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The Sculptor Boy.
BY BISIHOr DOANE.

Chigel in hand stood the sculptor boy,
With his marblo block before him,
And his face lit up w'th a smlle of joy,
4s an angel dream passed o’cr him :
Ho carved the dream on a shapeless
stone,
With many a deep Incislon ;
With heaven’s own light the sculpture
shone—
He bad caught that angel vision.

Sculptors of life are we, as we stand
With our souls uncarved before us,
Waiting the hour whua at God's com-

mand,
Qur life-dream passes o'er us
1f we carve it then on the yleldh g stone,
With many a sharp incision,
Ite beatenly teauty shall be our own.
Uur lives that angel! viston.

ON THE ST JOHN RIVER'

The most striking approach to the city
of St. Jobn, is from the sea. Partridge
1sland guards the entrance to the har-
bour, like a stern and rocky warder. We
pas= close to the left the remarkable
beacon lignt shown in one of our en-
grarings. At low tide this i{s an ¢x-
ceedingly picturesque object  Its broad
base 1s heavily mantled with dripping
sta-weed, and {ts tremendous mass gives
one a vitid idea of the height and force
of the Bay of Fundy tides. Consplezous
10 the left, 1s the Martello Tower, on
Carleton Helghts, and in front, the many-
Bbilled city of St. John. Sloplng steeply
up from the water, it occuples a most
commandipg position, and its terraced
streets appear to remarkable advantage.
It looks somewhat, says the author of
* Baddeck,” !n his exaggerated vein, as
tiopgh it would slide off the steep hfil-
slde, it the houses were not well mor-
tised into solid rock. It is apparently
Duilt on as many hills as R~me, and each
of ‘them seems to be crowded with a
graketal spire.

Sttuated at the mouth of one of the
largest rivers on the continent, the chief
point of export and import, and the great
distributing centre for a prosperous pro-
vince, it cannot fafl to be a great city.
It is indeed beautiful for situation.
Setated ltke a qQueen upon her rocky
throne, it commands a prospect of rarely
equalled magnlficenco and lovellness
Ity:ships are on all the seas, and it is
éestined by nature to be, and indeed is
Bow, one of the great ports of the world.
‘The huge wharves, rendered necessary by
the high tides, and the <vessels left
stranded in the mud by thelr ebd, are a
nove: spectacie 0 an irlander.

Jhere are few more graceful sights
thin a large square-rigged vessel, sway-
Sug, swau-ilke, in the breeze, and gliding

* This tketch, with the accompanying
engravings, is taken by kind permission
of the publisher, from Withrow's * Our
Own Country,” 8vo. pp. 608, with 360 en-
gravings. Toronto : Willla=~ Briges.
Agents wante? for the sale of this book.

3EACON LIGHT, ST..JOEN HARBOUE, AT
-10W TIDE.
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SUSPENSIOX BRIDGE. PALLS OF TAEZ 87. JOEN RIVEZE, ST. JCHN, X.B.

on her destined way before a favouring
breeze. Small wonder that Charles
Dibdin’s sea-songs siir the pulses of the
verlest landsman with a longing for thz
sea. It must be ths old Norse blood
of our Viking ancestors that responds to
the spell.

Since the great fire of 1877, which
swept over two hundred acres, and de-
stroyed over sixteen hundred houses, its
street architecture has been greatly im-
proved. Stately blocks of brick and
stone have taken the place of the former
wooden structures.

The new MNethodist, Anglican, and
Presbyterian  churches are  bedutiful
stono structures that wounld do credit to
any city. The Centenary church bas a
nodle open rocf, and the -elaborate
tracery of the windows is all in stone.
The stalned glazs {n the windows is very
fine. It [s situated on the highest
ground in the city, and when {t3 mag-
niflcent spire is erected will de the most
conspicuous object in this city of
churches.

St. John Is essentially a maritume city.
Its wharves are always In demand for
shipping, and vast quantitfes of lumber,
etc., are annually exported to other coun-
triegs. It . i3, indced, the fourth among
the shipping ports-of tho. world, and St.
John ships-are found ‘in every part of

-

the £233 of both hemispheres. Before
the introduction of steam, its clipper
ships had a fame second to none, and
voyages were made of which the tales
are proudly told even unto this day.

The great tide-fall gives curious effects
when the tide is oul; the wharves rise so
high adove the water-level, and the
light-bouses look so gaunt and welrd
standing npon mammoth spindle-shanks,
or the lofty ribs of thelr foundations
bared to the cruel ailr with tags of sea-
weed fluttering from their crevices It
{s decldediy odd to sce the carts drawn
down to the market slip, at low tide, be-
tween the stranded market boats that
rest upon their ooczy beds.

In the environs of St. John there are
several charming drives. Returning,
the important gsuburb of Carleton, which
lics across the harbour, may be visited,
and one may see tho rujns of Fort La
Tour. Houses are bullt on this historic
ground, and they arp not by any wmeans
imposing §n thelr character; slabs and
sawdast are numerous, and the air is at

, Hmes pervaded with a decided odour of
fish
‘ :

Snch la Fort Le Tour tc-day. surh
is the place where lived and died *the
Brst and greatest of Aczdian herolnes—
a woman whose name {3 as proudly cn-
shriged fn the history of this lxnd as
that of any sceptered queen in European

3

story.” If one wants to get a compre-
heasive view of all this nelghbourhood,
let him climd the bolghts of Portland
or of Carloton; dbut my solccticn as a
vioewing-polnt would bo the old dis-
mantled fort behlud tho exhidition bulld-
ing, whore, from tho carriage ! a King
george cannon you can gare ou clty or

Y.

‘The drives over the rocky hliils in the
vicinity of St. John give land and soa
views of surpassing grandeur. One of
the flnest of these drives {s that to the
Suspension and Cantillover Bridges.
These bridges, which combine an alry
grace and rigid strength, cross a rocky
gorgo, only 450 fect wide, at a helght of
a hundred fcet above low-water, intc
which the wide waters of the St. John
gro compressed,

The Suspension Bridge was construct-
ed through the ciergy of one man, ~Vif-
llam h Heynolda  Few bestdas the , o
Jector had any {anh in the uandsrtaking
and he thereforey assumed the whole
financial and other responsibllity. not a
douar be ng paid by the shareholders
until the bridge was opened to the pud-
llc. In 1875 the bridge was purchased
from the sharebolders by the Provinelal
Government, and is now a freo highway
It ts most impressive to look down upon
the swirling, eddying tides, flecked with
snowy foam. and still moro so to de-
scend to the water sige. and view the
surging curreot end high in &ir  the
gracnful bridges At low tide thers s
bere a fall {n the Tiser of about fificen
feet At a certain stage of the tida
and for a short time only, scxsela mey
s3il up or down over these falls, and
rafts, with risky navigation, can te
floated into the harbour. That these
scething eddies are not without danger

as shown by the wreck of a good-sized
vessel which lay on her beam ends as
we passed.

