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R 4IVING THE FPLOW-
ERS A DRINK,

| Dip you know thad

‘fowers grew thirsty ¢
B Somotimes, when they

. bave had nmo water for
d gome time they will turn
up thoir littlo leaves to-

ward the sky asif beg-
ging for adrink. Over the
-notwork of cach leafisa
covering that we may call
8 its skin, Then under
this the leaf is full of
§ little cells which are as
closely joined wgether as
those of the bee's honey-
comb.; Theso leaf-cells
aro filled ‘with a sort of
soft jelly, which contains
among other things the
8 matter which gives the

- Jeaf its green colour. Each
leaf is aleo provided with
B 2 number of tiny pores.
R Through  theso pores,
which are really so many
- littlo mouths, it drinks
‘that part of the water
§ which it requires for its
8 ‘nourishmont.

Every plant does its
digesting  in its leaves,
which -a¥e, therefore, like
B 10 many little stomachs.
The dear old 1ady we see
g in our picture knows how

important it is for her
B plants that they should
BB not get their little mouths
flled up with dust, or
N bave to wait too long for
B ‘s drink, 50 she is holding

E them out in the rain
¢ oven at the risk of get-
B ting wet horself. She

§ looks very pleased to soo
f the rain come pouring

-down, for she knows how
B vofreshed her flowers will
B fcel aftor they have had &
good drink. Plants very
§ much?prefer rain water
B tohard or wall water.

.
£ NEGLECTED TREAS-
A TRAVELLER one

URE

: da,
¥ callediat a cottage to aak
B for a draught of wator.
M -Entering, he found the
8 parents cursing and quar-
relling, the children trem-
bling, crouched in a
torner ; and wherover ho
4 looked he saw only

g arks of d ation and
i povorty. . Grooting the inmates, he asked
B them: .

em 3
* Doar frionds, why do you make your
o ' hore 50 wrotched 1
** Ah, %&ir,” said the man, * you dou't
2 know the lifo and trials of a poor man,
B “hen, do what you can, everything gocs
3 wrong.”
j. The stranger drank tho water, and
then said softly (as ho noticed in a dark
® and dusty corner & Bible), *Dear friends,
[ I know what would help you, if you could
‘Bnd it. There is a treasure concezled 1n
¥ Your house. Search forit.”
B And 20 bo left them.
% At first tho cottagers thought it a jest,
B8 but after a while they bogan to roflect.
% WWhen the woman went out, therefore, to
Bk gather sticks, the msn began to soarch, and
28 sven to dig thas he might find tho treasurc.

GIVING TR FLOWERS A DRINK.

When the man was away, the woman did
the same. Still they found nothing ;—in-
creasing poverty brought unly more quar-
rels, discontent and strifo.

Ono day, as tho woman wag left alone,
she was thinking upon tho stranger’s vords,
when hor eye fell on the old Bible. It
had been a gift from her mother, but since
ﬂcs:;ddcath had been long unheeded and un-

A strango foreboding secized hor mind.
Could it bo this the atrangor meant? She
took it from the sholf, opened it, and found
the verse inscribed on tho title-page, in her
mother's handwriting. ‘“The law of thy
mouth is better unto me than thousands of
gold and silver.” It cat her to the hoart.
**Ah 1" thought sho, ** this is the treasuro,
then, wo havo been soeking.” How ber
tears fcll feat cpon the leaves |

From that tinic she read the Bible every
day, and prayed, and taught the children
to pray , but withuut lier husband's know
ledge. One day he came home, as usual
quarrelling, and in a rage. Instead of
mecting his angry words with angry roplies,
she spoke to him kindly.

¢t Husband,” said she, ¢ wo have sinned
%'ricmualy. We have ourselves to blame
or all our misery, and we mast now lead a
differont lifc.” Helooked amazed. **What
dost thou say 1" was his exclamation. She
bmu%lllt. the old Bible, and subbing cried,

**Thero is the treasuro. Sco, I havo
found it!”

Tho husband’s heart was moved. Sho
read to him of tho Lord Jesus, and of his
love. Noxt day she read, and again and
agam, she sat with her childron round hor,

oughtful and attentive,

Someo timo wont on.

It was aftor & yoar time
tho strangor roturned that
way. Seceing tho oottage,
ho romembored the cir-
cumstancos of his visit,
and thought ke would call
and sce his old frienda

in. Ho did so, but
he would scarcely have
known the place; it was
80 cloan, 50 neat, so woll
ordered. Ho oponed tho
door, and atfirst thought
he was mistaken, for the
inmatos camo to meet him
so kindly, with tho peace
of God beaming upon
thoir faces. *‘‘How are

ou, my good plo 1"
Zmd hc.y 'f‘hun tm know
the stranger, and fur somo
time thoy could uot speak

‘¢ Thanks, thanks, desr
sir; wo have found your
treasuro. Now dwolls tho
blessing of God in our
house—his peace in our
hearts!”

So said thoy, and their
ontiro conditien, and tho
happy faces of their chil-
dren declared the samo
more plainly.

PR Y e——

THE KINGFISHER.

Tmis bird, in the bril-
liant marking of it plum.
age, oxcels most otljers,
though it cannot bo called
handsome, its bill and
head being very large in
proportion to the other
parts of ita body. The
top of the head and back
of the neck aro dark
green, flecked with spots
of bluo upon tho tips of
tho feathers.  The lower
part of the body is light
violet or blue, gleaming
vividly under a strong
light, and clearly showing
a8 tho bird 18 flying. A
whitoe patch or streak
gz:ssen from the cye totho

ck of tho neck, and a
dark green  streak is
drawn immediately under
the whito patch. The
throat and chin are shite,
tho bill black, and the
eyes crimson.

