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‘ chur,hes of Europe have a small

. TuDg to give notice to the devil,

i command of Pope John the Ninth,

—
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What Live For.

1 live for thoge who love mo,
For those I know are true;
For the heaven that smiles above me,
And awaits my spirit too;
For all human ties that bind me,
Fopr the task my God assigned me,
For the bright hopes left behind me,
And the good that I can do.

] llve to hold communings
With all that is divine,
To teel that there is union
"Twixt nature’s heart and mine;
To profit by afictlon,
Reap truths from flelds of fiction,
Grow wiser from conviction—
Fylifilling God’'s design.

1 live for those that Iove mue,
For those I know are true,
For the heaven that smlles above

by giving or keeplng it shall most pro- '

mote the g'ory of h!m to whom 1 owe all
my hepeg bnth for time and ete nily.
May grace br g'ven m- 4o adhere to thls.”

TELLING THE TIME BY A SUN
DIAL.

When clocks and watches wero few, or
quite unknown, people depended entirely
upon the sun to tell them what the hour
was. Country folk, who are much in
the open air. can make a good guess at
the time by looking at the place where
the sun-shadows fall; some have reck-
oned it by noticing the way in which a
shadow falls from a tall tree. We
might call this a kind of natural sundial,
the trec answering the purpose of the
gnomon or style, by which a shadow

me,
And awaits my spirit too;
For the wrongs that need resist-
ance,
For the cause that needs assist-
ance,
For the future in the distance,
For the good that Y can do.

ANCIERT BELLS.

Bell8 were known to the Egyp-
tiang before the time of the Jewish
ex0dus, says the St. Louis Globe-
Democrat. In the description of
Aaron's sacerdotal robe mention is
made of the fact that upon the
nem of the garment there were
pells of gold, alternating with
pomegranates of blue, of purple
and of scarlet: “A golden bell
and a pomegranate, a golden bell
and a pomegranate, upon the hem
of the robe roundubout. And it shall
be ypon Aaron to minister; and
his gcund shall be heard when he
goeth in unto the holy place before
the Lord, and when he cometh out,
that be die not.”

Hand-bells were in common use
gll gver the ancient world. The
earljest use of bells in churches
was for the puipose of frightening
away the evil spirits which were
belleved to Infest earth und alir,
and the earliest curfew was rung
at nightfall to rid the neighbour-
pood of the village or town and
chursh of demons. Most old

door on the north side, and at
cerlain points in the service this
door was opemed and 2 bell was

if he chadced to be present, that
ke might make his exit. By the

church bells were rung as a pro-
tection against thunder and light-
ning,

the onument of Porsena, the
Ebyrian king, was decoraled with
pinnacles, each surmounted with
3 bell, which tinkled in the breeze.
The army of Clothaire raised the
slege of Sens on account of a paunte
o**asioned among the men vy a
sudden chime from the bells of
St Stephen’s church. The larg-
est pell in the +world Is in the
Kreplin, at Moscow. Its welght
is two hundred and fitty.tons, and
the value cf the bell-metal alone,

: not counting the gold and siiver orna-

ments Which wero thrown intq the pots
as votlve offerings, is estifnated at
£66.565, or about $332,825.

A GBEAT MAN'S VOW.

The one man to whom we owe the
opening of the great continent of Afrlea
to the world, in this nineteenth century,
13 David Livingstone, the dauntless mis-
siolary explorer. Here i3 his solemn
vo® of consecration to God's service,
early in life :

1 will place no walue on anything I
bave or may DPossess, except 1o relation
to the kingdom of Christ If anytbing
I bave will advance the interests of that
ilnnlsdotn. it shall be given, or kept, &s

b

and those who were woalthy, sometimes
had the sundials beautifully 1niaid with
guld and silver, or oven sot with gems.
In gardens of large mansions, there were
often o number of sundials of different
slzos and styles put upon the walls, or
along the terraced walks. Texts from
the Bible, or qualnt mottoes, were in-
scribed upon them, so that persons com-
ing te know the hour, or looking at them
from curlosity, might learn something.
For instance. one old sundial has on it
the words: * You may waste but you
cannot stop me,” and on another, * We
shall di-al* (die ail),

Sundials were now and then placed
against the outside walls of churches.
There Is a singularly-contrived one upon
the south wall ot Mlilton, near Gravesend,
and it has for a motto, ¢ Trifle not, your
time's but short.”

