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him. Hosanna to the Highest! He

B The Land of Counterpane.

:g I was sick and lay abed,
Ang two pillows at my head,
To all my toys beside me lay
A eep me happy all the day.
[nd sometimes for an hour or so
WWatched my leaden soldiers go,

ith different uniformstand drills,
imong the bed-clothes, through the hills;

\nd sometimes sent my ships in fleets
Al} up and down among the sheets ;

brought my trees and houses out,
\nd planted cities all about.

. wag the giant great and still,

Phat sits upon the pillow-hill,

nd gees before him, dale and plain,
he pleasant land of counterpane.

SIS

THE BOY DISCIPLE.

ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON.

CHAPTER XX.
,OuWake up, Joel! Wake up! I bring
it wsood tldings, my lad !”
ng a8 Abigail’s voice ring-
Bourbcheerily through the
he bg&rd, as she bent over
1arq Y, fast asleep on the

Al stones,
ﬂterl the long Sabbath day
latlesthe burial, he had sat
rarg sly in the shady court-
he his blank gaze fixed on
,eEm‘)DDomte wall. No one
5r0meg able to arouse him
awg is apathy. He turned
brouy from the food they
elltelt_ihtth him, and refused to
came, e house when night
0§0Wards morning he had
le over to the fountain for
Watgng. draught of its cool
Weakr ; then overcome by
ast ness from his continued
o and exhausted by grief,
enftell asleep on the pave-

g

iAbiSail came in and found
mo  there, with the red
10”1‘!1& sun beating full in
iﬁ face. She had to shake
m several times before she
Could make him open his
§ ®Ves,
He sat up dizzily, and tried
collect his thoughts. Then
€ remembered, and laid his
ead wearily down again,
With a groan.
‘Wake up!
She ingisted, with such eager
ladnegs in her voice that
.nOel opened hisdeyes again,
ow f aroused.
“‘ W‘ﬁg{ is it ?” he asked
Udifferently.
“He 1is risen!’ she ex-
laimed, joyfully, - clasping her hands
4s she always did when much excited.
I went to his tomb very early in the
morning, while it was yet dark, with
g{ary and Salome and some other Wo-
anen' The stone had been rolled aside;
nd while we wondered and wept, fear-
eg his enemies had stolen him away,
o stood before us, with his old greeting
R his lips,—*‘ All hail¥”
« Joel rubhed his eyes and looked at her.
o, 0, no!” he said wearily, “1I am
®aming again !
1 !roe would have thrown himself on the
s“’\d as before, his head pillowed on
| Y arm, but she would not let him. She

Wake up !’

%k his hands with a persistence that

could not be refused, talking to him all
the while in such a glad eager voice that
he siowly began to realize that something
bad made her very happy.

«Wwhat is it, Mother Abigail 7 he

asked, much puzzled. .
«1 do not wonder you are bewildered,”

she cried. «1t is such Dblessed, such
wonderful news. Why, he is alive, Joel,
he whom thou lovest! Try to under-
stand it, my boy! I have just now
come from the empty tomb. I saw him!
1 spoke with him! I knelt at his feet
and worshipped !”

By this time all the family had come
out. Reuben looked at his daughter
pityingly, as she repeated her news;
then he turned to Phineas,

« Poor thing !” he said, in a low tone.
“ She has witnessed such terrible scenes
lately, and received such a severe shock,
that her mind is affected by it. She
does not know what she is saying. Did
not you yourself help prepare the body
for burial, and put it in the tomb ?”

_“Yes,” answered Phineas, “and helped
close it with a great stone, which no
man could possibly move by himself.
And I saw it sealed with the seal of,
Caesar ; and when I left it was guarded

$¢ wHEN THE BLUE WAVES ROLL NIGHTLY ON

by Roman sentinels in armour. No man
could have opened it.”

“ But Abigail talks of angels who sat
in the empty tomb, and who told them
he had risen,” replied her father.

Jcel, who had overheard this low-toned
conversation, got up and stood close be-
side them. He had begun to tremble
from weakness and excitement.

“Tather Phineas, do you remember the
story we heard from the old shepherd,
Heber ? The angels told of his birth ;
maybe she did see them in his tomb.”

«“How can such things be ?” queried
Reuben, stroking his beard in perplexity.

« That's just what you said when
Rabbi Lazarus was brought back to life,”

piped Jesse’s shrill voice, quite unex-
pectedly, at his grandfather’s elbow.
He had not lost a word of the conversa-
tion. “ Why don’t you go and see for
yourself if the tomb is empty ?”

Abigail had gone into the house with
her mother, and now the summons to
breakfast greeted them. She saw she
could not convince them of the truth of
her story, so she said no more about it ;
but her happy face was more eloquent
than words.

All day snatches of song kept rising to
her lips,—old psalms of thanksgiving,
and half whispered hallelujahs. At last
Joel and Phineas were both so much
affected by her continued cheerfulness,
that they began to believe there must be
some great cause for it.

Finally, in the waning afternoon, they
took the road that led from Bethany to
the garden where they firmly believed
that the Master still lay buried.