Tt stays by the banks of
clear rivors and brooks,
proferring thoac that How
slowly and whose beds
are fringed with willowa
and close bushes It has a straight, glanc-
ing flight, and as it shoots swiftly nlong the
water, affurds a brilliant sight t is
usually scen perched on a small beugh
overhanging J:o stream, from whenco it
darta upon the small fish that form ite
food. Upon capturing its proy, it carries
it to lan&, and, after beating it to death
upon a stono, swallows it whole

I navrk heard scrmons on tho responsi
bilities of mnthers that made me tramble
Whilo we accopt our responsibilities, we
ray to fathers: You are not doing your
duty to your childron when you go to the

lls and voto for men wha legalize tho
iquor traffic  You cannnt expect us tn
keop them pure, when by your votes you
open the doors of temptation o thom.
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PLEASANT HOURS.

The Little Lad’s Answer.
BY SUSAN TEAL PERRY.

Ouk little lad came in one day
With dusty shoss and tired feet,
His playtime had been hard and long,
Out in the summer’s noontide heat.
“I'm glad I'm home,” he cried, and hung
His torn straw hat up in the hall,
\While in the corner by the door
He put away his bat and ball.

*“1 wonder why,” his aunty said,
This little lad always comes here,
When there are many other homes
As nice as this, and quite as near?”
He stood a moment deep in thought,
Then, with the lovelight in his eye,
He pointed where his mother sat,
And said, ““She lives here, that is why!”

With beaming face the mother heard ;
Her mother-heart was very glad.
A true, sweet answer he had given—
That thoughtful, loving, little lad,
And well T know that hosts of lads
Ave just as loving, true, and dear—
That they would answer as he did,
*‘“Tis Home, for mother’s living here!”
—North- Western Adrocate.
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POWER TO FORGIVE.

BY REV. CLAYTON WELLES, \VATERLOO, IOWA,

Who can forgive sins but Qod only?  The
Son of man hath power on earth to Jor-
give sins.—MaRrK 2. 7.10.

A MaN who had no power to help himself
becanse of a terrible disease called the
palsy, was one day brought to Jesus.
There were 80 wany people in the house
where Jusus was, that they who brought
the sick man could not get in, so they took
the invalid up on the roof and made an
opening, and so Tet him down just before
the Lord.  Jesus was interrupted in what
he was saying ; but after all he was pleased
with the faith of the sick man's friends.
So he locked kindly on the sick man, and

robably saw that the diseuse had been
{;rought on by a wicked life, and that the
poor man was troubled about his sins as
well as his sickness.  Jesus, therefore, to
comfort his heart, said to him, ¢ Son, thy
sins be forgiven thee.” When his audience
Lheard that, s .me of them looked very
much surprised and shocked, as much as ty
say, ‘“Why!why! you have no power to
forgive sins!”  ““Who can forgive sins
but God only ?”

And Jesus saw what they were thinking,
but he went right on to show them that 1,6
had a right to say it, by healing the poor
helpless man’s body whose sins he had for-
given. .

He proved that the “ Son of man,” as he
called himself, had the power to forgive
sins like God, because he had power to
Leal the sick. Turning to the palsied man,

he said, *Arise, take up thy bed, and go
thy way into thine house.” ~And he who
could not move so much as a hand or a foot
before, now moved his whole body, sat up,
stood up, took up his bed and went away
cured before them all. I dowy know
whether those grumblers were satisfied
now. You know it often takes a great deal
to satisfy grumblers.  But the rest of the
people were all glad to think that, like God
himself, Jesus had power to heal sick
people and to forgive sins.  From all this
we should learn and remember,

Firstly. That our Lord Jesus has God’s
power to forgive sins among men. He cer.
tainly has no less power now that he is ex-
alted to the right hand of God, than he had
then. When we have sinned against God,
and brought sorrow and suffering to our-
selves or others, our loving Saviour has
power to forgive us and comfort us, if we
come to him sorry, and determined not to
do the wrong any more. :

Secondly. Jesus is always ready to for-
give. Here he was right in the midst of
his speaking, and he broke off to comfort
and cure this sorrowing sufferer. Some
speakers would have been vexed at such an
interruption, but Jesus was glad of an op-
portunity to forgive sinsand restore health.

Thirdly. We see that friends can bring
each other to Jesus.  This sick man never
could have come but for his friends. I
have known many a child who has helped
bring & sinner to a f orgiving Saviour.
Often it has been one of their own family,
perhaps father or mother. Can't you help
bring someone ? .

Fourthly. We should always be ready to
forgive. Jesus sets the example for us all
to follow. He even tells us that if we wish
to have our sins forgiven, we must forgive
those who offend against us.  With real
kindness of heart for everyone, therefore,
let us come and bring others to J esus, who

is always ready to exercise his power to
forgive.

s

THE GENTLEMAN BROWNIE.

BY MARGARET DANE,

Mgs. StoNe was sick ‘with a cold and
couldn’t go out of doors,

‘“ Dear me ! she said to herself as she
looked out of the window, 'y afraid
somebody will fall on my slippery walk, and
the wood is almost, gone, and if the pump
isn’t run down it'll freeze ! Dear me !
What shall T do 77

Little Fred Crosby stood at his wi
right opposite Mrs. Stone,

*“T've been a-thinkin’ "bout s’prisin’ Mrs,
Stone,” he said, slowly, ““’cause she’s sick,
you know, mamma, and ’cause she’s all
alone without any little boys to help her 1”

‘“That would be very kind,” said mamma,
* What do you want to do 7’

*Bhe’s pulled down hor curtains and
lighted lLer lamp 17 exclaimed Fred, Joy-
fully, “and 1 can go right over now ! T’
going to put ashes on the walk, and pile up
her shed wood-box, and then I'm goin’ to
run down the pump !

“I can do it,” he asserted stoutly, as
mamma looked doubtful, « ‘cause  Mrs,
Stone showed me how Wednesday night.”

He put on his gray ulster and Lig tubber
boo?s and was across the strect in about
& minute.