EITRE TIME.

fﬂ lt.lmown upon the face of the meial
al. .

By whom this was first made we do
not know; it has heen supposed that it
was invented by the Chaldeans, who
studied the law a great deal. We read
of a dial which appears to have been
well known at Jerusalem in the reign of
King Ahaz (2 Kings 20. 11).

It has been stated that there was in
old Babylon a lofty stone staircase, open
to the sgky, aad bolow {t a stonoc semi-
circle; by these time was calculated, and
the movements of the eun, moc.” and
stars observed. Remains of stalrcases
or columns, probably made for this pur-
pose, have beecn found in Egypt, Indis,
and even in South America.

During the Middie Ages, ths xobles

KITE TIMBE,

In the last number of Plcasant Hours
we read how Tom Brown went to Albest
College, and how he liked it there. But
if Tom was & good student at school, he
was good at play in the holldays. We
wouldn't give much for the boy who
wasn't. Tom was especially good at
makipg kites. Onn day ho made one
ncarly as tall as himself, and painted
on it the most tremendous grifiin, or
dragon, or whatever you might call it.
It was about as terrible as those mon-
sters the Chinese used to palnt on thelr
shields to territy the enemy.

We sco Tom putting the finishing
touches on this work of art.  His littie
brother sits at his feot full of admira-
tion, while his sister Elsle ls making

tho long tail for the kite. I am sure
they will have lots of fun in fiylog 1t
They have now-fashioned kitos nowadays
that do not nced talis, tho box Kites, of
which we will givo a description in an-
other number,

A VIOTORY.
BY UBLRYN A, TAWLRY,

* You'll have to take the clothes up to
Mrs. Bronson's this morning, Matt. 1
mcant to go mysclf, so's to exr!uin about
that embroldered ruflle that got torn In
the wringer. But little Jancy's so hot
an’ worrylng. 1 dou't llke to leave her
Please God, she mayn't get sick, with alt
the rest.”

Hrs. Chandler, poor woraan, spoke in
a discournged way. She washed and
froned for soveral famiifes. The wringer
was worn, from much service.
Careful though she might he, it
did sometimes tear the fine trim-
miags, yet there waa no money to
buy a new one.

* All right, mamslo ! Matt gave

her a sounding kiss, * Den't be
dismal.”
Dismal! The word didn't agree

with Matt's jolly face. He was a
boy who was bound to see the
bright side of life.

“I'Il tell her a prettier story
than you could about the wringer
True, too. Nover you fear. 1
won't exag-ger—what you call it ?
one bit.”

Ot he went with the neativ
packed clothes basket, Jeaving
smiles on his mother’'s anxlious
tace,

“Don't spill them,” sho called
after him,

*“Oh ! saild Mrs. DBronson, as
she lifted the (fresh linen care-
fully, plece by plece, and her eve
caught the torn flounce.

** My nicest petticoat.”
grow ratier sovero.

*“ Mother's so sorry,” Matt Lo
gan. *“She eaid 1 should oxplaln
just how ‘twas.”” He was grave
now, and his eyes deep with
carnestness. Even the common-
place stuory of a clothes-wringer
was made dramatic, as he detalled
its generally worn~out conditfon
its especlally weak points, and hts
mother's inability to buy a noew
one,

Mrs. Bronson became intereste’
* Never mind about the petticoat.
she s5l1d; = I can get another.’

**What a wonderful lady,” Ma:t
thought, * who can buy embron!
ery whenever she chooges.”

“T1'1} be down to sec your mothe-
in a day or two. She's a good
washer, and I don’t like to give
her yp. Maybe a new wringer can
be managed somehow.”

Matt heamed.

*“ Here's an orange for yow.”

Dismai? No, indced! Matt
showed pretty much all his teeth
fn smiles as he started for home.
with the empty basket turned over
his head like a great hood.