As they came in sight of the tomb, Joel
tlutched Phineas by the arm, and point-
ed, with a shaking finger, to the dark
opening ahead of them.

«Gee I he said, pointing into its yawn-
ing darkness. She was right! The

stone is gone !”

DEEP GALILEE.”—HERMON IN THE DISTANCE.

It was some time before they could
muster up courage to go nearer and look
iqto the sepulchre. When at last they
did so, neither spoke a word, but, after
cne startled look into each other’s eyes,
turned and left the garden.

It was growing dark as they hurried
along the highway homeward. Two
men came half running towards the
city, in great haste to reach the gates
belfore they should be closed for the
night. They were two disciples well
known to Phineas.

He stopped them with the question
that was uppermost in their mind.

“Yes, he is risen,” answered one of
the men, breathlessly. * We have seen

walked along this road with us as we
went to Emmaus.”

“ Ah, how our hearts burned as he
talked with us by the way !” interrupted
the other man.

« Only this hour be sat at meat with
us,” cried the first speaker. “ He broke
bread with us, and blessed it as he al-
ways used to do. We are running back
to the city mow to tell the other dis-
ciples.”

Phineas would have laid a detaining
hand on them, but they hurried on, and
left him standing in the road, looking
wistfully after them.

“ It must be true,” said Joel, “ or they
could not have been so nearly wild with
Joy." .
Phineas sadly shook his head. “I
wish I could think so,” he sighed.

« Let us go home,” urged Abigail, the
next day, “the Master has bidden his
brethren meet him in Galilee. . Let us
go. There is hope of seeing him again
in our old home !”

Joel, mow mnearly convincad of the
truth of her belief, was also anxious to
go. But Phineas lingered; his plodding
mind was slower to grasp such thoughts
than the sensitive woman’s
or the Imaginative boy's.
One after another he sought
out Peter and James and
John, and the other disciples
who had seen the risen
Master, and questioned them
closely. Still he tarried for
another week.

One morning he met
Thomas, whose doubts all
along had strengthened his
own. He ran against him
in the crowded street in
Jerusalem. Thomas seized
his arm, and, turning, walked
beside him a few paces.

“Jt is true !” he sald, in a
low, intense tone, with his
lips close to his ear. “1
saw him myself last night;
I held his hand in mine. I
touched the side the spear
had pierced. He called me
by name; and I know now
beyond all doubt that the
Master - has risen from the
dead, and that he is the Son
of God !

After that, Phineas no
longer objected when it was
proposed that they should
go back to Galilee. The
story of the resurrection
was too great for him to
grasp entirely, still he could
not put aside such a weight
of evidence that came to him
from friends whose word he
had always implicitly trusted.

The roads were still full of
pilgrims returning from the
Passover. As Phineas jour-
neyed' on with his little
family, he fell in with the
sons of Jonah and Zebedee, going back
to their nets and their fishing-boats.

The order of procession was constantly
shifting, and one morning Joel found
himself walking beside John, one of the
chosen twelve, who seemed to have un-
derstood his Master better than any of
the others.

The man seemed wrapped in deep
thought, and took no notice of his com-
panion, till Joel timidly touched his
sleeve,

“To you believe it is true ?” the boy
asked.

There was no surprise ir the man’s
face at the abrupt question, he felt, with-
out asking, what Joel meant., A re-
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assuring smile lighted up his face as he
laid his hand kindly on Joel’s shoulder.

‘“I know it, my lad ; I have been with
him.” The quiet positiveness with
which he spoke seemed to destroy Joel's
last doubt.

‘ Many things that he said to us come
back to me very clearly; and I see now
he was trying to prepare us for this.”

“Tell me all about them,” begged
Joel, “and about those last hours he was
with you. Oh, if I could only have been
with him, too !”

John saw the tears gathering in the
boy’s eyes, heard the tremble in his voice,
and felt a thrill of sympathy as he re-
cognized a kindred love in the little fel-
low’s heart.

So he told Joel of the last supper they
had taken together, of the hymn they
had sung, and of the watch they had
failed to keep, when he took them with
him into the garden of Gethsemane.
All the little incidents connected with
those last solemn hours, he repeated
carefully to the listening boy.

From time to time Joel brushed his
hand across his eyes; but a deep calm
fell over him as John's voice went on,
slowly repeating the words the Master
had comforted them with.

“ Let not your hearts be troubled : ye
believe in God, believe also in me. In
my Father’s house are many mansions.
.+ . . I go to prepare a place for
you. I will come again, and receive
You unto myself ; that where I am, there
ve may be also. . It ye loved
me, ye would rejoice, because I said, I
g0 unto the Father, . These
things I have spoken unto you, that in
me ye might have peace. In the world
ye shall have tribulation: but be of
good cheer ; 1 have overcome the world.”

Joel made an exclamation as if about
to speak, and then stopped. “What
is it 7 asked John.

“How could he mean that he has
overcome the world ? Caesar still rules,
and Jerusalem is full of his enemies. [
can’t forget that they killed him, even
if he has risen.”

John stooped to tie his sandal before
he answered.