Very softly he laid the sticks of wood
one upon the other in the big wood-box til]
it was full to the top.  Then he let the
pump down. That was great fun angd
almost made hiy, Liugh out lond because
the water gurgled and squcaked so,

And now there was the walk,
Fred worked for fear Mrs. Stor
pull up the curtain and see him.
didn’t ; and at last the coal-hod wa,

ndow,

e might
But she

] t
and the icy walk was covered. Py
‘“Hard at work, Fred?” called My,
Green, as he spied Fred in the twilight,

“Guess so!” stammered
shut the gate hurriedly and
across the street.

“Mr. Green ahnost to!
he talked so loud,” sai
guess Mrs. Stone didn’
added, thoughifully.

But Mrs. Stone did heay him, and when
she found her wood-box ful] she knew all
about it. ’

“Fred is the dearest 1ite]
she said, wiping her ey

The next morning
how she felt,

Fred, as he
ran quickly

Id on me, ’cauge
U Fred; «pyt 1

t hear him,” he

e friend T hgye »
¢S very hard,
Fr

red went oyep to see

. search made for him by his 1

‘“1 feel very happy, Fred,” she saig
siling, ““because last night all my work
was done for me. I think it must be some
good little Brownie who walked out of one
of P;l}lllel‘ Cox’s pictures to help me, don’t
you?”

Fred’s eyes danced.

1 spect it was,” he answered.
one do you s’pose it was, Mrs. Stone?”

It was such fun being a Brownie that
Fred smiled and smiled.

It wasn't the dude,” said Mrs. Stone
decidedly, “nor it wasn't the king! 1
think it must be the gentleman Brownpie I

“1 don’t think there Is any gentleman
one,” said IFred, doubtful]y.

“Oh, there must be?”
Stone, knowingly, ¢ fop
Brownie was a true little ge

“I'm very glad you
‘very glad Indeed,
Brownie is, too,”

“And the
Companion.,

T
RESCUE THE HEATHEN CHILDREN,

Mosr of you have read or heard of gy
lost boy . Charlie Ross, and of the lon‘;

“Which

answered Mys,
this particular
ntleman,”

think so,” gaid Freq,
Mrs, Stone, and the

made, alas ! in vain, Many inquiries haye
been made, many wearied mileg travelled
large rewards offered and much money ex.
pended, but all i vain : the boy remaing
lost and the barents’ hearts are.sti]] aching,

other children in

gone up and do i
child, lost child 1 g,

strangers, have lefy their
in the march day after
night : and how

“‘ Lost
OW  people, even
work and joined
day, night after

“It's only a child.”

- Every heart ; ]
with sympathy and e and fe 1o moved
help.

very hand is raised to

There are many children lost—in
China, Japan ang other heathep lands.
parents they have wandered far
f God, far from home ; they are gropin,
In the darkness ; they are lonely anq desf
late—Ilost, They must be
n((i) one dsaﬁ, “Th
educated, degraded, gy erstitious,” ‘
have souls to be saved, phea.rt;s '1::)8 be Tl}ll?i}j
ﬁeq, natures to be changed. They are wI:)rth
saving, wicked though they be.” .M
the boys who to-day are
streets of Lucknoy and
years hence be preachi,
hat is to be done ?
continue their efforts to ga
Sunday-schools i heathen
multiplied, tl;e Christian w.
the plaintive cry soundj
wastes of heathendom. < Lost ¢hi
child 1" Apg hearing; they musbcg;ké;) lghsb
rescue. No time should be lost. °

Indja,

Canton may fen
g the gospel.
Issionariey must
ve the childrep B
lands mugt be
orld must, hear
0g out over the

ray and
love an 8ve.  These Jogt Ones fre y our
brothers and sisters, 'he more ou ]
them and 1o A

o
TOM'S goLp DUST,

_ boy knows how
]us gold dust,” said Tonyy
lmrx}self, and sometineg aloud,
Tom went tq college,  apd ev
c(})un(t1 ti\ey heard of him he g
atcad, laying a solig f ion |
g ound
furd, ation for
e .
Certainly, » said his ungle

I tell you, knows L alk
st OW to tale

“Gold dygt 1
dust ? He was
been to Californi

“THar

ery ac-
oing
the

; ¢ that boy,
care of hjg
Where dig Tom gey gold-

:. p(I)ior boy. He Lad not

: T8 NeVEr wug a yin o

here did he get gold«dus; ';I‘ At e,

seconds and minutes, ang

g.o]d-dusb‘ of time—gpecks and part
time, which and girls ang
people are’apt to wagte and th ¢

'1911} knew their value,

minister, had gay ht hi

and particle e

iY
m gold, anq his son took care Ofbstlwmght
though they were, o as

Take care
up something fo
as for ebemiby.

of your golqg.

dust, ang lay T old age”_f,
—for

time ag we]]

———

n he smiled again, — Youth’s -

oving father, *

-if their size was

‘restricted theip

p g;pparenb-eﬁ‘ort,

saved. Tef .
€y are only children, yp.:

A Cigarette.
" BY TIMOTHY TICKLE. ;

I AM small, So small am' I, L
That many hundreds snug would he;{

Inside an old-time carpet bag, -
Or pocket made for burglar's swag; -
So delicate am I that one . - g

Who squeezed me gomewhat, just Mm
Would crush me so that I no'more .
Could go through life as oft before ;
So light am I, that it would take
Some thousands of my weight to make,
Composed of pure, mixed with alloys—
hundred Pounds, avoirdupois.

I”m small and delicate and light,

1 not accounted much for fight ;
hey say I'm insignificant,

‘A not worth a copper cent,
st -give me g chance, and I will meet;
< Athome or op g crowded street,
. A aturdy-and light-hearted boy—

Hhis fathor's hope, his mother’s joy—

And Jét me his companion be

From now till hig majority ;

"Then please examine us again

Ang.8ee which hag the strength of men.

