accentuate King Street's
cheerfyl bustle, and so impress people
more distinctly with a sense of the quick
spread of night over the face ot the
waters on which the two lads were help-
lessly fioating away. Toronto people
are 8o familiar with the lake that thou-
sands had instantly grasped the full sig-
niticance of the rumour.

In a few minutes it roused something
like a panic. Groups formed round men
who talked loudly of the chances of res-
cue ; women hysterically inquired the
names of the boys; cries of sympathy went
up from persons who, on coming out of
stores, suddenly learned of the case. The
fmminence of darkaness forbade .con-
fidence that the boys could be found
alive, and the meagreness of informa-
tion left 2 multitude of parents to fear

for sons they had not seen during t.he,

day.

By 8lix o'clock a great crowd had form-
ed on and about Brown’s wharf, whero
the tug A. G. Nixon was almost ready to
start. As she whistled, a cheer went up,
which was understocod by the people far-
ther back, caught, passed on, and echoed
to and {ro and sidelong and:-far away up
many an avenue. At that, factory nper-
ativas pouring into the streets and home-
stayers who had not yet heard of the
thing stopped, or rushed out to qQuestion
what was the matter,

Just as the Nixon was about to leave,
a man running down the middle of
Yonge Street Into the crowd, cried:

*Stand aside and let me pass'®
of them is my little boy !”

So quickly did the people push side-
wige to give Mr. Lancely room that
three mnen were thrust off the slip Iato
the water, At this the scared crowd
struggled to get back off the wharf to
firm land, and the generai attention was
distracted from the boat till the three
men were pulled out. By this time the
Nixon, with Mr. Lancely aboard, hal
started,

One

* From & new volume, “ Walter .Gitbs,
the Young -Boss, and Other Storles.”

Toronto ;. William Briggs. Price, $1.25..

Plusrated,

Before she left the sllp ho bhad ex-
plained from her deck that his son, nine
years old, and his servant-boy, perhaps
soventeen, were certainly those adrift,

**He's the only child we have left.”
said the gentieman. [ want somebody
to go out to my house.
hurry. Tell my wife that I've started
with the tug, and we're sure to catch
the skiff soon. Say sure to, mind that,
sure to, or she'll dle of anxiety.”

* Al right, Llancely. I'll go my-
sell !" cried an acquaintance. * Keep
your heart up. You'll find Charley all
right, poor little chap !”

At that there was a cheer from the
people, and the throngs began to break
up; but many persons remained on the
wharf to see the Nixon make her way
out through the floating ice-cakes that
sti]l swung to and fro in tho harbour.
As the tug passed beyond the westera
gop 8 cloud of snow drove forth from the
land, blotting her out at a breath.

**God help the poor boys! God help
them ! sald some man in an earnest
tone, and the prayer and the emotion
went up, repeated from muny lips.
Meantime the captain of the tug was
questioning the anxious father.

“ Wil they have plenty of clothes on,
Mr. Lancely ?” asked the Nixon's skip-
per.

“1 don't know. Al I know is {n this

Take a cab and |,

“What about the servant-boy ? Would

he likely be well covered 1

t " No, poor fellow, He has a big, warm

1 old overcoat of mine, but he's almost too

+ proud of it to wear it

« Whote coat before, and !t's altogether

ltkoly he went to the boat-houso with-

| out It on”

i Pretty bad, pretty bad, sir. I'll sco
and have some blankets put over tho
boller to heat, and they')l be ready In
case we find ‘efm.”

“In caso! Surely, you don't doubt
that, captain 7"

‘ * Oh, we're bound to find them, bound

{ to find them. But when? There's no

i

|

|

[

|

t

1

|

i

¢

|

telitng how the currents will act round
this part of the lake. Hey! No flnding
em it we can‘'t see ths surface of tho
water ! Consarn it all, here's what 1
was afraid of !
At the word a coming cloud of snow
hid the land and the lights ashore.
When the snow had cleared away, the
tug, stcaming slowly with the wind, was
far from Iland. Soon afterwards the
straggling clouds blew away, leaving
over the sullen cxpanse of Ontarto a
moonless, starlit vault. Low on the
y horth horizon the iight-house dwindled.
Nothing but the sighlng wind, not gale
cnough to rouse a tumbling sea, could
be heard responding to the long shricks
of fteam with which the Nixon strove

DRIFTING AWAY,

teicgram that a dlstrict telegraph boy
handed to me just as I was preparing to
go home :

‘* Charlie and Isidore are adrift in the
skiff without oars. 1 can gee them
tloating out half-way between the island
and the Humber. Act quickly. No one
hore cen suggest anything except to send
out a tug.’