‘“TI have been fitting together different
things he told us; and I begin to see

how blind we were. Once he called him--

self the Good Shepherd who would give
his life for his sheep, and said, ‘ There-
fore doth my Father love me, because I
lay down my life that I might take it
again. No man taketh it from me, but
I lay it down of myself. I have power
to lay it down, and I have power to take
it again.”

They walked on in silence a few paces,
then John asked abruptly, “ Do you re-
member about the children of Israel be-
ing so badly bitten by serpents in the
wilderness, and how Moses was com-
manded to set up a brazen serpent in
thelr midst ?” .

““ Yes, indeed !” answered Joel. * All
who looked up at it were saved ; but
those who would not died from the
poisonous bites.”

“One night,” continued John, “a
learned man by the name of Nicodemus,
one of the rulers, came to the Master
with many questions, And I remember
one of the answers he gave him. ‘As
Moses lifted up the serpent in the wil-
derness, even so must the Son of Man
be lifted up, that whosoever believeth
in him should not perish, but have ever-
lasting life.’ We did not understand
him then at all. Not till I saw him
lifted up on the cruel cross, did I begin
to dimly see what he meant.’

A light broke over Joel’'s face as he
remembered the vision he had had that
day, kneeling at the foot of the cross ;
then he stopped still in the road, with
his hands clasped in dismay. There
suddenly seemed to rise before him the
scenes of daily sacrifice in the Temple,
when the blood of innocent lambs flowed
over the altar ; then he thought of the
great Day of Atonement, when the poor
Bcape-goat was driven away to its death,
laden with the sins of the people.

“ Oh, that must be what Isaiah meant!”’
he cried in distress. “‘He was brought
as a lamb to the slaughter!” Oh, can it
be possible that ‘the Lord hath laid on
him the iniquity of us all ? What an
awful sacrifice !”

The tears streamed down his face as
the thought came over him with over-
whelming conviction, that it was for him

that the man he loved so had endured
all the horrible suffering of death by
crucifixion,

“Why did such a thing have to bhe 7’
he asked, looking up appealingly at his
companion.

John looked out and up, as if he saw
far beyond the narrow, hill-bound hori-
zon, and quoted softly : “ For God so
loved the world, that he gave his only
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth
in him should not perish, but have ever-
lasting life.”

Just as the feeling had come to him
that morning by the Galilee, and again
as he gazed and gazed into the white
face on the cross, Joel seemed to feel
again the love of the Father, as it took
him close into its infinite keeping,

“*Greater love hath mo man than
this,” ” quoted John again, “‘that a man
lay down his life for his friends.’ He
is the propitiation for our sins ; and not
ours only, but also for the sins of the
whole world.”

It was hard for the boy to understand
this at first ; but this gentle disciple who
walked beside him had walked long be-
side the Master, and in the Master’s own
way and words taught Joel life’s greatest
lesson.

(To be continued.)
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One of the most interesting features
of the late International Sunday-school
Convention at Boston was the exhibit
of Sunday-school literature, embracing
lessorn helps, Sunday-school magazines
and periodicals, The great Sunday-
school publishing houses of the con-
tinent were represented by handsomely
displayed exhibits of their best products
of the press. These occupied nearly the
whole of the ground floor of the great
‘“Tremont Temple.” They were a
magnificent demonstration of the pro-
found interest felt in this great evan-
gelistic and educative work, of the en-
terprise and energy of the publishers,
of the great amount of capital and skill
employed in their production, and of the
enormous circulation of this literature,
instinct with the very spirit of the Gos-
pel, and conveying religious teachings
of infinite moment, These countless
printed pages are scattered -“thick as
the autumnal leaves that strew the
brook of Vallombrosa,” and like the
leaves of the Tree of Life, are for the
healing of the nations. -

It was the testimony of competent ob-
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histo of
periodicals. 1In almost every I;>yne, th:lli-;

has been markeq increase in circulation,

Indeed, part of the time th
» e 4
been running overtime, Tty have

FURTHER ENLARGEMENT AND IMPROVEMENT.
The Methodist motto of ;

. 1 our publigh-

}Il‘lhge heol;\esreg ei:i 1’31‘0 g0 on to perfI:act.lo:h"

¢ Book St g

fled with oo oo eward, not satis-

gress, has de
to make another stride forwartde.r?lmed

. and

ov.ertime frequently, mmetiml;nnigﬁ
night, still it wag unable to kee u
with the increage of { >

bresses, of the latest ang
wfhich will turn out an increb
Oof work of still bettep charg,
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changes furnish facilities for enlarging
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JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
SEPTEMBER 20, 1896.

Mount Gilboa, where Saul was slain-™
Sam. 31,

THE MOUNTAIN. r
This mountain would probably “‘ﬁt
have been noticed, but for the fact b t
It was the place where Saul, the ton
king of Israel, died. Events have of ve
made places immortal.,  Battles B8V®
Deen the occasion of places being meey
tioned in history, but for which thoa
Would not have been known. ailb ic
Will always be associated with the tra& e
end of Saul. Our young people nd
Dleasure in sailing on Lake Ontario, au—
as they proceed, they see Brock’s monaﬁ
Ient on Queenston Heights. That wral
the spot where the illustrious Gener
fell, as he was defending his cOUR
against invaders,

SAUL'S TRAGIC END.