He began to peel the orange.
turning tack the golden coser
with bis fingers.  Then a thought
stopped him. Oranges didn’t grow
on treos, and drop f{nto laps in
their door-yard. They cost.money:
-~and there waz Janey, feverish.
crylng for cool drinks,

A genuine battle to fight! It was
self-love azalnst lovo for another. Matt
stopped stiil and braced himself. AN
the laugh went out of his faco, it became
troubled, then rosolved. He looked
down st the orzage. The inner skin
was not broken. Not a drop of tho do-
licious juico had escaped. Carefully he
turned the ycllow cover back to its place,
and shat his hand tight over it. Then
he just ran for homo.

“ 3§s8. Bronson’s 21l right, mamsie.
She's coming to see yot, and I ‘most
know you're to have a new wringer.
Here. Sis? here's an orange she give
me; but I'd rather youd bave it.”

Poor, sick little Janey crowed with de-
light. Then the laugh came back into
Matt's face. 1t was a victory}

Her face
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Shun the Cider.
BY NETTIE A. PERHAM.

I wouldn’t touch the cider,
Oh, no, I'd let it be,
It is the safest way, boys,
As you will clearly see.
For if you stand for temperance,
And never taste the stuff,
It surely cannot harm you,
That fact is plain enough.

I wouldn’t sip the cider,
Although it may be sweet,
Nor suck it through a straw, boys,
When with your mates you meet;
For soon, before you know it,
It may be sour instead;
There have been cider drunkards,
About them I have read.

And if you start with cider,
You'll soon be taking beer;
Thern something even stronger,
Till friends for you will fear;
So better be abstainers,
The temperance pledge now sign,
And never, never dally
With cider, beer, and wine.
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A PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK
Rev. W, H. Withrow, D.D,, Editor.

TORONTO, JULY 15, 1899.

JUBILEE VOLUME OF THE METHO-
DIST MAGAZINE AND REVIEW.

The July number begins the fiftieth
volume of our Connexional Monthly, 1t
will have splendidly illustrated articles
on two of Canada’s great industries,
Agriculture and Lumbering; also an
article on the growth of Methodism in
the Dominion. This volume will have
several articles on the progress of Meth-
odism and missions in Canada and
throughout the world during this won-

derful century, showing the ground for '

gratitude and obligation for thanksgiv-
ing and thanks-living as we enter the
twentieth century with all its bound-
less possibilities.

The June number, containing the be-
ginning of two stirring serials—one
illustrated—of “ John Wesley and his
Times,” will be given free with this
Jubilee volume. You cannot afford to
do without it. Please send your sub-
scription of $1.00 for seven numbers, and
help this Magazine and Review to make
another long stride forward. William
Briggs, Publisher; W, H. Withrow,
Editor.

THE RETINER.

A little bit of gold was once lying hid
in the earth. It had lain hid so long
that it thought it should never be used,
and it said to itself :

5 Why do I lie idle here ? Why am I
%t picked up, that men may see. me

s on
Shéﬁfe'day a man dug it up, looked at
i said :
lt"‘(')"i‘ll(llere is some gold in this lump; but
I cannet use it as it is; T must take it

refiner.”
tovgll;n the reflner got it he threw f{t
"into a melting-pot, and heated his.ﬁre
to melt the gold. As soon as the little
piece of gold felt the heat of the fire, it
began to tremble, and cried:

“I wish that I had 1
earth,”

But the fire grew hotter and hotter,
and at last the gold melted, and left the
earthy part of the lump by itself.

“ Now,” said the gold, “my troubles
are over; now I shall shine.”

But its troubles were not over yet.
The man took it once more and began
to hammer it into shape.

“Ah,” said the gold, “ what a trouble
it is to be gold; if I had been dross or
common earth, I should not have been
put to all this pain.”

“That is true,” replied the man; “if
you had been dross, you would not have
had all this pain, but you would not
have become what you are now—a beau-
tiful gold ring.”

The piece of gold iy the human heart.
The dross or common earth means its
faults and weaknesses. God is the re-
finer who sends trials and troubles to
make us good and strong and take away
our defects.