Bl

T pledge ny word you’ll find him there,
" Nog sturdy, but pale-faced and spare ;
His intellect shall be upset,
His health "Il be almost one ; and yeb
He'll elipg to me, as if T'd been
The kindest, friend he’d ever seen ;
or can he then bid me  Away.”
For I've been given too long a stay
In his companionship ; and now
O Ine, as in the past, he’ll bow ;
4And yield his life up with regret :
and all for me—a cigarette,

T t—
INSECT POWER.

THE power of insects is wonderful, }?:ii
r si proportioned to ‘i o
Strength they would be more terrlbeme
man than the fiercest wild beasts of y
desert, Providence, however, has kl{:ave
size, or they might de-
een the tyrants of the globe and the nd
struction of a terrestrial animals .8
eings,

! oub
~The common

flea, for instance, nglmes
jumps two hundre

s onat®
15 own length, and the same pl‘OP"r"’mne a

Btrength woulq enable a man to.t8

a
single leap over s thousand feet. FO¥

]
man to run ten miles an hour Wp“ﬁld go
thought 8ood pedestrianism, but a fifs d

small as to be almost invisible, was ObserV’e
to run nearly six inches in a second. s of
. Equally surprising are the i"Swncevv 0
Insect strength given by Mr. Ne‘”port"hioh
tells.us that the great stag-beetle, W7 g
tears off the bark from the tr unksﬁa
ranches of trees, has been known t0 kni 8
8 hole an inch iy diameter through the se )
of a tin canister in which it was .conﬁﬂ €
and on which, ag shown by the mwro'sc‘opev
the marks of jt5 Jaws wett distinctly vl'SIited
as proved by Mr. Stephens, who exhi
8 canister at one of the meetings ©
ntomologica] Society. The common bes i
can, without injury, support ten pag !
OWR weight, and still make its WaY e?lo"'he
almost ag if under no pressure. nbeen
Insect known as the Atlas, as has
Proved by experiment, is able to be )
98cape from a load of over twenty Ounany
while its owp, weight is less than a8 “éﬂi'd
graing, Taking man again as the stal’..
Of comparison, it ig as if & person of 0
Ary size should rajse himself fr omi
ground \/hen to.4q it he had to lifta W°
of between forty and fifty tons. poth
S one more instance, illustrating the
Speed and strength of inseci"s'] s
engmeer of a rajlroad has recently 1K;,sid"
DL A SWarm of flies, that not only kep forty
Y side with his train while going
milesan hour, bus, as if in sport, flo® ¥ e
the traip, coming back with no 8ppa13f°'
effort to the side from which they h&drs
and  easily keeping up with the cg at®
OVEr ten miles, until a stop was ma :d-
Station, whep, they left and disappest

e PN

—“T seem to he considerably pus
cash to-day,” muttered Rivers, relu'ch
Squaring an  aeconn of $5.26 with,
whceled-chair man.

ar 87

i
tho
ht

the

hed 0¥
ntly
o

of
=1t must Liave been a love match’bf)ld
she knew b was poor.” “Noj; he tund
er he had only a remnant of his vfor ob &
loft, and she, of course, thought she'd #
rgain,”
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Eating and EBarning.
NY KRKN K. REXNYORD,

iner thete was a little boy,
Who dearly loved to sliirk,

weattsy he was a lazy lad,
And hated all hard work.

One duy his mother bado him churn
Wiile ehe was gone to town 5

Kut soon a8 she was out of sight
He tlung tho dasher down,

+* 1t's churning, churning, twice u week,"
He groaued despairingly ;

-+ I wish thore were no cowa ! I wish
‘Ibo churn was in the seat

' 1 wish the butter'd churn itsolf ;
1 wish "—and then he sighed—
I'ho old waod-box would fill itself,”
And then he almost cried.

* It's * Bob, do this,’ and ¢ Bob, do that,’
All day, oh, dear ! groaned he,

** It's all a hoy should (i’o to cat
And grow, it aeems to-me.

I wigh,”—aud he was wishing stili
All foolish things, whon lo

I'here stood s mother in the door—
How could ehe hurry so?

** 1 8’pose the butter's come,” she said.
His faco began to barn ;

And he began to fidget when
He saw fior at the churn.

She lifted up the lid, and then
** You lazy boy,” she said,

** 1 ought to whip you, but I won't;
I'll punish you instead

By giving you dry bread to eat
lfntil you're glad to earn

The butter that you like so woll
By working at the churn,”

Now he was pleased to think that he
Could casily get rid

Of churning, if he went without
The butter for his bread.

But by-and-bve he huungry grow,
And begged a ** picce to ent ™ ;

She cut o slice of bread. Alas!
He missed the butter sweet,

At dinner-time dry‘bread again—
‘The butter looked so nice !

** Oh, dear ! thought he, I wish I had
A-littlé for my alice.”

At supper time it really scemed
Ob dry bread he must choke.

His mother smiled. But, ah! to him
It seemned a sorry joke.

Next morning, very mecekly, he
Unto his mnother eaid :

*I'll churo to-day.” **Aund earn,” said she,
 Tho butter for your bread !

1 felt quite sure my plan would work ;
I hope from this you'll learn

This lesson : ¢ What he would enjoy,
A boy must help to carn,’”

A boy~—or man —should be ashamed
To make hinisclf a shirk ;

To earn a share in life’s good things,
Just do your share of work.

s

HUNTED AND HARRIED.

4 Tdls of the Scottish Covenanters.

BT B. A. BALLANITNE,

CuarteR VIII.—(Continued.)

\Wiet, Warrack himsclf, seeing that tho
day wasrlost, nand:farther resistznes nscless,
and having been separated from his friends in
the general mélée, sought rofuge in a clump of
alders on the banks of tho river. Another
fugitive made for tho same spot about the
same time. He was an old mao, yet vigorous,
aud ran'well ; but the soldiers who pursued
soon came up and kuocked him down. Having
already received scveral dangerous wounds in
the head, the old man seemed to fecl that he
had reached the end of his career on -carth,
and calmly propared for death. But the end
bad not yet come. Even among the blood-
staued troops of the King there wero men
whose hearts wero not made of ~int/and who,
doubtless, disapproved -of ‘the crucl - work in
which it was their duty totake part. Instead
of siving the old wan tho coup de grdee, one
of tho soldicrs sakicd his namo, ’

gare of Will Wallaco as he pisssed.