Saul's life 1s full of interest.
chosen by God to be the king of 18r%°
Such a great honour should 1(‘;;,4
brompted him to be humble before be-
It often happens that when people ot
come rich and honourable, they :orgw'
God, from whom all blessings ﬂond
Riches often make people proud &
haughty, - Should any of you ever !
Jome rich, do not set your hearts UD7y
your riches. If you succeed better t’hu
Some of your assoclates, do not be Pro-
or haughty, or look upon them Wi c%le
tempt.  Had Saul remained as huD
after he became a king, as he Was Uy
fore, he would not have come to s
an untimely end. * Pride goeth befor/
destruction, and.a haughty spirit befoer
a fall”  YTet every Epworth Le
commit this verse to memory.

He Was
1srael:

THE PHILISTINES.

These were a nation of people Wl‘l,‘;
Eave the Israelites a great amount
trouble. They were frequently at e
With each other; sometimes the OB%
and sometimes the other, was Vicwrw;'
Just as it is now, both with individ®
and nations. They quarrel, often 8b°
trifiing things. Angry words cre?
strife.  Men sometimes go to 1aw oo,
each other, and spend large Sums °.
Somey, to gain nothing but reveREl
Strong nations sometimes go to war w,-oy
Weaker ones, just that they may dest oir
them, and add more territory t0 or-
oWn country, and though God may V91
Tule these invasions for good, the Bihe
of those who make the war, is nopé L
less on that account. Let all our yollel.
People avoid the first occaston of gUATH

ve in peace. Be kindy afrectioto“
one to another, Leave off strife b®
it be meddled with

BAUL'S RUIN.

“He that sinneth against God, wrot®
eth his own soul” gaul, at the begl?s
Ding of his reign, was a God-fed m-
man.  He acted according to the ¢ 1o
and of Jehovah, as made knowWd o
Lim through Samuel, the prophet. 1o
doubt, when he went to war against
Amalekites, he was acting according
divine Instruction, but he neglecte H
obey the command of God fully.
Spared King Agng, whom he wad
maendted tio destroy. = We regard th

urning point of his career, X
which he \gent from bad to woﬁfe
Guard against the first sin, Shun le
first wrong act, Many young peopst
have been ruined by taking the ﬂil;lg
8lass.  With many, Sabbath break n-
has leq to disgrace, and all the evil oong
sequences of a life of sin. Many YOUO
People nowadays devote the hours his
Sabbath to riding on their bicycles. T ad
18 wholly wrong, and will be sure 0 e y-
to bad consequences. Do not allow %
thing but sicknesg to keep you from rd’s

ig 88
m

gggbath-school and church on the 1O

b

A self-made spoils his 1°
somewherg. man always sp

g the

Whoever

hi ’ k rob
Whole o nders God’s worl

rid.

. 1
1 had always been an American “fntils
I went around a curve in a cable car that
meng” = “What difference did [v
make ?” “Then I became a Laplad
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ver saw. He taught

The Singer's Alms.

Ay | BY HENRY ABBEY.

4 Q{. ﬁ?ﬁ?t in the life of the
> LYo ;

B ton;,n on the mart of that French

k?e‘n '
» »cm?énce, a woman leading a fair
4Ve, »
b “lna small alms of one, who, walk-
’Phe g dowD

: lthoroushtare, caught the child’s
% oo 20CE, and smiled

e Pl behind its eyes, a noble soul ;
ggle:’ but found he had no coin to

great

Hig g, _
: ardian angel warned him not to

Th: ose
.. This chance of pearl to do another
o good ; )
\vi‘as he waited, sorry to refuse

he asked-for penny, there aside he

A stood, . )

nd with his hat held, as by limb the
nest,

He covered his kind tface and sang his
- best.

The sky was blue above, and all the lane
Ot commerce, where the singer stood,

was filled,

And many paused, and, listening,
. again,
To hear the

through them thrilled. .

.Iru““k the guardian angel helped along

hat ery for pity, woven in a SONg.

paused

The hat of lts.st,amp.ed br<;od was emptied

soon
Into the woman’s lap, Who drenched
He Wwith tears
r kiss upon the hand of help; 'twas
noon,
And noon in her glad heart drove forth
Th her fears.
he singer, pleased, passed on and softly

" thought,
Men will not know by whom this deed

was wrought.”

But when at night he came upon the
stage,
Cheer after cheer went up from that
A wide throng,
nd fiowers rained on him; naught could
assuage
The tumult of the welcome save the

g, SODE
~ That he had sweetly sung, with covered

m face,
or the two beggars in the market-place.

.