It is curious that in the !mmedizie
viclnity of the two most remarkable
suspension bridges in Canada—those at
St. John and at tho Falls of Niagara—
have been _erected cantllever rallway
bridges; thus bringing into strong con-
trast the varving principles of these two
modea of bridge construction. The mzin
span of tke cantilever bridge over the
St. John is 835 feet. It was opeped In
1885, and gives direct cuommunication be-
tween thse New Bruoswick railway sys
tem and the vast system ol the TUnited
Statea.

One of tho finest marine views is hat
from the qQuaint, old, feudal-looking Mar-
tello tower, on tho summit .of the high
est hill, on the Carletun side af the har-
bour. It gives a cvmplete bird’s-oye
view of ihe shipping. and on tho sca-
ward side the droxd Bay of Fundy, atd
in the distance the blue shores of Nova
Scotla, witk the deep z2p at the entrance
to the Anpapofis Basin, known as the
Digdy Gut. I never realized belore the
force of Teunyson's fine line—

*“The wrinkled xea beneath him crawled,”

tili 1 stood@ here and watched tho broad
expanse of wipd-swept, wave-marked
water; every gust and flaw leaving its
mark upon the moblie surfsce,

HISTORIO MIMORIES.

The historic assoclations ¢! St John
aro of fasclnating fntereat. Its settle-
ment dates back to the stormy confiict
for jurisdiction and trading rights of
D'Aulnay and La Tour, in the old
Acadian days. The story of La Tour
and his herole wife is one of the moat
interesting {n the annals of the coloules,
The fegend fs one of the bits of history
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fn which 8t John takes special pride
jcvery  one knows the story—how

Madame, wifo of Charles St Etlenne de
Ia ‘Tour, one of tLo lords of Acadla, un-
der the IPrench king, held that fort when
It was attacked by thé rival lord of
Acadla, D'Aulnay Charnleay, while her
husband was absent, seeking help from
tho Puritanz of Massachusetts, and how
she held it so well and bravely that she
repulsed the besicger unti} the treachery
of one of hor gurrison, a Swiss, placed
her In D'Aulnay's hands; and how all
her garrison, but the Swiss, wore put te
death, gnd how Madame herself diod.
fromn griet and fll-treatment, In nine
days, Lefore her husbaad could arrive
to her succour.

‘Tho real founding of the present city
dates from the close of the war of the
American Revolution.  Liberal provision
was made In the British Colonles for the
recoption of the U. E. Loyallst refugees
trom the United States, and large land-
grants were allotted them Constder-
able numbers came to Halifax, An-
napolls, Port Roscway (Shelburne) and
other points. The main body, however
seitled near the St. John and Kenne-
becassis rivers. On the 18th of May
1783, the ships bearing theae exiles for
consclence’ sake, arrived at the mouth of
the Si. John. Here they resolved to
found & new Troy, to hew out for them-
selvez new homes in the wilderness.
Tho prospect was not a flattering one
The site of tho present noble city of St
John was a forest of pines and spruces,
surrounded by a dreary marsh. The
blackened rulny of the old Freach fort,
together with a block-house, and a few
houses and stores, met thefr gaze. Be-
fore the summer was over, a population
of flve thoussnd persons was settled in
the vicinity.

To the new secttlemeant the name of
Parrtown was given, in honour of the
energetic Governor of Nova Scotla.
Soon the loyalists claimed representa-
tion §n the Assembly of Nova Scotla.
This the Govermor opposed, as his in-
structions prohibited the {ncrease of re-
presentatives. The scttlers on the St
John urged that thelr territory should
be sot apart as a separste province, with
its own réprcsentative instftutions.
‘They had powerful friends in England,
and the division was accordingly made.
The Province of New Brunswick was
created, and named in homour of the
reigning dynasty of Great Britain, 1784,

In 1785, Parri~*n became incorporated
ag the city of St. John. It was thus the
first, and, for many years the only, in-
corporated city {n British North Am-
erica. The first session of the House
of Assembly was %eld in St. John in
1786, but two years later, the seat of
governaent was transferred to Frederic-
toa, elghty-five miles up the St. John
river, as beiug more central to the pro-
vince, and in order tc secure !mmunity
from hostile attack and {rom the factious
or corrupting influence of the more
populous .ommercial metropolls, St
Jobn,

DICXENS' MOUK LIBRARY OF
DUMMY BOOES.

“Gad's Hill* was a merry house.
Dickens was a wellspring of mirth, and
his humour infected the whole -party.
Often, when 1 came down from London,
he would watk out and lean against the
doorpost, while I was at the gate, and
we Wwould shout with laughter over the
fun that we had had and were going to
have. When eversthing else failed, the
library was an unending amusemient.
‘The room waeg lined with books from
floor to ceiling, even the backs of the
doors being bookcases; but the books on
the doors and alofng the floor were bogus.
Dummy backs had been Jettered with
tities and pasteG on the glass, and the
titles had teen selected by such wits as
Dickens, Yates, the Col.ans brothers,
Albert Smith, and Mark Lemon, of
Punch. We used to sit on the floor to
study this mock lbraryr and roll over
with delight at some clever satire. I
remember “ Theo Virtues of OQur Ances-
tors,” a volume so thin that the title
had to be printed lengthwise, * Fhe
Miputes in India, by a British Tourist,”
in two volumes as iarge as an unabridged
dictionary, * Lives of the Poets,” 2 more
pamphlet, “Eggs on Bacon." to matchk
* Coke on Littleton " ; * Statues Erected
to the Duoke of Wellington,” fifteen
portly volumes, and there were dozens
of other quips and zranks. A catalogue
of these bogus boocks should have been
preserved, but nobody thought of writ-
Jng it out, nobody realized that Dickens
would ever dfe.

Dickens was lord of the manor at

* Gad's Hill,” and owncr of the Falstafl
Inp, a picturesque listle hostelry where
his guesis were someotimes accommodat-
ed when his house was overcruwded.
One night there way # disturdbance at

the Inn, and Dickens lod us over to see
about 1t. A purty of rough-looking fel-
fows wore smoking and drinking in the
bar-room, and down tbhe dirty facs of one
of them the blood was streaming. This
man sald that the landlord had struck
him with a pewter pot.