Pain is one of the trials. 1If we bear
it patiently, God will make us better by it.
He will make us brave and gentle. Next
time you have pain, say to yourself :

“ My Father is taking away my faults;
I must be patient.”

ain quiet in the

THE BOY WITH A KODAK.

John and his sister Flora were sitting
on the grass in the front yard, playing
jackstones. It seemed impossible for

theso two children to
any length of time wit
their big sister named
Across the street stood a large hotel, al-
ways  well-filled during the summer
months with city people who came to
enjoy the sweet country air, and tap
themselves on the lakes. .

John looked up and saw a tall boy
coming across the street. In hig hand
he carried ga curious-looking box. He
coolly stepped over the low iron fence
that surrounded the yard, and seated
himself on the grass a few feet from

He did not seem inclined to talk,
so the game went op as if he had not
been there. Flora wag tossing the jack-
stones when John exclaimed :

“There! That’s g miss.”

“ Well, it wasn’t but a littie one,” gaiq

Flora, holding it away from his out-
stretched hand.

“ A miss is a mi

play together for
hout having what
their “difference.”

. Ss, big or little,” said
John, getting Very much ip earnest.

‘“ Come, hand it over, It’s my turp.”
But Flora only shook her head re-
fiantly, and put her hang behing her.
“You're a cheat—that's what you aret”
exclaimed John, angrily,
At this PFlora raised her h
struck her brother op the arm.an%{eall'leq
sented it by making an ugly grimace at

her,

Snap, snap, went the bexr o the
stranger boy’s hang. ’

Both turned in surprise.

“ What makesg that thing do that ?
What is it, anyhow ?7” John de ’

manded,

“T'N tell you later,” said the tall boy,

and stepping over the fence he walked
quickly away.

“ Queer chap, isn’'t he ?”
looking after him uneasily.

A few days afterward, when they were
playing in the yard, they saw the tall
boy again crossing the street; but this
time he had some cards in hig hands.

“Here, sis,” said he, holding one to-
ward Flora. She took it curiously and
gazed at it in blank amazement, Then

her face flamed with shame and mortifi-
cation.

There she was,

said John,

photographed, her
clenched fist raised, and in the act of

striking her brother, while on her face
Wwas a most unbecoming expression of
rage and revenge, Never before hag
she seen herself in a passion. Her mir-
ror always reflected her face when in a
complacent mood, and at such times it
was not uncomely. She hagd no idea it
could become thus transformed.

John stood silently locking at it over
her shoulder. The tall boy then handeq
the other card to John,

He would have laughed outright if it
had not been a photograph of himself,
The deep frown and the distorted fea-
tures were anything but Dleasant to look
upon, He felt deeply chagrined ang
mortified, as he looked at the card.

“You see, I took you the other
when you were fighting,”
boy, leaning against the fe

“You fight a
I have tried
from my win

day
explained the
nce.

great deal, don’t you ?
several times to take you
dow across the street, but

PALACE oF SARGON—RESTORED.

1 did not Succeed,

to be quite commo
adays.

Kodaks are

It’s
You
and, so say-

ing, he walkeg away.
John and Flora looked at
in shamefaceq sile o s ther

nce.  One could not
exult over the other, 7Th
for both of them, ® defeat was

“Say, Flora,” said John, at |
“ letI’s not fight any more.” oneth,
“I won't it you won’t” !
Floms, n’t, answered

Bver after ty
that they were

P In each room caused

them to change their tactics i

—Advance, istantly
—_—

Berlin is saiq to
in Rail
allowed tq blow
the city limits.

be the most quiet city
Way engines are not
their whistles within
There is no loud bawi-
1 » and a man whoge
801N gearing is lgoge and rattling is
Ject to_a fire. The courts have a |
d‘lscretmn as to fines for noise-ma,
Strangest of all, piano-playing is regu-
lated in Berlin, Before g certain hour

in the day and after a ce i
the nigne, (o % rtain hour in

sub-
arge
king,

ano 5 .
| that musical city, TSt be silent in

A BOY OF TO-DAY

Julia MacNair Wright.