HOW MATSU WAS SAVED.
BY JENNIE WHITE.

lMEtBu was a little Japanese girl who
1yed in one of the great citles of Japan.
er mother was a Christian. She ad

been a heathen, but one of the mission-
ary ladies had visited her home, and had
d taught her

Téad the Bible to her an

about the true God and his Son. the Lord
esug, and she had listened and believed

and hag given up her idols and became.

a follower of Christ. But Matsu’s father

Was sti]] n heathen, and was very angry
ecauge his wife had become s Christian.

nd he was very cross a

hey o Matsu.’
and the Uit ind, loving father to

n en a K
hig lit?:lveergigle, because, like most heathex:'
fathers, he thousht that girls were no
of muc’h account, and was aJway:lcomé;
blaining about ROV much it cost n:h 0
take care of her, and the trouble tha

7 and wishing that she
1 ke her own liv-

ng.
(g)ne day when Matsu was about twelve
after several

vears old, he came home
dayw abgence, and told his wife that.he
Was tired of keeping such a useless child,
1:;md had ‘sold Matsu to Marayama, a
riend of his, who }ved in another city.
When the poor mother heard that ghe
wrung her hands and burst into tears,
and begged her husband not to do such
a dreadful thing, for Marayama Was not
only a heathen, but a very wicked man
:ist well, and she knew that if her dear
R tle Matsu became his slave, she would
; l®ad a wretched, miserable lite, for
. Marayama would compel her to become
A wicked as himself, But her hus-
an d would not listen to her pleadings,
R0d royghly told her to keep still and

voice that through and —

" Jadies as well, for th

get the girl's clothes in order, for in a
month he was to take her to her new
owner and get the money for her.
When poor little Matsu herself heard
the dreadful news, her distress was piti-
ful to see. “ 0 mother, mother,” she
cried, throwing herself into her mother’s
arms, “ must I go to that wicked man’s
house to live ? Can't you save me ?”
But the poor agonized mother could
only hold her fast in her arms and
mingle her Dbitter tears with Matsu's.
She knew of no way to save her; the
father's word was law, and if he said
go she must go.
Suddenly a happy thought struck
Matsu. °‘ Mother,” she gaid, raising her
head from her mother’s shoulder and
drying her tears, « the missionary ladies!
They'll let me live with them, I am sure,
and then father will mot have to sell me,
for I’ll not cost him anything any more.”
« Sure enough, the missionary ladies,”
repeated the mother. “I had not thought
of them. We will go to see them this
very day, and will pray that the Lord
Jesus will inclinte their hearts to receive
you into their home.” :
They lost no time in carrying out their
plan, and were soon at the Mission
Home, where the two lady missionaries
in charge received them kindly, and
listened with many expressions of sym-
pathy to their story, but when it was
finished they expressed gsorrowful glances
and one said: “We would help you if
we could, we cannot bear to refuse to
save this dear little girl from such a
terrible fate ; but the people in America -
who support this Mission Home, have

gent us so little money this year that we
cannot take even one more child into it.
paying for

The last ones we took we are

ourselves out of our own money. And
we could not pay for Matsu's food and
clothes if she came to us.”

Poor Matsu's face fell and the tears
came again at this sad news. And her
mother looked the picture of despair, as
they prepared to take their gorrowtul

way home again.

« There is one thing that
gaid the missionary that
spoken. “ We can ask the Lord to send
us more money, SO that we can take
Matsu: and if we pray with faith, I am
gure that he will hear and answer us.
There is a month’s time yet.
and pray and wait patiently until the
month is up, and we will pray also that
some way may be provided for us to take
Matsu.” .

So Matsu and her mother went home,
and prayed earnestly every day, and
many times each day, to the Father in
heaven that he would touch the hearts
of the people in America and cause them
to send more money to the missionaries,
so that they could take Matsu into their
Mission Home. ;\nd tlll:any \ s:iimi;:;

ent up from the m on
prayere . eir hearts went out

and they longed to

we can do,”
had mnot yet

to poor little Matsu,

able to help her.
be'l‘he month was nearly over, and still

ore money came to the Mission
%‘Lm’?, and every day when Matsu camse
ask if there were any hope for her
ot, the missionaries had to shake their
Y { . “Not yet, Matsu ;
has not come yet.” Then,
disappointment,
do not lose faith.
»  And she
to wait and

the money
geeing the
they would add : “But
it will surely come in time.
would go home once more
pray.

One morning, just at the close of the

fourth week, when the missionaries
themselves began to feel discouraged
and to think that they would have to let
poor Matsu be sold after all, there cameé
a letter to the Mission Home from one
of the churches in America, and this
was what it said : “Our Mission Band
has decided to raise enough money to
gupport one girl in your home. It is a
pretty big undertaking for twenty boys
and girls, pbut they are very much in
earnest, and you can depend upon them.
They send you ten dollars now, apd will
gend you the rest quarterly, so pick out
a nice girl for thsm, please, and ask her
, to them.
to'&?:ew;s signed by the superintendent
of the Mission Band, and sure enough
there was the ten dollars all gate enough.
And how those missionaries’ eyes ghone

n they saw it! .
w%?’hen 1\)/’Iatsu came that day, the mis-

sionary ladies were at the door to meet
her with the good news. And if the
members of that Mission Band in Am-
erica could have seen her happy face as
she flew home to tell her mother the joy-
ful tidings, and could have heard them
thanking the kind heavenly Father for
his goodness to them, they would have
felt a thousand times repald for their
little sacrifices.