* 18 that true 7 asked Dickens sternly.

“Vell, sir,” replied the landlord, mov-
ing unecasily with shifty glances, “vether
hi ‘it that man on the ‘ed vid a powter
pot or vether ht did not ’it that man
on the ‘ed vid a powter pot, hit is not for
me, sir, to say; but the himpression hon
my mind, sir, his that hi did nov ™

Dickens suppressed a chuckle, and
with dignificd gravity responded °

* \Whether you hit that man on the
head with a powter pot, or whether you
dld not, it is not for me to say; but the
fmpression on his head is that you did !
—-Ladies’ Home Journanl.
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Pleasant Hours:

4 PAPER FOR O0UK YOUNG FOLK
Rev. W. H. Withrow, D.D., Editor.

TORONTO, OCTOBER 2, 1897.

JUNIOR EPWORTH LEAGUE.
PRAYER-MEETING TOPIC.
OCTOBER 10, 1897.

The song of Moses.—Exodus 15. 1-19.

NAME OF BOOK.

Names are significant. Genesis means
* begtnnlag.”® That book {s the first
bistory of the world and is the begin-
ning of all history. Exodus means go-
ing out, and it is the record of the chil-
dren of Israel's departure .,om Egypti,
and abounds with incidents of the most
thrilling and exciting character. Our
soung peopie should maks themselves
familiar with this grand book.

OCCASION OF THE SONG.

The journey to the Red Sea was the
commencement of their pilgrimage. It
was a novelty to them. The commence-
ment in Egypt was such as should have
impressed them with feelings of the
greatness of God. The miracles were
such as had never been 320n. They
were pursued. The sight of their op-
pressors alarmecd them. God’s gcodness
and power were again diaplayed on their
beha'?l. He opened a passage for them,
but when they had crossed, the waters
closed, and their pursuers were drowned.

SONG OF TRIUMPH.

Victories on the battle-field have often
been the occaslon for composing songs
of victors. Many of our young people
who dave studied Roman and Greclan
histories will call to mind some of those
memorable scenes.  In many instances
monuments have been erected to per-
petuate the memory of those wao have
distingalshed themselves on {mportant
occasions. Brock's monument at Ni-
agara, Montcalm and Wolfe's monumen?
on the Plains of Abraham, at Guebec, are
instances of what we mean.

NEMORABLE.

This song recapitulates all the par-
ticulars 6¢ the event. Thers are few
parts of the Holy Scriptures more suit-
aYle for recitation than this grand chap-
ter. We arc none of us as famillar
with the :aspiring scenes of Israel's his-
tory as wec ought to be. This chapter

i
]
]
]
!
I
i
!
'
'
4
]
: gives exalted yviews of God's gocdness,

-

while the example of preise might exclte

within us a dispocition to praise God

mnro than we do. Read, and If you

please, commit that noble hymn to mem-

ory which beglns with,

“I'll pralso my Maker while I've breath,”
etc.

WHAT G0OD GIVES A BOY.

A body to live in and keep clean
and healthy, and as a dwelling for his
mind and a temple for his soul.

A palr of hands to use for himself and
others, but never against others for him-
self.

A pair of feet to do errands of love,
kindness, charity, and business, but not
to loiter in places o! mischief, temptation,
or sin.

A pair of lips to keep pure and un-
polluted by tobacce or whiskey, and to
speak true, kind, brave words.

A palr of ears to hear the music of
bird, tree, rill and human volice, but not
to give heed to what the tempter says.

A palr of eyes to see the beautiful, the
good, and the true, God's finger prints in
thas filcwer, fleld, and snowflake.

A mind to remember, reason, declde,
and store up wisdom, and impart it to
others,

A soul pure and gpotless as a new-
fallen snowflake, to receive impressions
of good and to develop facultles o?
powers and virtues which shall shape it
day by day, as the artist’s chise] shapes
the stone, into the image and likeness
of Jesus Christ.

THIRTY YEARS ATFTER.

The eccentric John Stuart Blackle,
Professor of Greck in Edinburgh Uni-
versity, once caine across a student,
lying deside a path, and reading aloud
the third book of the * Aeneld.” Thirty
years after, the student sends to the
Canada Presbyterian, the following in-
terview :

Suddenly he foit the touch of a stick
on his shoulder, and, turning about, saw
a man by his slde. It was a tzll, lean
man, with a shepherd’s plaid tli.rown
loosely around his shoulders. ~a blis
right hand he held a shepherd’s crook,
and on his head a * wide-awak .’ hat,
almost as wide of brim as the cowboy
bat of the American plains.

* Ye're reading Virgil, laddle,” said the
man.

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Let me hear ye translate this,” he
continued; and in a wonderful way he
rolled off a dozen lines of the poet,
chogen at random.

The young man &!d his bast ¢o render
it into English, and then parsed and
scanned the llnes in a faulty way, he
thought. But the unknown man {n the
guise of a shepherd was pleased to com-
mend the ctudent’s effort. Then the two
walked together down to Castleton, the
stranger talking eloquently and most in-
structively cf the w-itings of the Greeks ;
and Romans. Yhen thelr ways parted
the man said:

“1 suppose you don't know who I
am ?”

* No, sir,”” answered the student.

* Well, 1 am Professor Blackie, of Edin- ,
bpurgh. 1 dare say youa have heard of
me.”

* Oh ! very often indeed.”

* Aye, aye,” said the professor, slowly
and thoughtfully. *“And I dare say,
yo've heard that many folks tnink I'm 8
wee bit cracked,” tapping his forchead
with is finger; " but never forget, laddie, |
that, as Tam Chalmers once said, a crack
often lets in the 1light !"

-—

ABOUT IVORY.
BY FRED MYRON CCLBY.

Have any of our young folks ever won-
dered where all the ivory comes from ?
So many things are made of it: knife
handles, paper cutters, pen holders, chess- |
men, curious toys, and parasol handles— |
thers must be a good supply somewhere
of the glossy white materfal.

In some coubtries chairs of state and
thrdnes are made of it; the floors of pal-,
aces are inlald with it, and sometimes
the roofs of royal banquet-rooms are'
decorated with thls costly commodity ?
One African potentate that 1 have read |
of bad his royal residence fenced fn by
a row of gleam!ing elephant tusks. The
royal abode was mud-walled and had a
straw roof, and all its inner decorations
were barbarous enough; but think of
tbat ivory fence?!