** Donald Cargill,” answered the wounded
man,

**That name sounds familiar,” eaid the
soldier.  ** Are not you a minister?"

**Yeu, I huve the honour to be one of the
Lord’s servants.”

Upon hearing this the soldiers let him go,
and bade him get off the field as fast as
possible.

Caigill was not slow to obey. and soon
reached the aldors, where he fell nlmost faint.
ing to the gronnd. Here he was discovered
by \Vallace, and recognised as the old man
whow he had met in Andrew Black's hidy.
hole. ‘I'ho poor tun could acarcely walk;
but with the assistance of lus stout young
friend, who carefully dressed his wounds, he
munaged to escapo. \Vallaco himaelf was not
80 fortunnte.  After leaving Cargall 1n & place
of comparative safety, hio had not the heart to
think only of his own cscape while uncertsin
of the fato of lns friends. He was aware,
indeed, of his uncle’s death, but knew nothing
about Andrew Black, Quentin Dick, or Ram-
blin® Peter.  \When, therefore, night had put
an oend to the fiendish work, he returned
cautiously to senrch the field of battle; but,
while endeavouring to clamber over a wall,
was suddenly pounced upon by half a dozen
soldiers and made prisoner.

At an earlier part of the evening he wounld
certainly have n murdered on tho spot,
but by that time the royalists were probably
tired of indiscriminate slaughter, }or they
merely bound his arms and le%l him to a spot
where those Covenanters who had been taken
prisoners were guarded.

The guarding was of the strangest and
cruellest. The prisoners were made to lic flat
down on the ground—many of them havin
been proviously stripped nearly naked ; an
if any of them vontured to chauge their

ositions, or raise their heads to implore a

raught of water, they were instantly shot.

Next day the survivors were tied together
in couples and driven off the ground liko a
herd of cattle. Will Wallace stood awaitin,
his turn, and watching the first band o
prisoners march ofl. Suddenly he observed
Andrew Black coupled to Quentin Dick.
They passed close to hun. As they did so
thoir eyes mot.

““Josh, man, is that you?” exclaimed
Black, a gleam of joy lighting up his sombre
visage. **Eh, butl am gleg to scs that yer
atill leovin’!” o

**Not more glad than I to seo that you're
notdead,” responded Will quickly. ‘‘\Whero's
Peter and Bruce?”

A stern command to keep silence and move
on drowned the answer, and in another
minute Wallace, with an unknown comrade-
in.arms, had joined the procession.

Thus they wero led—or rather driven—with
every species of cruel indignity, to Edinburgh;
but the jails thers wero already full; there
was nu place in which to stow such noxions
animals ! Had Charles II. been there, accord-
ing to hisown statement, he would have had
no difficulty in dealing with them; but bad
as the Gouncil was, it was not quite so brutal,
it would seen, as the King.

“ Put them in the Greyfrim Churchyard,”
was the order—and to that celcbrated apot
they wero marched.

Seated at her back window in Candlemaker
Row, Mrs. Black observed, with some surprise
and curiosity, the sad procession wending its
way among the tombs and round the church.

_The news of the ffht at Bothwell Bridge had

only just reached the city, and she.knew
nothing of the detaile. Mrs, \Wallaco and
Jean Black were seated besidoe her knitting,

“ Wha'll they be, Boo?” goliloquised Mra.
Black.

¢ Maybe prisoncrs taken at Bothwell Brig,”
saggested Mrs. Wallace,

ean started, dropped her knitting, and
said in a low, anxious voice, as sho gazed
carnestly at tho procession, “Yf—if it's em,
uncle Andrew an’—an’—tho others may be
nmang them !

The procession was not more than a hundred
yards distant—near cuough for sharp, loving
‘oyes to distinguish friends.

1 see them ! ” cried . Jean exgerly.

. Next momcnt ahé had leaped over tho
window, which was not much over six feet
from the ground. She doubled round a tomb-
stone, and, ruoning towards the prisoncrs,
got near cuough to seo tho head of tho pro-
cession pass through a large iron gate at the
south-west corner of the churchyard, and to
sco cleatly that her uncle and Quentin Dick
were there -tied togéther. Here a soldier
stopped her.  ds sho turned to entreat per-
mission to on she encountered the anxions
) Thero
was time for 'the glance of recoguition, that
wasall. A few minutes moro and the long

-procession had passed into what afterwards
.proved to bo ono of tho most tormble prisons

ot which we havo any record in history.
Jead Black was thfpat outof the church-
yard along with a crowd of others, who had

oatered by the front gate. Filled with dis.
may and anxious forebodings, she returned to
her temporary home in the Row.

Cuarrer 1X. ~Axoxa rus Touns,

Tux enclosure at the south.western corner
of Greyiriars Churchyard, which had been
chossn as the prison of the men who were
spared after the battle of Bothwell Bridge,
was a small narrow apace enclosed by very
high walls, and guarded by a etroug iron gate
—tho samo gate, probably, which still haugs
thore at the prescat day.

Thore, among the tombe, without any
covering to aheqber them {rom the wind and
rain, without bedding or sufficient food, with
the dank grass for tgelr couches and graves
for, pillows, did most of these unfortunates—
frem twelve to fifteen bundred—live during
the succceding five months. Thoy wero
rigorously guarded night and day by sentincls
wﬁo wure hold auswerable with their lives for
the safo keeping of the prisoners. During the
daytime they stood or moved about uncasily.
At pights {f any of them ventured to rise the
sontinels had orders to fire upon them, If
they had been dogs they could not have been
treated worsc. ing men, their sufforings
were terribloe—~inconcejvable. Ere long many
n poor fcllow found = death-bed among the
graves of that gloomy onclosure. To add to
thoir misery, friends were scldom permitted
to visit them, and thoso who did obtain leave
were chiofly females, who wero exposed to the
insults of tho guards

A week or 8o aftor their being shut up here,
Andrew Black stood one aftcrnoon leanin
against the headstone of a grave on whic
Quentin Dick and Will Wallaco were scated.
It had becn raining, and the and their
fnrmenu wers very wet- A leaden sky over-

head seemed to have deepened their despair,
for they remained silent for an unusually long
timo.