Matsu’s father grumbled a little when
he heard of the new arrangement, be-
cause, while it would relieve him of any
further expense on account of her, yet
he should lose the money that Marayama
had promised to pay for her. But when
half of the money sent by the Mission
Band was pald over to him by the mis-
sionaries, he was satisfied, and gladly
relinquished all claim to his little daugh-
ter. )
So the end of the month found Matsu
not the poor, miserable slave of the
wicked Marayama, but the happy .inmate
of the pleasant Mission Home, where
she still is, fitting herself to be a Bible
reader to her own people, and often says
to her mother : “ Who knows but what
1 may help some little girl’s mother to
be a Christian instead of a.heathen wo-
man, just as our missionary ladies helped
you, and so save some other poor little
girl from being sold as a slave to a
wicked heathen man.”

And whenever that Mission Band in
America receive letters from her, as they
often do, they look proudly at each other
and say: ‘“Isn’t it nice that she’s our -
own Matsu, and aren’t you glad we
saved her from that dreadful father of
hers and his wicked friend ?” And then
they go to work with fresh energy to
raise the money for their next quarterly
remittance to Japan for Matsu’s support,
and it never seems 2 hard task at all,
because their hearts are in the work.—

S. 8. Visitor.

UNCLE PHIL'S STORY.

«Tell us a story,” gaid Rob and Archie,
running to their uncle.

« What about,” sald Uncle Phil, as Rob
climbed upon his right knee and Archie
on his left.

« Oh, about gomething that happened
to you !” said Rob.

«'Something when you

said Archie. ,

« Well, once when I was a little boy,’
said Uncle Phil, “I asked my mother to
let Roy and me gO and play by the
river.”

«Was Roy your brother 27 asked Rob.

« No ; but he was very fond of playing
with me. My mother said yes, 8o off
we ‘went, and we had some good fun to-
gether.

« After a while I took a plece of wood
for a boat, and sailed it along the bank.
At last it got into deep water, and I
could not reach it with a stick, so I told
Roy to go in and get it for me,

« e almost always did what I told
him, but this time he did not. I began
to scold him, and he ran towards home.

«“Then I grew angry. I picked up a
stone and threw it at him as hard as I
could. Just then Roy turned his head,
and the stone struck him right over the
eye.”

“ Oh, uncle ! cried Rob.

“ Yes, it made him stagger.
a little cry, and lay down on the ground.
But I was still angry with him. I did
not go to him, but took off my shoes and
waded into the water for my boat.

«But the water was deeper than I
thought, and I was soon carried away
by the strong current. I screamed as
it carried me down the stream, but there
were no men near to help me. But as 1
went down under the deep water, some
one took hold of me and dragged me to-
ward the shore ; and when I was safe on
the bank, I saw that it was Roy who
had saved my life.”

“ Good fellow !
asked Rob.

“ No,” replied Uncle Phil.

« What did you say to him ?” asked

Archie.
“1 put my arms around his neck, and
cried, and asked him to forgive me.”
« What did he say 7 asked Rob.
“ He sald, «Bow-wow-wow.' ”
“Why, who was Roy, uncle ?” asked

Archie, in great surprise.
«He was my dog”’ said Uncle Phil

were a boy,”

He gave

Was he your cousin?”

« The best dog I €
me a lesson that day
And I hope my story
same lesson.”

, did he not, boys ?
may teach you the

A NEWSBOI.
BY JENNIE HARBOTTLE.

It was a bitter cold day in December.
Little Bennie had a bundle of papers
ander his arm, which he had been trying
to sell. He was looking so wistfully at
the beautiful cakes in the windows, when
a man came up to him, and asked :

« What are you doing here in the cold?”

He said, “ Papers, sir ?—do buy them,
for I am so cold and hungry.”

“ How much do you want for them ?”

« A shilling, sir, please.”

The man took the papers, handed him
a crown, and told him to bring the
change to his office on the next block.
The man then went to his office, and
was very busy for about two hours, when
he thought, Oh, ‘well, he has been tempt-
ed to keep the whole, and yielded.

Next day there came a little boy with
the same honest face and blue eyes.

“ Please, sir, take this coat ; it is only
rags, I know, but poor Bennie was run
over by the horses and carriage, and
they picked him up and took him to the
hospital. He is hurted so. He did not
mean to lose the money, and if you will
trust him, he says when he gets well he
will work so hard, and pay back every
cent.”

« Hush ! my boy. Where is he ?”

« At the Children’s Hospital.”

They bail a cabman. On their
arrival they are shown to his bed. He
says, “Oh, mister, I did not mean to
lose it, but I was knocked down by the
horses. I am dying. Jimmie will work
and pay you back.”

“ Hush, never mind, don’t worry—it
will be all right.”

The man can hardly keep back the
tears. He grasps the hand of the dying
newsboy.

Fresently the child says, “ Jesus, take
me,” and with that he passes away.