Ivory has always been an article of 1
luxury. As long ago as the days of,
King Solomon it was named with,
gold as a valuable commodits. The cara- ,
vans of the great king used to bring it
from Ophlr and from Ethiopia across t.he
seas and the-deserts to- Jernsalem. Ona

of tho Hebrew kings, it is said, bullt an
fvory palace; probably the walls wero
panelled with this preclous material, and
no much of it was used in its decora-
tilon that {8 wos termed an *{ivory
house."”

Thero are two great sources of supply
for ivory. Oane s elephant hunting in
Africa and India, the other is fvory dig-
ging in the marsh lands cf Biberiw
Strange, Is it not, that tho gleaming
treasure should bo found 8o far apart
as are tho burning deserts and the frozen
wastes of the Arctic continent whoro the
Aurora Borealis flashes its spectral 1ight
over the teeming caravans ?

Every yoar tba elephant hunters, to
supply the orders sent out from the
great markets of London, Parls, and St.
Petersburg, pursue their trade in the
Indfan jungles and the African doserts.
They undergo great hardships, and
oftentimes lives are lost in trylng to
capture their costly prizes. The adven-
tures told of elephant aunting would
make a8 volume of thrilling reading.

But dangerous as Is elephant hunting.
stil] greater are the risks undergone by
those who pursue the search for fossi!
fvory. Do you know what fossil ivory
f8 2 ‘Thousands of years ago the mam-
moth and the mastodon, much larger
than the elephant, roamed the earth, but
when the ice age came they were de-
stroyed, and their remains, imbedded in
fce banks, are found to-day In great
aumbers. The tusks and teeth of these
huge =and extinct animals constitute
fossil fvory. It is estimated that fifty
thousand pounds of fossil ivory are sent
every year along the great caravan roads
to the leading markets of the world.

The smooth white ivory that we see
tells no tales of its long vigils passed In
the Arctic snows, nor does it glve it any
hint of the porils encountered by thosze
who remove it from its frozen bed where
it has lain so long. But nothing is ac-
quired without labour, and the tragedies
that accompany the pursuit of ivory dig-
ging are among the most thrilling and
terr!ble in the history of civilized man.
Many an unknown grave lies amid those
Northern snows, solemn testimonial of
the cost of our beautiful fvory.

A Hint,
BY HENRIETTA R. ¥LIOT.

A red glass makes everything seen
through ityred,
While bluez glass turms everything
blue ;
So when every one seems to you se}ﬂsh
or Cross,
Perhaps the real fault {s in you!

THE LOCOMOTIVE WHISTLE,

It is told that the locomotive whistle
was invented because of the destruction
of a load of eggs. When locomotives
were first built the country roads were
for the most part crossed at grade, and
the engine-driver had no way of glving
warning of his approach except by blow-
ing a tin torn. The horn, it may be
imagined, was far from belng a sufli-
clent warning. One day, in the year
1833, a farmer of Thornton was crossing
the railroad track on one of the country
roads with & great load of eggs and
butter. Just as he came vpon the track
a train approached. The engine-man
blew his dorn lustily, but the farmer did
not hear it. Elghty dozen of eggs and
fifty p. ands of butter were smashed into
an Inuistinguishable, unpleasant mass
and mingled with the kindling wood to
which the waggon was reduced. The
raflway company bad to pay the farmer
the value of his fifty pounds of butter,
900 eggs, his horse and his waggon. It
was consldered & very serlous matter,
and straightway & director of the com-
pany. 3chlen Paxter by name, went to
Alton Grange, where George Stephenson
lived, to see it he counld not invent some-
thing that would give warning more
' Pkely to be heard. Stephenson went to
' work, and the next day had a contrivance
which, when attached to the engine
boiler and the steam turned on, gave a
t shrill, discordant sound. The railroad
' directors, greatly delighted, ordered
gimilar ~ontrivances attached to all the
Joccmotives, and from that day to this
the volece of the locomotive whistie has
never bcen silent.

An affecting Iincident connected with
the .massacre at ‘Oorfs, in Armenis, was
that of & mother, whoss two sons were
caught by the mob, while men with
drawn swords, ready "to cut them down,
demanded that they shonld accept the
Moslem faith. But the mother called
out to them : = Dle, but don't: deny tho
Lord ! They.stood. nrm, and. were -im-
medlately cnt down.
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BOYS, DO YOUR BEST.

Boss, do your best; it you hced this
advice,
It wil] never lead you astray,
Aund muny a friend
1t will galn in th3 end,
If the precept you choose to obey

If put on your honour, bo certain to
prove
‘That confidence in you was right :
Although long the day
“I'will abundantly pay,
And your sleep will bo sweetor
night,

at

Boys, do your best; it allotted a task.
Set about it, at once, with a will,
**A thing well begun,
1& nearly halt done,”
Is an adage of truthfulpess still.

Don‘t expect to be told every day of the
week
That commendable zeal
shown,
For praise to the face,
Is ofttimes out of place,
Yet your efforts for good, are all
known,

you have

Boys, do your best; how little you dream
That your actions are weighed every
nlght,
The balance each day,
You tip either way,
But be sure you tip it aright.

It a schoolmate should ask you to join
some scheme,
And your consclence should whisper
ycu * Nay,”
Just turn a deaf ear
When the tempter you hear,
And you'll find in the end it will pay.

Boys, do your best; wherever in lfe
Your pathway of duty may fall,
If you do with your might,
What is manly and right,
You'll be loved and respected by all.

And then, when the days of your pil-
grimage end,
It honest and faithful you've been,
You'll hear at the gate,
Where an extrancs you walft,
The sweet salutation, * Come in.”

NEMO

The Wonderfl Door.

BY THE AUTHOR OF “CHRISTIES QLD
ORGAN>

CHAPTER XIilL
THE MIDNIGHT KXNOCK.

Amos little thought, when he bade
Abel Grey good-night at the clote of that
sorrowful evening, how long it would be
before he saw him again. No sleep
came to refresh the poor little man that
night; ho tossed about on his bed, fever-
ish and i1}, and aching in every llmb.
In the morning he was obliged to knock
on the wall for his next-door neighbour,
for he could not get out of bed, and he
was afrald that he should dle before any
one came to him. She was a kind-
hearted woman, and at once seat for the
doctor, and undertook the charge of him
in his {llness.

The doctor was very attentive, but poor
Abel grew worse antl worse. It was a
bad kind of low fever, which had been
brought on by sorrow and anxlety, and
which was kept from abating by the sure
aching at his heart, as day by day ke
missed his boy more and more.