¢ This is awfu’ ! ” said Bla,’k at last with a
deep sigh. *‘If there was ony chance o
makin® a dash an’ fechfin' to tho cud, I wad
tak’ comfort ; but to be left here to storve an’
rot, nicht an’ day, wi’'nasthin’ todo an’ maist
nacthin’ to think on—it's—it’s awfu’' 1”

As the honest man could not get no further
than this idea—and the idea itsclf was a mere
truism—no response was drawn from his
companions, who sat with clenched fists, star-
ing vacantly before them. Probably the first
stage of incipient madness had set in with all
of them.

“Did Jean give you any hope yesterday 2"
asked Wallaco languidly ; for he had asked
the =ame question cvery day since the poor
girl 'had been pertaitted to hold a brief con
versation with her uncle at the iton gate,
towards which only onc prisoner at a timeo
was allowed to approach. The answer had
always been the ssme.

**Na, na. She bids me hope, indeed, 1 the
Lord—an’ she’s right there; qyut as for man,
what can wo hope frae him?”

“Yo may weel ask that!” exclaimed
Quentin Dick, with sudden and bitter em-
phasis. ““Man indeed! It's my opeenion
that man, when left to hissel’, is nae Letter
than the deevil. 1’ faith, I think he’s waur,
for he's mair contemptible.”

** Ye may be right, Quentin, for a’ I ken;
but some men are no’ left to theirsel's. Therc's
that puir young chiel Anderson, that was
shot i’ the lungs an’ bas scarce been able the
Jast day or twa to craw! to the yett to see ns
suld mither—he’s deeing this afternoon. I
went ower to the tomnbstane that keeps the
cast wund aff hun, an' he said tome, * Andry,
man,’ said he, *I'll no’ bo able to crawl to
scc my mither the day. I'll vera likely bo
dcid before sbe comes,  Wull ye tell her no’
to greot for me, for I'm restin® on the Lord
Jesus, an” I'll be & free maa afore night,
siugins tho praises o' redeeming love, and
waitin’ for her to come?’”

Quentin had covered his face with his hands
while Black spoke, and a low groan ecscaped
him; for tho youth Anderson had madea
deep impression on tho three friends during
the week they had suffered together. Wallace,
without replying, went straight over to the
tomnb where Anderson lay. Ho was followed
by the other two. Onp reaching the spot they
observed that he lay on his back, with closed
eyes and a smile resting on his young face.

¢ Ho slecps,” eaid Wallacs softly.

« Ay, he sleeps weel,” said Black, shaking
his head slowly. ‘I ken tho look o' that
slecp. An’yonder’s his puir mither at the
yett. Bide by him, Quentin, while [ gang
an' brek it to her.”

1t chanced that Mra Anderson and Jean
camo to the at tho same moment. On
hearing that her son was dead the poor woman
uttered a low wail, and would have fallen f
Jean had oot caught her and let ber geutly
down on ono of tho graves. Jean was, s we
have aad, angulatly sympathetic. Sho had
overheard what her ancle had said, and forth
with sat down beside tho Lereaved woman,

drew her head down on her bireast and tried
to comfort her, as sho had (ormerly tried to
comfort old Mrs. Mitchell. Even the guards
were softoned for s foww minutes; but soun
thoy grew impatient, and ordered them buoth
10 leave.

s Bide a wee,” said Joan, **] maun hac n
word wi' my uncle."”

Sho roao as sho spoke, and turned to the

te.

** Weel, wha! luck 1** asked Black, grasping
both her hands through the bars.

*“No luck, uncle,” answered Juean, whim
pering & little in vpite of her cfforts to keep
up.  ** As we ken nnebody o' note here that
could help us, I just >-z¢ straight to the
Parliament Hoose an'’ saw Lauderdals himasel ,
but be wouldua listen to me. An’ what could
Isay? [ couldua tell bim & lee, yo ken, aw’
say ye hadna Leen to conventicles or sbeltered
tho rebels, as thoy ca®us, But I said 1 was
surc yo werc sorry for what yo had done, an
that ye would nuver do it again, if thoy would
only let yon off - —"

SOb, “Jean, Jesn, yo're & gowk, for that
was twa lees yo telthim ! " Interrapted Black.
with a short, sarcastic laugh ; **for I'm no"«
bit sorry for what I've dove; an’ I'll do't owen
again if over I git tho chanco. Ne'er hecd,
laes, you've done your beat.  An' hoo's mither
an' Mra. Wallace?”

*Thoy're baith weol ; but awlu’ cast doon
aboot you, an'—an’—Wull and Quontin. An’
—I had maist forgot-- Peter has turned up
gafo nn' soond. Ho says that——"

+*Come, cut short your haverin’,” said the
sentinel who hiad been mduced to favour Jean,
partly because of her sweet, innocent face, and

artly becaune of (he mouncy which M
lack had given her to bribe him,

s \Veel, tell Peter,” aaid Black harriedly.
*¢ to gang doon to the ferm an’ aco if he can
find oot onything aboot Marins Clerk an
Isabel Scott.” I'm wae for thae lnssics. ’l‘ho{_'rn
ower p‘uid to lot live in peace at a time like
this. Tell kim to tell them frac mo to flee 1
the hills. Noo that the hidy-hole is gaen.
there's no' a safe hoose 1n n° the Jand, only
the caves an’ tho peat-1 ogs, and even they nin
but puir protection.” )

“*Uncle dear, is not the Lord our hiding
placo until theso calamitics Le overpast®
said Jean, while the tears that alic could not
suppress ran down her cheeka.