The man sees to the funeral, attends
the last rites—gets Jimmie a place to
work, and sincerely thanks God for the
honesty of purpose shown by Bennie, the
newsboy.

FAMOUS BOYS.

A Swedish boy fell out of a window
and was severely hurt, but with clenched -
lips he kept back the cry of pain. The
King Gustavus Adolphus, who saw the
fall, prophesied that that boy would
make a man for an emergency ; and so
he did, for he became the famous Gen-
eral Bauer.

A woman fell off the dock in Italy.
She was fat and frightened. No one of
the crowd of men dared to jump in af-
ter her ; but a boy struck the water al-
most as soon as she, and managed to
keep her up until stronger arms got hold
of her. Everybody said the boy was
very daring, very kind, very quick, but
also very reckless, for he might have
been drowned. The boy was Garibaldl,
and if you will read his life you will
find these were just his traits all
through—that he was so alert that mno-
body could tell when he would make an
attack with his red-shirted soldiers; so
indiscreet sometimes as to make his
tellow-patriots wish he was in Guinea,
but also so brave and magnanimous
that all the world, except tyrants, loved
to hear and talk about him.

A boy used to crush the flowers to get
their colour, and painted the white side
of his father's cottage in Tyrol with
all sorts of pictures, which the moun-
taineers gazed at as wonderful. He was
the great artist, Titian.

An old painter watched a little fellow
who amused himself making drawings of
his pot and brushes, easel and stool, and
gaid : “That boy will beat me some
day.” So he did, tfor he was Michael

Angelo.

A German boy was reading a blood-

and-thunder novel. Right in the midst
of it he said to himself: ‘“ Now, this
will never do. I get too much excited
over it ; I can’t study so well after it. So
here goes!” and he flung the book into
the river. He was Fichte, the great

German philosopher.
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PLEASANT HOURg,

What is Faith?

Little Mary stood on the kitchen floor,

Gazing down at the old trapdoor

Into the cellar dark and damp.

She could only see a tiny lamp

At her papa’s side ; she knew he was
there,

For she saw him herself go down the
stair ;

And now and then she could hear him
speak,

Though the voice seemed far away and
weak, )

“Papa !” she called in her baby tone,

“Are you there, dear papa? IT'm all
alone.”

* Why, yes, Mttle daughter, be sure I am
here ;

Jump and I'll eatch you, do not fear.”

“Papa, it is dark, I cannot see ;

Where are you, papa ? Do come for
me,”

“ No, daughter, jump; I will hold you
fast,

Come now !” and Mary jumped at last.

He held her trembling in close embrace,

And pressed a kiss on her baby face,

While a simple lesson the child he
taught,

A lesson she never in life forgot :

“My dear, that’s the way to obey the
Lord ;

Though you cannot see him, believe in
his word ; .

He will say, ‘ Here am I,” to every call ;

Trust him, he never will let you fall.”

A GIRL'S SONG.

At the time of the terrible accident
& year or two ago at the coal mines near
Scranton, Pa., several men were buried
for three days, and all efforts to rescue
them proved unsuccessful. A spectator
wrote :

“The majority of the miners were
Germans. There were in a state of in-
tense excitement, caused by sympathy
for the wives and children of the buried
men, and despair at their own balked
efforts,

“A great mob of ignorant men and
women assembled at the mouth of the
mine on the evening of the third day, in
a condition of high nervous tension which
fitted them for any mad act. A sullen
murmur arose that it was folly to dig
farther, that the men were dead, and

. this was followed by cries of rage at the
rich mine owners, who were in no way
responsible for the accident.

‘“ A hasty word or gesture might have
produced an outbreak of fury., Stand-
ing near me was a little German girl,
perhaps eleven years old. Her pale face
and frightened glances from side to side
showed that she fully understood the
danger of the moment. Suddenly, with
a great effort, she began to sing in a
hoarse whisper which could not be heard.
Fhen she gained courage, and her sweet,
(childish voice rang out in Luther’s grand
old hymn, famillar to every German
from his cradle :

“¢A mighty fortress is our God.

“ There was silence like death. Then
one voice joined the girl’s, and presently
another and another, until from the
whole great multitude rose the solemn
cry :

“‘With force of arms we nothing can,
Full soon are we o’er-ridden,
But for us fights the godly man,
Whom God himself hath bidden ;
Ask ye his name ?
Christ Jesus is his name.’

“A great quiet seemed to fall upon
their hearts. They resumed their work
with fresh zeal, and before morning the
Joyful cry came up from the pit that the
men were found—alive.

“Never was a word more in season
than that child’s hymn.”

Tommy’s grandfather was a candidate
for a public office, but was defeated.
The day after election, Tommy, who al-
ways knows the news of the day, came
beaming into the kindergarten, saying :
“ Giood morning, Miss Brown; my grand-
pa was elected all to pieces.”

e

THIRD QUARTER.
BTUDIES IN OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY,

LESSON XIL—SEPTEMBER 20,
DESTRUCTIVE VICES.

Prov. 16. 22-33. Memory verses, 25.27.
GOLDEN TEXT,
There is a way that seemeth right unto

& man ; but the end thereof are the ways
of death.—Prov. 16, 25.