When, atier many weeks, the fever
left him, Abel was as feeble as an infant,
His kind neighbour came in and out, and
brought him all be needed, and he lay
at other times alone in his bed in the
sllent house, listening to the footsteps
of the passers-by in the street, and to the
ticking of Betty's old clock in the
kitchen,

It was during that weary time of
weakness that Nemo's prayer was an-
swered, for Abel Grey began at last to
knock at the door. God@ had not sent
him that sorrow in vain; it had brought
him to-himself. As he lay on hls bed.
he repeated over and over again this
prayer: * God de merciful to me a sin-
ner. Lord, Lorg, open to me!”

Very earnestly, very bhcm-.tly, he
prayed, but for some time no comfort
came. .Satan troubled him with doubts.
He could not balieve that.the door would
Ye opened-to him., He had niglected to

s

R N
. given him, now he feared It was too late;
ho almost fancled that he heard the volce
{ from within the door ssylng to him, “1I
| know you not.” But It was wonderful
j bow, at that time, all Nomo's texts and
’hymns. which had been taught to him
by Amos, and which he had so much
; loved to repeat, came back to his poor
i Nttle foster-fathor'a memory as he lay on
‘ his bed. And yot it was not wonderful,
for was it not tho volce of God speaking
| to his soul ?
¢ There was onc verse to which Abel
i especlally turned for comfort: * Every
one that asketh recelveth, and he that
sceketh findeth, and to him that knock-
eth it shall be opencd.” It does not say,
sald the poor )ttle man, * every one
that knocks early, or that begins to
knock as soon as ever ke sees tho door;
it just says, ‘To him that knocketh it
shall be opened.’ 1 suppose that means
any ane who knocks, at any time before
i the door s closed forever. [ should
think, then, it might take rae In, though
i I've been such a long time about 1t.”
And at last Atel could say. humbly
and thankfully, a verre of onc of Nemo's
favourite hymns—

“If T ask him to receive me,
Will he say me nay ?
Not till earth, and not till heaven,
Pass away.” .

Little by little, very slowly and gradu-
ally, strength came back to him. He
was able at length to get up. to creep
downstairs, to put his own kettle on, and
to sit propped up by cushions nea: the
kitchen fire. But he had not galned
sufficient strength to cross the street and
to mount the stairs to Amos' garret, be-
fore & very strange thing happened.

Abel had gone to bed early, for the
evenings were loing and dreary for him
now, and he had fallen fast asleep. The
kitchen clock had ticked on unheard and
unnoticed, and had struck several hours
since Abel went upstairs. Nine, ten,
| eleven, and twelve had all gone by, when

there came a heavy krocking at the shop-
door. /

It soon awoke Abel, who slept very
lightly, and he sat up in bed trembling
with terror. At first he thought it was
a drunkea man who had mistaken his
house, and he determined to remaln In
bed and to take no notlce of him.

But the Kknocking went on so long
that at length he crept out of bed, and,
opening his window a little way, he
peeped cautiously out.

* Does Abel Grey live here ? sald a
loud voice from below.

*Yes. I am Abel Grey,” safid the poor
trembdling little man,

* All right: you're wanted,” said the
voice. ‘" Put on your clothes as guick
as you can, and come with me.”

“But I can't come,” sald Abel, in 8
volce shaking with fear; * it’s impossible
for me to come. I haven't been out for
weeks ; I've been very fll. Who it is
wants me at this time of night ?**

* Well,” sald the man., “what I was
told to say by them as sent me was this,
—*Nems wants you.’”

“ Nemo !” sald the little man, trembling
more than ever. * My little lad, Nemo,
do you mean ?"

** Ay, I reckon it will be the little 1ad,”
said the man: “a little chap of eight or
nine or thereabouts.”

t *It's my lttle Nemo ! said Abel,
, with tearg in his eyes. *If Nemo wants
+ me, I'll come at once.”

+ As fast as his trembling fingers would
i allow him, he put on his clothes., and.
 coming down to the door, he found his
{ midnight visitor—2a stout young country-
i
i
1
]
i
]

man with 8 whip in his hand.

*“That's right,” he said. “I've
brought the trap to the door: jump in.”

It was a high cart, something like a
milk-cart, and the young man, seeing
that Abel was guite unable to obey him
by jumping in, lifted hiin in his strong
armos lilke a badby, and pat him in his
place on the high seat. Then they drove
away in the darkness as fast as the tired
horse could be urged forward.

On the way Abel tried to find out
lwhere they were going, and when and

how he had met Nemo, but the youns
man did not seem willing to tell him.
All he would say was that he had been
well paid for his job, and that his job
wag to fetch Abel Grey at once, and to
kecep a still tongue between his teeth.

They drove an for some hours, and at
length, just as day was breaking, they
caine in gight of a village which Abel
had never seen belore. *“We're just

- lelt the horse aud cart at the gate, and,
. opening the door, he called several times,
_*Mother! mother! mother !

there now,” sai{d the yuung countryman. !
He stopped before s thatched cottage, -

|

«  Eutering this baru, he again called,
| * AMother! mother I™
i
i

“1I'm up hore,” sald a volce. * Have
you brought him ?*°
i But befors the young man could an-
| swer, a child’s volco from above rang
{out with a cry of gladness that Abel '
would remember to his dying day, “ Ob, |
Abs), Abel, Abel, have you really come ¥
A steop ladder led up to the loft, but
Abel, n splie of his weakness, quickly
wmounted ft. No sooner was ho at the
top than two small arma wore round his
| neck, and bis lost child was in his arms
agaln, sobbing for very joy at tho sight
of him: aud there. on a bed of hay at

I
1
i
the other end of the loft, lay the strango !
{ gaunt man who hnd tracked thelr fool-
| sleps, gasping for breath, and cvidently )

dying fast; whilst beslde him sat the old i

woman of the cottage, wiping his face i

with her handkerchicf, 2nd trying to
| mdke him take a spoonful of milk from ’
} & cup that gtood on an old box beside
i her; and a. hin feet was stretched the l
lost dog, which recopnized Abel at once,
and came forward to mceet him. Poor l
little Nemo told his foster-father after- i
wardg, that in the long miserable timo ,
which he had passed, the poor dog bhad
been his greatest comfort; in the midat
of his terror at being carried away it had
comforted him a little, and he bad feit I
that, whilst he had the dog. a little bit
of the old happy life with Abel was left
to him,

The dying man held out his thin hand

to the dwarf, and told him ha was glad
that he had come, for he wanted to tell
him something before he died.