**Yo're right, bairn.  God forgi'o my want
o' faith. Rin awa’ noo. I see the sentrya
getting wearied. The Lord bless ye.”

Tho night chanced to be vcrly dark, Rain
fell in torrents, and wind jn fitful gusts swept
among the tombs, ehi':lini the prisoners to the
very bone. I. is probally that the guards
would, for tleir own comfort, have kept ~
slack look-out, had not then own lives de
pended & goo’ deal on theit fidelity. As it
was, the vigil w.3 not so strict as it might
have been; and they found it impossible
2o see the whole of that long, narrow space of
ground in so dark u night. ~ About muwhvght
the sentry fancied he saw three tigures flitting
across the vard.  Untting his musket through
the bars of the gat~ he fired at one but
could not see whether lic had done execution,
and so great was the noise of th- wind and ram
that the report of his piece was not audible
more than u fow paces from where ho atood,
except to leeward. Alarms wers tou frequent
in those days to disturb people much A few
people, no donbt. heard the shot; histoned,
perchance, for a moment or two. aud theo
turning in thadr warm leds, coutinned ther
repose. The guird turn d out, but ar ali
scemed quict in the churchyvard-prison when
they poered through tae iron hars. they
turned in again, and the ecutine! recharged
his musket.

(70 be contanued.)

Seven Little Gypsies.

Suvry little gypsies, wandening ono by one ;
Some are full of sorrow, some are full of fun;
Telling people’s fortunes in tho queenat way ;
Turmny, oh, so slowly ! black bair tnto gray ;
Taking something always, as “"icy pasa alony ;
Nover for a moment cating if it's wrong
And we cannot find tt, what they steai away,
For cach hittle gypsy 15 a passing Day.

~—She. * Do you think there in any rea.
son why a young lady should not nde a b
cvcleas well asdnive a horse.” He: ** Not
at all. It 13 just as casy to dodge a bicyclo
as a carriage.”

—* But, officer, we promised to meet a

entleman on this enrner, and we should
ike to be permitted to wtand here a little
longer *  **Can't listen to ye wor We've
got stric’ oolers t hape the o mors clane,
an’ if yez want b 1wt yer friend hore,
yez'll have to go sutuewhero ilso.”
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JESUS AT JACOL'S WELL.—John 4. 9-26.

Jesus at Jacob’s Well.
BY THUR EDITOR

3 the . i1 see the Master sitting,
The sky is luazen o'er the atid land,
No cloadiet thwart the toreid vaut ix fitting,
A listless langour breathes on overy haml s
Lhe Master, sitting on the fuuntam s brnk,
Laraves a3 o precious boon the cooling drink.

N w see, | come, Samaria’s sinful daughter—
Al happy hand to give the gratefol draught !
Mes etnn | hear the cool drip of the water,
Aud nuw the Master the pure lymph hath
quuiled,
And speaketh tender words whose holy flow
Aresweeter far than carthly fount may know,

Ile apeaketh of the cverlasting fountain,
That frown the oracles of God doth flow,
Whoso streams make glad in all the holy

mountain.
Whose waters do suw bt wondrous virtue
hnow.
Lbat those whose hips onco tasto the sacred
store

Shall thirst again—~Oh, never, nevermore.

0 Lord of lifc, O fount of holy teaching!
Ah, deeply let mo drnk from that pure
spring,

Which Thon in David's house didst open,
reaching
To all the world; which in its flow doth
brin

Such holy healing, and such healthy baln,
Such rest and happinesy, and sacred calm.

—_————etete -

AN oM peasant in north-west India,
learned by heart the ficst chapter of St.
John's Gospel.  Aftor lns harvest was ovor
ho would go out year by year into the
villages arvund and repeat what ho had
lonrned. Tn oight years ho had brought
somo 400 of his countrymon tu embrace
Christianity and rocoive baptism.

LESSON NOTES.
THIRD QUARTER.
LESSONS PROM TIE LIFE OP OUR LOKD.

LESSON XIIL
JESUS AT JACOR'S WtLL.
John 4. 9.26.

AD 23] {Sept. 16.

Memory verses, 11-14.

Gorbex TeXT.

Whosoever drinketh of the water that I
shall give him shall never thirst.—John 4. 14,

OourLine

1. The Water of Life, v. 9-18.
2. The Worship of God, v. 19-26,

Tr1ue.—Probably carly in the year A.D. 28,

PLack. —InSamaria, near Sychar. Tn sight,
Mounts Fbal and Gerizimn,

RoLers. —Herod in Galileo; Dilate in
Judea.

Coxxecrise LiNgs.—Qur Lord was now
on his way homeward to Galilee. His direct
routo led across Samaria.

EXPLANATIONS,

9. “Have no dealings "—A Jew would not
in any way communicato with a Samaritan ;
would not pass through his country if possi.
})!o to avoid at, nor aid him, nor recognizo
iim.

11. * Thou hast nothing to draw with "—
Thero was no curb or aweep as with us, and
no way of drawing water, but each one
brought his awn means for drawing.

12. “ Qur father Jacob "—Tho Samaritans
loved to chim descent from Jacob, though
they were a mixed people of Israclitish and
Chaldean blood,

14. **Shall never thirst.”—~A true Chris.
tan is absolutely satisfied with what the
Spirit gives,

19, * A prophet "—One who received rove
lation from God, and 80 knew her Jifo,

20.  Yesay "—That is, the Jows say.

¥ saliation ~f tle Jews'" The Mes.
sials was to como fran the tribe of Judah, as
announced by prophecy.

Hounr Reabines,

M. Jesusat Jacob's well. Johnd4 5 15.
7'u. Jesus at Jacob's well. —John 4 20 GG.
1. Samantans believing. —John 4 27 42,
. Come, yo thirsty !—Issiah 5. 1-7.