Author of “The House on the Bluff,” ¢t

CHAPTER V.
L.
HE PUTS HIS SHOULDER TO THE WHEE

-
The potato-field, where it was tlgat
man’s fortune to plant potatoes on

d.
March Saturday, lay next the rﬁ:m
Spring had set in very early. Thethick
lay sloping a little to the south; &

line of low-growing tamaracks Shqlter;g
it from the north winds, and the Sinn nd
always boasted of having the ﬁ_nest %Ie-
earliest potatoes in the township. t at
man considered himself an adepﬁel(l
potato planting. At the side of .the
the basket stood with the cut slices. oC
Hung by a strap about Heman’s nt in
Wwas a tin pail for the pieces to plan hed
tWo rows. Hoe in hand he mare ces
down g furrow, planting at set dlstaél .
and covering as he planted; then '3g0
in the same track, planting the r(ll 50
on the other side of the furrow, an ly.
reached the bhasket for a new suppP a
We might imagine a scientific boY, in
student boy, as cheering himself on ers
Such work by considering the won t a
of potato growth, how a potato is 10 a
root, but a thick underground stem,
food storehouse for the plant, and

ne
diligent cultivation becoming much the
more a food store-house for ma-nfrom
Mmight have considered how it gre“bm of
éyes, which are simply buds, capa from
rowing out stalk and roots, o epised
the seeds of the pretty but dc“f the
fower; he might have thought ho;,acc(“
edicinal tomato, the injurious to e ‘al
and the dangerous nightshade, &r on
first-cousing of the potato, and 59 ¢
Indefinitely, Heman thought “Othmf—; he
the kind, yet did not Jack for Cheelb,insy
liked to hear the call of the first I0 owS-
to mark the crafty manners of the crrass’
to see the fresh promise of the gmw_
and notice the rosettes of mullein &
g along the fence corners. the
When " Heman looked down hip;
farth  kept him tn good f_enowts by
there were snail-shells turned Ouif he
the recent ploughing; he wondered t to
tould find an arrow-head to presen the
the 8chool-master, and he °bserve((iiita»t’
Quantities of angle-worms, and meIf he
ed when he could go a-fishing. plue
looked upward there were broad jon:
skies to fill his heart with exultatvll
SPring was in the air, and to-day 10 uds
the north-west lay a pile of black clfﬁfch
Blgantic castles, clouds VYRias
D'rexy  calleq wind-clouds, and
‘ weather breeders.”
Some schoolmates passed along
road and stopped to interview M nin’!
‘Say, Heman, come, go f9 reek
They’s lots of ball-pout in the cine‘
UOW, an’ perch! Timmy caught nIt’“‘
teen shiners lagt night. Come on-
be warm ’‘nuff to wade, mebby.”

the

~
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“Can't; don't you scoe I'vo got all
theso periaters to plant 7

‘“Well, I call it awlul mean to have to
plant taters all day Sat’day, after bein’
. school at hard work all the week.”

“1 don't work very hard In school,
-ure,” sald Heman, slowly covering the
two ‘ hills * nenrest the fonce, and lewn-
ing on his hoe. ‘Truo enough, ho looked
longlingly at the poles and lines of do-
mestic manufacture, and the palls sug-
gesting dinner in tho woods,

*Como on; don‘'t drop taters all day.”

“1 notlce I drop 'em Into my mouth
fast enough, when they're grown and
cooked,” said Heman with a jolly laugh.

* Where's your Uncle 'Rias, why don't
he plant 'em ?"

“ He's out in the wood-lot, fellin® some
big trees. Budd Hunt hag his little
saw-mill set up at Inlet-head, for a
couple of weeks, an' Uncle ‘Rias wants
somo boards sawed out."

*“Come ¢n, an' leave them taters for
him to plant nex' week."”

“That would be a pretty trick,” sald
Heman, with scorn.

" Take you all day, won't ft?
you might be eatin' outdoors.”

* Guess I'll do that any way, soon as
Aunt D'rexy's gingerbread an’ apple
ple’s done, guesg I'll take dinner out to
the wood-lot for Uncle 'Rias an’ me.”