“Leave us alone a bit, goad people,
will you ?* he sald. * A blessing on
you for your kindness to a poor out-
cast !

**1 needn’'t go, need I ?" said Nemo,
who was clinging to Abel as if he was
atraid to let him go out of his sight.

**No, you must hear it, too, Nemo,”
said the dying man, “ for it is your story
I am going to tell.”

\Vhen they were alone, the. strange
man bade them sit close to him, so that
they could easily hear what he had to
say, and then began his strange story.

“You remember Everton ?* was the
first thing he sald.

“Yes, Abel, you know,” sald Nemo.
*Where the little gir! in plak lives.
And it was him I saw peeping out of the
dbushes that day, when you wouldn't be-
Yleve m2.  Abel, it was him, because
r2"s told me so0.”

*“Yes,” sald the man, “I1 was there.
Now, mark my words—that house, that
park, that estate, every inch of it—be-
longs of right to that child, and to none
other:” and as he spoke le polnted with
his thin finger at Nemo.

Then, with the greatert diffculty and
with many pauses, he told them all he
had to tell. He sald that his real name,
though he had passed by many others,
was Mark Weston. He said that he was
brought up to service, and after belng
in several famlilies he became the valet
of a Mr. Gilbert Prescot. His master
told him, when he engaged him, that he
travelled a good deal, and the very next
summer they spent in Switzerland and
the north of Italy. One day, when they |
were among the mountaing, staying at
a small hotel, his master pointed out to
bim, in the hotel garden, a gentleman
and a lady.

He told him the gentleman was hls
cousin, Mr. John Oakley, who had been
married 2bout a year, and who was tra-
velling with is bride abroad before set-
j tiing down on his father’s estate in Eng-

land. He also told him, either on that
occzsion or soon after, that he himselt
was the next helr to that estate, and that
it his cousin had not married he would
bave succeeded to that property.

Soon after this the cousins became very
| friendly, and jiaaned many expeditions
| together on the mountains: in <ome of

these a guide accompanfed them, but !
others, which were lesz dangerous,
they attempted alome, only taking Mark !
with them to carry thelr luncheon and
coats. On one of these expeditions an
awful thing happened. The valet was
left behind by his master at a roadside
spring, and told to fill several small
bottles with water for them tc drink by
the way. His master and Mr. Oakley
wont on together, saying that they would '
walt for him at the top of the hill
TWhen they had gone, he filled the bottles
as qulckly as possible, and hastened after
them. The narrow path lay on the side
of the steep mountain, a cliff siretched
’ overhead, a precipice lay bdelow. It

was a winding path, not much of ft
could be seen at once, and for some
{ time Mark saw nothing of the two young ,
men. But at length, just as he turned

e —— e - -

———— — - —— oo

B.: as | a cormer, he suddenly came in sight of | not know.

——

preciplece. The servant rushod forwand
but was too late to savo him, and a2 he
looked down he saw bhis mangled body
a hundroad feet below,

Znd then his master temptod him.
He was offered an enormous bridbe to
say nothing of tho affalr, hut to stand by
his master as If nothtng had happoned
A largo sum of money was o Lo d to
him every year on that fats! day, 1t he
held uis tougue.

The tempiation was too strong for him.
e accepted the bribe, and, ns he told
Adel and Nomo, he had never kanown
o moment's peace or happiness sinco

Thoy wont back to the hotet, and
broke tho terrible news of her huse
band's death to the poor young wilo.
It was an awful scene which followed;
and he shuddercd on his dying bed as
ho thought of 1t. ‘Then tho noxt day
fresh dificulties arose, for a littlo boy
was born, a new helr to tho cstate.

Tho child scomed to be healthy an tikely

10 live, and Qilbert Preacot had com-
mitted the murder for nothing. Ever-
ton wns as far from his reach as ever.
Mark, too, saw that therc was little
chance of his master belag able to pay
the eaxormous annual bribe he had pro-
mised him, and he kad almoat determined
to go tv a magistrate and reliove his
consclence of the secret.

But as he was wandering about the
iittie Itallan town 8 man begged of him,
av Englishman, who lmplered for help
from a fellow-countryman. The man
told him that he had come out to Italy
as gardener to an English gentleman,
who was a resldent there, but that ho
had been suddenly dismissed from hls
service, and had no money to tako him
back to England. For this ho wanted
help. Mark would have passed him by
without notice, had not the man gono on
to say that his case was the more sad
because his wifo had had a little baby
born a fortnight before, and it was now
lylng dead In the house, and they had
no money with which to bury it.

Another temptation of Satan was now
spread before Mark Weston Herc he
thought, was a2 way out of the difficulty.
The babies might be changed. Th»
young mother was unconscious, and ap-
parently dying, sho could know rothing:
the dead baby might be laid by her side,
and the lving child, the lttle helr, he
made over to the gardener. His wicked
plan was laid before his master, and wasn
approved by him. The gardener's wife
was brought to tho hotel as an Eoglish
nurse for the baby. Soon after, the
poor young mother dfed, and the next
day it was given out {n the hotel that
the baby was dead also.

(To be continued.)

“The Bipesed Leaves”

BY MARGAMET E. SANGSTRH.

Said the leaves upon the branches,
One sunny sutumn day :

* We've finished 21l our work, and now
We can no longer stay.

So our gowns of red and yellow,
And our sober cloaks of brown,

Must be worn beforo the frost comes,
And we go rustlicg down.

“ We've had a jolly summer,
\With the birds that bullt their nrats
Bepeath our green umbrellas,
And the squirrels for our nests.
But we cannot walt for winter,
For we do not care for snow,
When we hear the wild north-westira
We loose our clasp and go.

* But we hold our hecads up bravely,
Unto the very last,

And shine in pomp and splendour
As away we jlutter fast

In the meliow 2utumn noontide
e kiss and say good-bye,

And through the naked branches
Then may children see the sky.”

TAKE OARE OF THEZ MINUTES.

In an iron mine was a boy whose work
it was to open and shut tho gates as the
carts passed. Sometimes there would
be arn hoar between tho carts, It was
very tiresome for the Iittle fellow, untfl
one day he found on the road an English
history. Then as by maglc the time
grew short. He read over and over the
stories of kings and quecns. He lived
in a wonderful new world. Next he

| borrowed from a kind minister a history

o! Greece. Soon therc was scarcoly a
story of olden times that this 1ad did
Ho did oot st2y long in a

, no one answered the call, he beckoned { them- and s terrible sight it was. He | mire. Such a wise mno as he grew to

i-to Abel to foilow him, and led the way
- through the house into a little farmyard,

long, ‘he had turned away | at the end of which was a barn or hay-

¢
R

{ saw thom before they saw him, and he
saw that a struggle was goiug on, and |
that his master was in the act of push-

ing his cousin over tho brink of the | honoy.

be was ncoded up in the sunlight. Jtlis
not well to waste the minutes. Each is
like the cell of 2 bee-hive! stere It with
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The Way That Father Comes.
RY J. . EASTWOOD.