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—Read the Lesson (Prov. 16.
22-33). Answer the Questions.

Tuesday.—Read what sin does (Prov,
6. 6-19).

Wednesday.—Read a warning from the

God’s gifty greqn.
quent]
€n are gray hairg gn

m
a4y we help to Prolong our live.s ? 32

What ig better
Dublic fame 7 than nationg) vietory op
men geek

guidance in ancien't tlolges ?
. TEMPERANCE TRUTHS
n he Bible warns yg that ¢ .
strong drink. It pointg I;‘e;r

t
sults both ip this )i
f
gc;ime. Men loge t eeallllad
n rnek. ’fheiiexcitement it
ure, asting 1
liberty, comfort, lri)fg?sllxl;:\'re ney

strength let y .  In Gog’
such an evi], ® Bbstain altogethep tr;‘,:

\

When we woul
must go his way, d walk With Gogq we

THE FLYING FISH,

past (1 Cor. 10. 1-13).
Text.
Thursday.—Read the
(Prov. 12. 8-15),
Verses.
Friday.—Read the right way (Isa. 30.
15-21).
Saturday.—Read
(Psalm 119. 105-120).
of the Lesson.
Sunday.—Read a prayer for purity
(Psalm 141).

Learn the Golden

way of folly
Learn the Memory

seeking strength
Study Teachings

QUESTIONS.

I. Wise and Foolish Words,
22-28.
22. To what

verses

is understanding com-
pared ? Do foolish people learn from
their mistakes ? 23. From what do
speech and action flow ? 24. Mention
some uses of kind"words. 25. Why do
wrong ways sometimes seem right ?
What questions should we ask when we
are tempted ? 26, Is there danger in
forming appetite ? 27. Can a bad man
help influencing others ?

II. Good and Bad Deeds, verses 29-33.

THE FLYING FISH
We associate flyin i i
several animals that gha?ét},lmwi“ng; but
8 can
tance; amere 13 the
that flles 5o well iy tne ey, of the © bat,
en-
. uch i
- of web or mas & birg
ouse-1i
Can support itgeit welll gf 1%§1§ir

The fish that cg;
> n fi
gns' like broad Wwings, yThh:a,swé%s e
D is stretched out on fine ripg ot0 fﬁgie
heck of the ﬁshe,

With

sailing vessel] H
fly across the deck or Struck a p

sall, and 8o fell down gegg oom or
The flying fish .
West Indies, and wene, DIE0UIUl in the

regions.

of
the people of the West India IS‘“‘}sffsB
food. “'Most of the eatable kind8 obetter
ke the cold of the north the
than © Wwarmer waters I®. ggh
fquator ; and, on account of 8% fish
being somewhat scarce, the ﬁymlidleﬂ-
18 the more valuable in the West ho 8if
The flying fish fiy or leap into % or
°8Cape from the dolphin OF ©iap
ehemies. They cannot By for MOr® ch 8
& hundred yards or so. After 8% o
long leap, they wet their wings oF {1
8nd can then make another SPT: h bed
the air, Byt the poor flying ﬂsn the
émemies in the air as well 88 1% o
biter. Gulls, pelicans, and othef F.q
birds are on the watch to seize the
they fly over the waves. darts
{ course, the poor flying fish an 10
Into the water as quickly as it © out
°Scape from the birds, and 1phin-
2&aln to get clear of the flerce d"s% is
Tho under part of tuis ‘pretty often
White, from a ship they M8Y v oy
oL lke a little flock of BWAlOR
their white mtdes gleaming in the bF
8unlight 1ike silver.

A 1t HE JEWISH MAID. -~
e Jewish girl in Russia t
Arge portiong ofg the New Tem?;e!tlp
TOm & boy who had committed theal of
memory, " Qpe day upon the arrivd' .,
her father atter an absence, she T8%
l’:‘e"t him, and said, “I do love J“‘;ed

© loved little children.” This ang®
the father ang he forbade her to s(l.,)hild
o0 the subject again, Soon the d the
a8 stricken with scarlet fever, 80 e’
reodical attendant gave no hope Of 1ed
tecovery, A Gentile woman Was ‘;’:,ed
Durse the child, as the Jews f orse
the fever. "~ The woman quoted the T De-
f & hymn ; ang the father of lttle Doy
borah “offereq the death-bed Dmyer$er
the Jews, Thep the child opened *3 7
57e8 and repeateq accurately the St0 her:
Jairug’ daughter. When she finished nce
head fey) back, and to all 8Ppea:1ath9
8he was gone, ' 1n an agony of mMin® 14
father fell down at the feet of Jesu®
besought him, saying : “Oh, Jesus, of
Who didst ragge up the daughtlerwﬂl
beno™: Talse up little Deborah, and B!
T‘;llieVe In thee as Israel’s he
chiﬁ Cry of agony was heard, b and
rose from her couch of death &7

the Jewisp 4 nverte
Chﬂstlanlty. amily were co
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Amelia E. Barr's former works “fr r
1OW what a treat is in store I°
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