There was some malcvolence in this
romark; these viands of Aunt D'roxy's
making were famous, and Meman
shrowdly suspected that a largoe part of
the zeal for his company, fishing, was
due to the thought of the good things he
would bring to eat.”

“Hum—m,” sald one boy, ‘“‘fore I'd
work hke you do. an’ they ain't your
people neither.”

‘They are too, my peuple,” gald He-
man. “Aunts an’ uncles, they come
next to fathers an’ nothers, an’ gran-
mothers, dont you know anything ?-
and he covered two more hilis vigor-
ously,

“Come on, jes' halt a day, an’ work
at taters this afternvon.”

* Can't—Joey goin’ ?*

** He never goes 'less you do-—an’ his
mom’s makin® doughnuts.”

Heman laughed. * Well, I've got to
nurry up. Wouldn't be sprised if that
pile of black clouds brought suthin’?’’

Away went the boys disappointed and
commenting, and Heman hurried along
the rows tihinking about shiners and
‘ pumpkin seed,” and how nice a dozen
of little fish would smell, frying in a
pan for supper! Time flew as he went
up one row and down another, and the
store of cut potatoes in the big basket
visibly lessemed, for Heman was a dill-
ecent worker.  He reflected that of late
Rias had seemed less cheery than usual,
and even more zealous than ever in
crowding on work. He knew tod, that
Aunt Drexy often luoked earnestly at
‘Rias as i anxious to read his thoughts.
Theso were sober musings, but they
fitted the darkening of the day, for be-
forc Heman was aware the clear sun-
shine had changed to a dul! brassy light.
and now and then a puff of wind came
along with a shrill scream. One such
whirled off Heman's hat and led him a
rhase. When he picked up the hat he
saw that the big black clouds had
massed and heaped until they looked
like the picture of Mount Chimborazo,
as seen in his atlas, drawn by an artist
who delineated from Imagination rather
than observation. He heard Aunt
D’rexy blowing loud and shrill on the
dinner-horn. She wanted him; he turned
to run toward the house. A queer
world this, a panel or two of rail-fence
rose up into the air and waltzed about;
the potato basket turned over and went
trundling along the fleld—there was a
screaming, much more shrill than the
dinner-horn, and Heman reflected that
{reshly-ploughed land did not taste well,
and that he would bo a gueer looking
boy if ever he stood up after heing rub-
bed along for a while face dowrward in
the moist furrow. He appeared to be
sleepy, and forgot himself. Then, there
he was, scrambling to his knees, shak-
ing earth from his hair and spitting it
from his mouth, wishing he had a towel;
next he stood up, and his breath, which
had been gone, it seemed, came back.
fhe sun had come out, and the shriek-
ing nolses were stilled. Seaward, the
torn cloud-mountaln careened, hauging
low, as if to meet the waves, Yonder,
between him and the house, was Aunt
D'rexy, running as he had never seen
her, for D'rexy was squarely bulit and
sedate of movement. Heman ran to
meot her, and after she had laborlously
~Hmbed one fence reached her, and was
clagped, maud and all, to tke embdrace of
ner clean calico gown. *““ Now the dear,
kind Lord be praised, who has saved you,
my boy ¥’

* What was it, Aunt D'rexy ? I'm all
right, but the potatoes are upset, and
1 il have a great time gettlng them to-
gether.”

An’

“'Pears llke it was a pleco of a
cyclone, from what I'vo heard. It
didn’t hit our bulldings, but it took
down your dove-house, and cut the top
oft tho popple tree down tho road. I
wish I know about 'Rias, ‘'Peared llke
tho wind dida't go long our wood-lot
way through. Went toward the school-
us,

*Well, as socn as I'm clean enough
to seo atralght, I'll go look for Unclo
'Rias, an’ ask him to como homo for
carly dinner.”

Heman made hasto to wash and chango
his clothes, his rhoes were full of stony
carth. Uncle ‘Rias had tho two horses
at the wood-lot ready to haul out his
logs. “He may want mo to stay and
g0 with him to the saw-mill,” said Heo-
man; “if I don't come back soon you
know {t's nll right, Aunt D'roxy."”