‘be way that father comes each night,
Home-faring from the city,

Is scanned with cager glanuces bright,
Hy Marjory and Kitty.

Twin sentries by tho garden gate,

i spoticss white the sistors wait—

‘I'wo tiny meide with faces falr,

With deep-blue eyos and soft browvn halr.

The way that father comes they know
Must always be tho right way,

Troddon a thousand times, and 80
It nlways scemz a bright way.

‘Tho quiet lane thelr eyes discern

Is known at every grassy turn,

And, hung with blossoms, arched with

groon,
It is the swectest ever seen ;

Tho way that father comes they deem
Awnits hls coming only ;

Though crowds went by, the way would

soem,

Without him, snd and lonely !

It Is his volce they long to hear,

His quick, firm footsteps drawlng near—

it I8 for him alone they walit

In loving patlence at tho gate!

‘I'he way that father comes, we guess,
Is where now joys will ind him—
An Eden for the wilderness
Of tol]l and care behind him!
Tho troubles of the day forgot,
Ho hastens to a blisstul spot,
Whero, rosy twilight growing dim,
Tbe children ooz zhall welcoms him.

G0D'8 THANK YOU.

A kind act is never lost, although the
Cousin Jack or other person for whom
we may do it may not thank us. The
dosr always recelves a reward, as this
little story fllustrates :

Little Jack was & fuur-year-old, and a
great pet of mine, with yellow curle and
blue eyem, and he had sweet, affeciion-
ate liitle ways. Ons day hi: cousip,
a boy of sixtcen, set Jack to work for
him, He told him to pull up some
weeds In the fleld while he finished hie
story. Little Jack worked away uatil
his fingers were sore and his face was
very hot.

I was working In my room when a
very tired little boy came up to me.
* Why, Jackie, what have you been do-
tng ' I asked.

The tears came into his eyes, and his
lips quivered, and for a moment he did
not speak. Then he sald: *“I've been
kind to Cousin Jack, 1 worked drefiy
hard for him, and he never sald thank
you to me.”

Poor 1ittle Jackle! I felt sorry for
him. It was hard lines not to have a
word of thanks after all his bard work.
But that night, when I had put him in
his ttle cot, he sald to me - * Auntle.
this merning I was sorry that I pulled
the weeds, but now I'm not sorry.”

“How g that?* 1 asked. *“ Has
Cousin Jack thanked you ?”*

** No, hs hasn't; but inside me I have
a good feellng. It alwayy comes wWhen
1 havo been kind to any one, and. do
you know, I've found out what it i{s >

* What {8 it, darling ?" I asked.

And. throwing his arms around my
aeck, he whispered : “ It's God's thank
you.”

A FAMILY FRIEND,

“In the South Scas” is one of Robert
Louls Stevenson's last books. Mr.
Stevenson knew much of the South Sea
and jts islands, and the manner and cus-
toms of the peoplo living there. In the
Marquesas lslands the pig bas developed
wonderful cleverness. He is not only a
domestic animal, but a family friend.
*“ Mapy islanders,” Mr. Steveason ob-
serves, “live with thelr pigs as we do
with our dogs, both crond around the
hearth with equal freedom, and the
island pig is a fellow of activity, enter-
prise, and sense.” Says Mr. Steven-
son :

“ He husks his own cdcoanuts and—I
am told—rolls them into the sun to
burst; he is the terror of the shepherd.
Mrs, Stovenson, senlor. has seen a pig
fleelng to the woods with a lamb in his
mouth; and I saw another come rapidly—
and erroncously—to the conclusion that
tho *Casco' was golng down, and swim
through the flush water to the tail 1n
search of an escape,

It was told us in childbood that pigs
cannot swim; I have known cone to leap
overboard, swim five hundred yards to
shore, and retuyn to the house of his
original owner.

*1 was once, at Tautira, a pigmaster |
At first, in my ]

on a constderable scato.
psh, the utmost good {eeling prevatled.
A little sow with the colic came and ap-
pealed to us for help in the manncrof a
chlld; and thers was ond shapely black

I
boar, whom we called Cathollcus, for he

was o particular presont from the Cath-
olics of the village., and who early dis-
played the marks ol courago and friead-
liness,

‘“No otlher animal, whether dog or plg,
was suffered to approach him at hils
food, and for human beings he showed
a full measure of that toadying fondness,
80 common in tho lower animals, and
possibly thelr chief titls to the name.

“One day, on visiting my piggery, I
was amazed to see Catholicus draw back
from my approach with cries of terror;
and 1f I was nmazed at the change, I was
truly embarrassed when [ learned its
reason.

“Oneo of the pligs had been that morn-
tng killed; Catholicus had scen the mur-
der, he had discovered he was dwelling
in the shambles, and from that time his
confidence and his delight in life were
ended, *

“\We still reserved him a long whils,
but he could not endure the sight of any
two-legged creaturo, nor could we, under
the circumstances, oncounter hls eye
without confuslon.”

FAMOUS DOLLS,

A year or two ago, 8o it i8 sald, Queen
Victoria gave orders that the dolis which
she played with when a child, should be
publicly exhibited and photographed.
This act has called forth the following
semark :

“The kind Queen pever had a kinder
thought than this, whick impelled her in
her old age to bring out these weasurcs
of her chlldhood, to give pleasure to her
little child-subjects. Many of the dolls
are dressed In the costumes worn by
English sallors and soldiers, and apart
from their assoclation with their owner,
are interesting illustrations aof history.”

In a small museum in the close of
Sallsbury Cathedral is a doll which Marle
Antolnette dressed, while she was in
prison, for her little girl. The cus-
tcdian takes out of a drawer with re-
verent bands this relic of the unfortunate
queen, and removing the weappings,
shows the gown of rose-coloured brocade,
and a court-train and hood of the same,
daintily and carefully made. It was
the last little proof of her love that the
mother gave to her chfld. It was given
to the museum by the present Duchess
of Portland.