“That’s from my wite,” said Mr. Lance-
ly. *“1I instantly ran down and found
your boat starting. No, I can't imagine
how they got adrift, though this morning
1 told Isidore—he's my servant-boy—to
loosen a strip of carpet that runs the
length of the skiff. It got frozen down
at the stern Jast fall because I forgot to
bail her out. Isidore is very fond of my
lttle boy, so 1 suppose they went to-
gether to the boat-house and somehow
got afloat and were blown out. How
long before we shall catch up to them,
captain 7"

The skipper looked gravely at him,
glanced at the porthern sky, and replied,
“ Well, sir, we will likely make out to
resch them if the wind don't change or
something worse happen.”

* Surely tr -~ wind won't change !"

“No, I don't say it will. I'll do my
best, you may lay to that, sir., What
I'm most afeard of {s that the litile fel-
low will be done out with coid. Would
he likely have his overcoat on ?”

“ vm afraid not. He's fond of going

round without it, no matter what we say.” ,

* Boys is all iike that, sir.”
“St1]l he may have had it with him,
for 1sidore s very careful of Charley.

1f ‘not, he'll be half-frozeu, and have a only go strajght abead and we'd aught to-
| trigntral cote” ‘ '

to let the boys know she was seeking
them.
“ That will hearten them up, anyhow,”
said the captain.
As the tug “teetered” up and down
the scarcely broken swell, Mr. Lancely
in the bow gazed steadlly forward,
, around and down. Often he thought he
j saw the skiff rising upon some shoulder-
, Ing billow, but ever the lapse of the

roller renewed his {ncreasing tear. Once

the bow struck some heavy thing. His
. heart fell at the sudden cuntact. He
, sprang to look over, expecting to see the
y SKIfT; but before he had fairly peered
, down, the grinding sound betokened a
. Sake of ice.

Once, after abandoning the fdea that
he had darkly seen the skiff on 1 wave,
a thought that it had perhaps been there
grew to an overpowering fear that they
were leaving Charley astern. The pity-
ing captain backed up then, and ran to
and fro over the adjacent water. Then
the wretched father groaned with self-
reproach for having caused the loss of

, tirae,

y  *“Could the skiff swamp in this sea 2"

. *Nu, that's not likely. There's scarce-
1y 8 break of water anywhere, and she'd
arift easy. Do you suppose that ser-
vant-boy of yours would know enough
to rig up any kind of a safl ? But I for-

- got, they'd nothing to rig one with. So

I reckon we're all right.”
**What do you mean ?”

¢ 1 mean that we'll bc more likely to
find her than we would i 8h0 waue Zafi-
ing Iinstead of just drifting. 8She can

1ind:ker.”

-

He nover had a |

- - en———

After the tug had run out to about
where the captain  theught the boat
thould bo, ko headed duo east, kept that
coursc for somo two miles, and then
went back and  forth, cast and woat,
, steaming rcouth or with the wind a fow
, minutes upon cach turn, Thua the Wt-

tlo steamor degeribed many long, nacrow
, waraliclograms on the surface of the

lake, but tho skiff of tho lost boys was
not scen,
Soon the evening past, and the depths

cf darkness drew on., It was after mid-
[ olght when the skipper, pointing to the

cried Mr.

I north, shouted with joy.

“\Whero? 8how mef”
i Lancely, I can't s¢e them! \Vhero?
| Do you sco the skiff 1"

I *No, sair, 1 didn't mecan that. But
jsee! Yonder! There's more help cotu-
{ tng 1"

{ Away off toward Toronto a lght
\ gleuxlxlled. then another and another, flve
i in all

1 Fivo more tugs! Good boys!” crled
) tho captain. ** Hurrah, now we can do
; fomething 1"

Across the Intervening leaguo a dull
bass note camo with the wind,

“It's the commodorc's steam yacht.”
sald the skipper. Soon the lttle vesscls
were all within hsil.

* ranceiy !'* shouted the blu®t old com-
modore of the Yacht Club, * When we
lert, there was word frora your house
that your wife was bearing up well.”

*‘Thank heaven for that!”

* [ thought you'd be anxinus, old mnn,
and 8o I teolegraphed for noews of her
while stenm was getting up. Now, we're
going to fnd Charley pretty soon, 1
hope,” and he rapidly explained his plan
to the Nixon's skipper.