F. Christ's invitation. — John 7, 28 39.
8. Water of lifo. —Rovelation 22 1-7.

. Whosoover will.—Rev, 22, 8-17,

Praorioar Teacuings

Whero in this lesson are we taught—
1. Whom wo should worship?
2. How we should worship?
3. The true place for worship?

Tux Lrxssox CaTtgoiiss.

1. \Where did Jesus stop on his journey
fioin Judea to Galiles? ** At Jacob’s well”
2. Whom did he mcet at the well? ““A
waman of Samaria,” 3. Of what did Jesus
taulk with her? “Of tho water of life.” 4.
Wtat did he promisc to those who should
drink this water that he would give themn?
¢ Ev. rlasting life.” 6. Who did Jeaus tell
«hoe woman of Samaria that he was? ¢ Tho
Saviour of the world."” 6. Repeat the Golden
Text.

DoctriNaL SUGGRsTION. —UGod a spirit.

CaTkcHISM QUESTION.

What does tho Spirit perform for the
Church?

Ho calls and Tzaliﬁca men, from timo tn
time, to preach the word and administer the
sacraments ; makes theie proaching effectual
to tho conversion of sinneis and the cdifica-
tion of beliovers ; nnd is present as the repre-
scutative of the Lord-Jesus in all the ordi-
nances of public worship.

Acts 20. 28. —Take heed unto yourselves,
and to all the flock, in the which the Holy
Ghost hath made you bishops.

A HEAVENLY MESSAGE.

Dunixa the early mmistry of Charles H.
Spurgzon he was invited to preach in the
vast Crystal Palaco at Sydenham. He
queried whether his voice would fill the
inpnense area, and resolving to test it, he
went 1 the morning to the palace, and
thinking for a passage of Scripture to re-
peat, as o reached the stage, tEn’t came to
s mmd . *Thisis a faithful saying, and
worthy of all ncceptation, that Christ Jesus
camo iuto the world to save sinners.”
Pronouncing the words, he felt sure that
he would be heard, and then he repeated
the verso in a softer tone,

More than a quarter of a century later,
Mr. Spurgeon’s brother and co-worker was
called to tho bedside of a man, an artisan,
who was near his end.

** Are you roady ?” asked the minister.

““Oh! yes!” answered the man, with
assurance. )

““Can you tell me how you obtained the
salvation of your soul {”

‘It is very simple,” said tho artisan, his
faco radisnt with joy. “Iam a plumber
by trade. Some years ago I was workin
undér the dome of the Crystal Palace, an
thought mysolf entircly alone. 1 was
without God and without hopo. All at
once I heard a voico coming from heaven
which said : ¢This is a faithful saying, and
worthy of all acceptation, that Christ came
into the world to save sinners.’” By the
hearing of these words I was convinced of
sin ; Jesus Christ appeared to me as my
Saviour. I accopted him in my heart as
such at the same momont, and I have
served him over since.”

This voice was from heaven, though
human lips uttored it; and God’s word
shall not return to him void, but shall
%rosper in the thing whoreto he sends it.—

pworth Herald. :

—“Now wo have money cnough to send
our minister away fora two months’ vaca-
tion.” “Isn’t that a long holiday?” ¢*Yes,
but then wo focl as though we deserveit.”

Quexch THE First SPARR,—It has been
well said, during the terrible fire which two
centuries ago laid one-half of London in
ashes, which defied for days znd days tho
offorts of thousands of cirong men, there
was a moment whsn a pitcher of ,water
from tho hands oi a Bitle child might have
put it outs - ’

—

The Lyttel Boy.
( Imuation of Old English.)
BY EUGENE FLETCHER.

Souerinz there ben a Iytiel boy,
That wolde not renno and play ;
Aud helpless liko that httlo tyke
Ben alwais in tho way,
** Goe, make you merry with tho rest,”
His weary moder cried ;
But with a frown he catcht her gown
And hoog untill hor side.

That boy did love his moder well,
‘Which spake him faire I ween ;
He loved to atand and hold her band
And ken her with his cen ; .
His cosset bloated is the croft,
His toys unheodod lay—
He woldo not goo, bat tarrying soo,
Ben alwais in the way.

Godde lovoth children, and doth gird
His throne with aoche as these,

And he doth smile in plaisance while
They cluster at his knees ;

And somotime, when bo looked on carth,
And watched the bairns at play,

Ho kenned with joy a lyttel buy
Ben alwais in the way.

And then a moder felt her heart
How that it ben to-torne—

8he kissed each day till she ben gray
The shoon he usalto worn ;

No bairn ot bold until her gown
Nor played upon the floore—

Goddc's was the joy ; a lyttel boy
Ben in the way no more.

—**Yes,” said the boy, ‘I might justas
well bo at the head of my class as not. But.
I don’t mind being at tho foot, and ths"
other boys do, so I sacrifico mnyself,” :

A vrrree Swedish girl was walking with-
her father one night under the starry sky: .
At last, looking up to the sky, she said,.
¢ Father, I have been thinking that if the*
wrong side of heaven is so beautiful, what
will the right side be 1"

A HARMONY
of the GOSPELS

BEING THE

LIFE OF JESUS IN THE WORDS on_.}
THE FOUR EVANGELISTS, -

ARRANCGED BY - .
W. H. WITHROW, D.D.,, FRS.C. -
From the Revised Version of the Kew Testament:,

AN UNSOUICITED TESTIMONIAL.

W. E. Dyer, of Oshawa, wriles us: -
«* After a carcfal perusal of it asa layman -
and Sunday-school worker, I want to ex- -

+ press my gratitude for the eflort of the::
author, as I considér it an invaluable aid -
to an intel)i%cgrtamdy of the life of our: :
Lord Jesus Christ. Were it in my, power- -
I would placé a copy i the hands of -
every u:a&er in theland. To me it has. -
been a long felt neod, and I dere aay- -
thero aro hundreds: hike me. ~ I have the,
life of Christ'by dilferent writers, but
none to my mind will take the placoof .
this little volunia.” -
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