In the Egyptian department of the
British Museum is a wooden doll which
was found in the sarcophagus of a little
royal princess who died three centuries
before Christ. Heor baby fingers stilt
clasped it when the mummy wrappings
were unfolded. ‘This is probably the
oldest doll in exlistence.

TWO BOYS WHO WERE GENTLE-
MEN,

There is nothing which will make a
man angry s0 quick as to be told that
he is not a gentleman. But one be-
comes a true gentleman by beginning
ecarly to practice gentle deeds.

On a crowded trolley car going out af
Bostop, one evening, an old woman was
packed In the crowd in the narrow alsle
where the standing was all tsken. She
nas bent with age. and was very feeble.
Her shabby dress and worn shawl told of
her poverty.  She carried a large basket,
and ft scemed to grow Leavier ang
heavier as she changed it from ‘ane arm
to the other. Seated where this woman
was standing sat two persons—one whose
tallor-mado clothes of expensive fabric
chowed he was a well-to-do man. The

! other was a raggéd ncwsboy Tired from '

his work, the little fellow's head now
ang then dropped on his shoulder, and
his weary oyelids closed.

Awaking from one cof these naps, he
saw standing near him the shabby old
woman wih her heavy basket, and he put
bie littlo hand out on hers and said, very
gontly, but manfully * * You must be
tired. Take my seat. [I°1] hold your
baskel.”

There was the making of & splendid
gentleman in that boy.

The other i8 a street-car story, too A
twelve-year-old boy, barefooted, with
patched clothes, passed through a car to
glve & message to a gontleman who was
sitting inslde. As he returned, he gave
a Jittle jump through the door, and as
he did so his bare foot touched a man’s
knee, and left a little mud on it. Turn-
ing around on the platform, he raised his
straw hat and sald, verv politely, In a
clear tone, * Please excuse me.”

‘There was anothor lad with the in-
stincts of a gentleman. There I8 an
old proverb that “ Fino featherr do not
make fine birds.”” Nelther does a proud
heart or bold manners make a gentle-
man; and such, many times, come to
diggracs, Paul says: *“Let him that
thinketh he standeth, take heed, lest he
fall.” But the boy who keeps his heart
gentle and pure, and lives according to
the Golden Rule—doing unto others as
he would desire them to do unto him—
will grow up to be a real gentleman, and
will not need to fear overthrow.—S. S.
Advocate,

KERP THE WORDS JUT.

*“ 1 don't want to hear naughty words,”
sald little Charlie to one of his school-
fellows,

“It does not signify,” said the other

boy, “that they go in at one ear and
out at the other.”

“ No,” roplied Charlle, *the worst of it
fs, when naughty words get In, they
stick, so I mean to do my best to keep
them out.”

‘That is right. Keep them out, for it
{s sometimes bhard work to turn them
out when they once get in.

THE BARRED DOOR,

Lest autumn, when I was spending a
few holidays at Elle, in Flfeshire, I
walked some distance, one evening, into
the country. Just after dark, as I ap-
proached a small cottage at the roadside,
I heard a painful cry, and presently saw
running toward me 2 little girl in a
state of great agitation and alarm. Be-
fore 1 had time to inquire the cause of
her distrexs, she called ont : * The door's
barred! the door’s barred! Come and
help me! come and knock 1"

‘* Are your parents not in ?" I replied.

“Yes * but they’re in ded, and the
door’s birred. Come and knock.”

*Oh, yes,” I said; “ I'll do thut.” And
I went w;t~ her, and was quito prepared,
it need be, to spend a2 long time knock-
ing. But my first knock brought the
mother, who opened the door with a
smile; and the timid little girl, who evi-
dently feared she might have to speud
the night outside alone in the darkness,
ran in past her, and was safe.

Oh, how I have wished that I might
see girls and boys as anxious to get into
the heavenly home as that lMttls girl was
to get into her earthly one! Ard how
gladly I shounld help any of them at the
door of that home, at which; if we knock,
it shall be opened to us!

LESSON NOTES.

FOURTH QUARTER.

STUDIES IN THE ACTS8 AND RPISYLES,
LESSON II.—OCTOBER 10,
PAUL A PRISONER AT JERUSALEM.
Acts 22, 17-30. Memory verses, 22-24.
GOLDEN TEXT.

If any man suffer as & Christian, let
him oot bo eshamed.—1 Peter 4. 16.

OUTLINE.
1. Saul the Persecutor, v. 17-21.
2. Paul the Persecuted, v. 22-30.
Time.—59 A.D.
Place.—Jerusalem. .
HOME READINGS.
bM. Paul's defence.—Acts 21. 40 to 22. 11.

. Paul a prisone:r at Jerusalem.—Acts
22, 12-21.
V. Paul a prisoner at Jerusalem.—Acts
22, 22-30.
‘I'h. Hefore tho council.—Acts 23. 1-11.
F. Conspliracy against Paul.—Acts 23.

12-24,
8. Confidence in God.—Psalm 27,
Su. Christ's word of comfort.—Luke 21.
10-19.

QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.

1. Sau) the Persecutor, v. 17-21.

Where gnd to whom was Paul speak-
fng ?

How 2had a riot heen aroused ?

Who saved Paul from the mob ?

What had Jesus told him in a vision ?

Why did Pzul think the Jews would
believe him ?

Was Paul sincere when he was per-
secuting Christlans ?

Where did Jesus say he waould send
Paul ?
2. Paul the Persecuted, v. 22-30.

What did the mob say when they
heard about the Gentiles ?

What did they do ?

What did the chief captain order ?

How did Paul escape scourging ?

What did the chief captain say of his
own citizenship ?

What did Paul say ?

What did the chief captain do the next
day ?

What is our Golden Text ?

PRACTICAL TBEACHINGS.

Where do we learn in this Iesson—

1. That the ways of the Lord often
thwart our best-intended desires ?

2. That the true worker for Christ ever
remembers his mission ?

8. That firm fzith in Christ brings
quletness of mind ?

A curious gift has been made %o the
Natural History Museum at Soletta. It
{s & bird’s mest constructed entirely of
steel. There are a great manr watch-
maXers ot Soletta, and in the vicinity ot
the workshops .here are always the re-
mains of the spriugs of watches, cast
aside, Last summer, says The Newa,
a watchmaker discovered this curious
bird's nest, which had been bdbuilt in his
courtyard by a pair of water wagtails,
it measures ten centimetres in c¢ircum-
ference, and Is made solely of watch-
springs. 'When the birds had fledged
their brood, the watchmakers secured
their unique nest as an interesting proof
of the intellligence of birds in »dapting
anything which comes within thelr
reach. »
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