Soon tho litle steamers were systc-
matically rapging to and fro, passing
and repassing, over a tract somo five
miles wide, whistling i{n unlson ovory
fitth minute by the watch, that the
hoped-for replies of the boys might be
heard in still intervals,

But the night scemed to thicken till far
toward morning, when a thin moon camo
up over the waste. The constellation
of the Great Bear whecled bigh and far
past the Yole, the wind slowly fell, nnd
the solemnity of the face of the waters
deepened in the bush, whiloe still tho
searching father gaxed from thc bow,
praying dumbly to see again the flaxen
head and bold bLlue eycs of his little son.

(To be continued.)

THE EMPEROR AT THE FORGE.

Boys often resent being called upon to
do a plece of work which they think be-
neath them, especially if 1t i{s a task
which properly belongs to some ane clse.
But every ono should cultivate an ablig-
ing disposition, and be able to help in
any ecmergency to the extent of his
ability.

Emperor Joseph set a good example in.
this respect one day when travelling in
Itely. A wheel of hls carrlage broke
down, and he repaired to the shop of a
blacksmith in a little village, and de-
sired him to mend it without detay.

*1 would,” sajd the smith, “ but this
deing a holiday, all my men are away
{ at church; even the boy who blows the
t boilows is away."”

“ Now 1 have an excellent charce to
| warm myself,” sald the unknown em-
| peror. So, taking his place at the bel-
i lows, instead of calllng an attendant to
+ do so, he followed the smith's directions

and worked a8 if for wages. The work

was finished, and instead of the little
sum which ho was charged, the soveroign
handed out six gold ducats.

“You have made a mistake,” sald tho
i astonished blacksmith, *and given me
| six gold pleces, which nobody in this vil-
| lage can change.”

, “ Change them when youn can,’” sald the
laughing emperor. as he entered his car-
! riage. * An emperor gshould pay for such
' a pleasure as blowing tho bellows.”
' 1 have known some shop boys who
* would bave waited long, and sent far for
' belp, before they would have * come
t down” to blowing a bdblacksmith's bul-
' lows. It {s not boys with the best senso
* who thus stand upon the!r dignity. A
t readiness to oblige. and to take hold of
l unaccustomed work when necessary, has
)
|
]
|
]
]
|
i
[}
1

often been excellent business capital for
a young iman.—Youth's World.

* Can you tell me wtere I will get the
Lancaster Aveaue car?” Iaquired s
middic-sged fussy woman, who was
standing {n the middle of the car-trsck,
of a2 man who was in 2 great hurry.

y " Yes, you'll get it right.in the middle of

.

i»youx- back, if you stand there,” he re-

Piied, and then passed on.
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Be Somsthing.
BY ALYRED P, totait,

Be something in this llving age,
And prove your right to bo

A light upon some darkened page,
A pllot on some sea.

Find out tho place where you may stand,
Benenth some burden bow ;

Take up the task with willing hand—
Bo somethlag, somewhere, now,

B¢ something In this throbblng day
Ot busy hands and feet :
A spring besldo some dusty way,
A ghadow from tho heat.
Bo found ypon the workman's roll ;
Qo sow, go reap, or plough ;
Beud to some task with heart and soul -
Be something, somewhere, now.

Be somothing in this golden hour,
With action running o'er;

Add gome momentum to its power,
A volce unheard before;

Be not a king without a throne,
Or crown to deck the brow ;

Serve with the throng, or serve alone—
Be somcthing, somewhere, now.

BURIAL IN THE CATACOMBS

Cur plcture gives us a very vivid {llus-
tratlon of R scene whlch
mugt have been very com-
mon in the early Christian
centuries,  Possibly  the
dead man may have been
a Christian martyr whose
body was brought by
steaith, at dead of night,
from the place of martyr-
dom to the qulet resting
place Of the holy dead in
the underground cata-
combs. These were vast
excavations, consisting of
long corridors and cham-
bers, sometimes three or
four stories, one beneath
the other, and llned on
efther s.do with the graves
of the dead in Christ.
Here the early Christians
gathered for worship and
for prayer, and sometimes
for refuge; but even here
they were often followed
by thelr persecutors, and
thelr place of refuge be-
came thefr sepuichre. The
present writer has told the
story of those early days In
a couple of volumes, to
which he refers those who
wish to know more about
thege strange structures.
They are entitled, * The
Testimony of the Cata-
combs,” and “ Valeria, the
Martyr of the Catacombs*
Both are for rale at the
Methodist Book-Rooms, To-
ranto, Moantreal, and Hali-
fax,

BOYS' LEISURE HOURS.

A boy was employed in a
lawyer's office, and he had
the daily papers to amuse
himself with, He began to
study French, and at the
little desk became a fluent
reader and writer of the
French language. He ac-
complished this by laying
aslde the newspaper, and
taking up something not so
amusing, but far more profitebls. A
ccachman was often obliged to wait long
huurs while his mistress made calls. He
determined to improve the time. He
found a smail volume containing the
* Eclogues "’ ot Virgll, but could not read
it, s0 he purchased a Latin grammar.
Day by day he studied this, and finally
mastered its intricaclies. His mistress
came behind him one day as he stood by
the horses waiting for her, and asked
him what he was so intently reading.

* Only a bit ot * Virgil,” my lady.”

“ What ? do you rcad Latin ?”

* A little, my lady.”

She mentioned this to her husband,
who Insisted that David should have a
teacher to instruct hin.

In a few years David became a learned
man, and was for many ycars a useful
and beloved minister of Scotland.

* How are you, old chap? Are you
keeping strong ?”

* No ; only just managing to keep out
of my grave.”
“QOh, I'm sorry to hear that!”

+ Ho is & mighty unlucky man.”

«In what way 1"

*Well, ho married to get out of a
boardlng house.”

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.
BTUDIES IN OLD TESTAMENT HBISTORY.

LESSON IX.—~NOVEMBER 29.
THE FAME OF SOILOMON.
1 Kings 10, 1-19. Memory veraes, 6-8.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Behold, a greater than Solomon fs
here.—Matt. 12, 42,

Place.~Sheba was probably Yemen,
the southern part ot Arabia, near the
mouth of the Red Sea Thig was the
splce country of the ancient world.

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—Read of Solomon’s fame (1
Kings 10, 1-13). Study Teachings of
the Lesson.

Tuesday.—~Read an account of Solo-
mon's gold (1 Kings 10. 14-23). Learn
the Golden Text and Place.

Wednesday. -Read about Solomon’s
world-wide renown (1 Kings 10. 24-29).

Thursday.—Read the story of Solo-
mon's pleasures (Eccles. 2, 1-11). Study
the Notes,

Of what were gifta a token in the

East ? How much was her present of
gold worth in our money. What elsc did
she give ?

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

Earthly things cannot satlsfy the soul.
We should not grudge the c¢larts necded
to increase knowledge and goodness. Of
Christ's love, the joy of his service, and
the glory of his home, {t may be traly
s1ld the half hes not been told. Let us
sacrifice the lower for the higher. The
beneilts we receive from Christ should
be openly confessed.

A FTAITHFUL OAT.

During the Crimean war, a little cat,
reared in his mother’s cottage, followed
a young French soldier when he loft his
native village. The lad’'s heart clung to
this small dumb member of his family ;
and he gave pussy a scat on his knap-
sack at night., She took her meals at
ber master’s knee, and was a general pet
in the company. On the morning that
lits regiment was first ordered into ac-
tion, the soldier bade his littlo cat fare-
well, and left her in charge of a slck
comrade. He had marched about a mile

from the camp, when what was his sur-

4 :d"\’- AT XS
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BURIAL T¥ THE CATACOMBS,

*riday.—Read concerning God's great~
ness (Psalm 89. 1-8). Answer the Ques-
tions.

Saturday.—Read of One greater than
Solomon (Matt, 12, 38-42).

Sunday.—Read John's description of
Christ (Rev. 1. 9-18). Prepare to tell the
Story of the Lesson.

QUESTIONS.

1. What the Queen Heard, verses 1-3,

1. How far did the queen come? What
led her to make the journey ? What
kind of questions did she ask ? 2. How
long would the journey take ? What
vas her train 2 For what was her coun-
try famcus ? What did she galn by her
visit? 3. How did Solomon show his
wisdom ?

II. What the Queen Saw, verses 4, 5.

1. Tell some of the eight things which
surprised her ? What {8 known of
Solomon's palace ? 5 How was a king's
glory estimated ? Who were the cup-
bearers ?

II1. What the Queen Sald, verses 6-9.

6. How did Solomon’s greatness com-
pare with the report she had heard 2 7.
In what ways did ghe show Ler sincerity
and carnestness ? 8. What privilege did
the king’s courtiers enfoy ? Have wo

-a greater blessing to be thankful for?

S. To what dfd she attribute Solomon's

f"tnd now.hia wife rutis ona-to support | Wealth and prosperity ¥’

IV. What the Queen- Gave, verss 10.

prise to see Miss Puss running beside
him. He lifted her up on her usual
seat, and soon the engagement com-
menced. Twice did the soldier fall, but
the cat clung fast hold. At iast a severe
wound stretched him bleeding on the
fleld, No sooner did pussy catch sight
of the blood flowing from her master
than she seated herself upon his body
and began to lick his wound in the most
assiduous manner. Thus she remained
for some hours, till the surgeon camo to
the young lad, and had him carrled off
to the tent of the wounded. When he
recovered consclousness, his first ques-
tion was, *“Shall I live ?” *“ Yes, my
good fellow,” was the surgeon’s answer,
‘ thanks to your little cat; for 1f she had
Dot used her tongue so intelligently you
would bave been too exhausted by loss
of blood to recover.” TYou may be sure
that pussy was well cared for; and con-
{rary to all regulations, she was allowed
to accompany the young soldfer to the
hospital, where she was regaled with the
very nicest and the choicest morsels
‘from his plate, and became 8 very dls-
tinguished character.

Mrs. Newife—'*1 acknowledge that 1
have my faults and am sometimes cross,
-Jack, dear, but if I had the last two years

-of my life to live over .again, I should

,marry you just the same” =~ <
Mr. Newife—<T doubt 1t

The Boy.

When you hear a fearful racket
Like a miniature cyclone,
With some sounds 8o strange that surcly
‘T'heir llke was never known,
Whlle the mother listens calmly,
ven with a smiling face,
You may kaow that it i8 nothing
But the boy abiout the pisco.

When there’s famine in the cupboard
And the milk pail soon runs dry,

And you can’t keep ples or cookles,
No matter how you try,

When you vainly seck for applos,
That have gone and left no trace,

Harad times 18 not the trouble—
There's a boy about tho place.

Yhen there's sawdust on the carpet,
And some shavings on the beds,

When the ruge are tossed In corners,
And your chairs stand on thelr hends,

While, it a tool you're needing, you
Al round the house must race,

You may know he's making something,
Is the boy about the place.

‘When the house 18 full of sunshine
On the darkest kind of day,
And you have to laugh at sceing
Some outlandish, boylish play,
And when eyes so bright and loving,
Oft aro ralsed to meet your face,
Tou will pray, I know, “ God bless him,
Bless our boy about the place.”

WHY ONE FEELS OHILLY WHEN
LYING DOWN.

The reason {s slmply this: Nature
takes the time when one {8 lying down
to give the heart rest, and that organ
consequently makes ten strokes less a
minute than when one is in an upright
posture, Multiply that by sixty minutes,
and it {8 six bundred strokes. Therefore
in eight hours spent in lying down the
heart {8 saved nearly filve thousand
strokes, and as the heart pumps six
ounces of blood with each stroke it lifts
thirty thousand ounces less of blood in
a night of eight hours gpent in bed than
when one Is in an upright position. As
the blood flows 80 much more slowly
through the veins when one is lying
down, one must supply then with extra
coverings the warmth usually furnished
by circulation.—Harper’s Bazar.

Christmas
* Coming!

And we would have you keep in mind
that a good book is always an acceptable
gift, and when {t i3 a Canadian book, all
the better. Here are some of the new-
est and best, all by Canadian authors :

SADDLE, SLED, AND SNOW-
Shoe, By Rev. John Mec-
Dougall. IlNustrated ........ . $1 00

WALTER GIBBS, THE YOUNG
Boss, By E. W. Thomson.
INustrated cooecveeceserenacane

AROUND THE CAMP-FIRE. By
Charles G. D. Roberts. Illus-

THE WARDEN OF THE PLAINS.
By Rev. John Maclean, Ph.D.
IMustrated .c.cfevevavccocesces

IN THE DAYS OF THE CANADA.
Company. By Robina and
Katbkleen M. Lizars. Illustrated.

A LOVER IN HOMESPUN. By F.
Citfford Smith ..ccoevennnanns

OLD MAN SAVARIN. By E, W.
ThOMBON cccvcerenscasccsossns

BARBARA HECK : A STORY OF
Canadian Methodism. By Rev.
W. H. Withrow, D.D. ........

CANADIAN WILD FLOWERS.
Containing 30 large plates of
our native flowers, coloured by
hand by Mrs. Chamberlir, and
with botanical descriptions, by
Mrs. Trajl. Fourth edition ..

PEARLS AND PEBBLES; OR
Notes of an Old Naturalist. By
Mra. C. P. Traill. With blo-
graphlcal sketch of the author.
by Miss Fitzgibhon. 1illus-
£ 47:1 -+ O SN

THE LIFE OF SIR ISAAC BROCK.
By D. B. Read, Q.C. Ilustrated.

125

125

125

200
100

X900

075

6 00

150
150 .

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist Book and Publishing Hocse,
Toronto: -
0. W. COATE3, Montagu.
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