Heman wont up the road at a rapld
pace, not that he was alarmed about
Uncle 'Rias, but he was thinking what
fun it would be to toll him of the antics
of the fence-ralls and the potato baskot,
and how he himself had tried ploughing
up the ground with his nose! Then {f
Uncle 'Rias ghould olect to go at once
to the Irlet-head, there would be no cnd
of a flno chanco to watch the anchored
boats, to see what now cat-boats were
belng built, perhaps to have a row, and
finally he and Uncle 'Rias could sit on
a log at the saw-mill, and oat a
*snack * of cheese and hard tack bought
at tho “ ship’s grocerles” store. Better
far all this than golng a-fishing. As ho
surmounted the low hill that looked
down upon the wood-lot he saw in an
unfenced stump-filled fleld on the south
of the road oneo of Uncle *Rins’ big grey
horses, tearing around as it insane with
fright, a portion of harness flylng ke
¢ibbons about his back. On the north
side of the road the path openirg Into
the wood-lot was stranfely changed If,
as Aunt D'rexy said, the mamn part of
the wind-storm had swept straight sea- i
ward, some of its scouting parties had
done dire damage here, a tree lay partly !
across the road, there was a wide open-
ing where trec tops had been reaped off |
like ripe heads of wheat, aad spaces
where sonse big pine falling had carried
down all beneath it. Heman set out to
run Iin good earnest. A few rods,
brought him to thoe scene of desolation.
Bandy, the other grey horse, lay dead,
his head crushed, and beyond him, on
and under a heap of debris, of rotten
wood and dry branches, fallen back-
ward, his head very low, was Uncle
‘Rias, motionless, ghastly. The quick
eyes of the boy took not a minute to
discern that the right leg cf his uncle
was crushed under the fallen body of
the partly decayed tree, the wreck of
whose top afforded the debris that cov-
ered him. To free his head and shoul-
ders from wreckage and to put his head
in a better position was Heman’s first
work; and !n doing so he found that his
uncle’s heart still beat. Around He-
man’s neck hung, llke a Dboatswain’s
whistle by its cord, one of those shrill
sirens in which he and Joey delighted. ,
He blew as he worked, the luudest blast ,
he could. To his great joy a sccond
blast obtained an answer; Joey then was
somewhere on the rosd. Heman blew
the signals of * troubie’” and * hurry,”
and soon a plunging sound, and Joey’s
voice encouraging a horse, cameo near.
Then Joey's chestnut * Ranger' reared
and refused to come on; he was terrified
by Bandy's dead body. Joey turned him
adout, tied him, ani hurried forward.

“A tree’s fallen on Uncle ‘Rias!”
shouted Heman.,

(To be continued.)

LESSON NOTES.

THIRD QUARTER.
STUDIES IN THE OLD TESTAMENT.

LESSON 1V.—~JULY 23.

THE HANDWRITING ON THE WALL.
Dan. §. 17-31. Memory verses, 24-28,
GOLDEN TEXT.

God is the Judge.—Psalm 75. 7.
OUTLINE,

1. The Crime, v. 17-28.

2. The Sentence, v. 24-29.

3. The Execution, v. 30, 3L
Time.—638 B.C.
Place.~Babylon.

. LESSON HELPS.

17. What precedes should be read with
caro 80 as (o understand this lesson.
“Let thy glits be to thysell’——For (1)
Daniel was unseiflsh, aod (2) gifts could
be of little use, for in & fow kours the
city was taken and pillaged. * Thy
rewards —Or fees. eA present was
sometimes really wages for work done.

* I will read "—>Make known,
thirough divine help.

18. * Thy father'—Grand-
father, as somo say. ‘The
chronology may puizie, dut
thao piain truth of the npar-
rative ought to puzslo no
one. 8earch for the vital,
poermanent truth in the nar
rative an¢ poetry of the
Bidble. “The most high
God "—The language ot
reverence. Earthly bolnge
should seo tho hcavenly
King, should honour and
obey him,

19. Nebuchadnezzar was a
powerf:l king, rich In
weaith, armios, and a
sproading kingdom. “Whom
he would he slew’”—The
king's will waa law,
His frown was doath to a subjoct and
his smllc was pardon, He was almost
irresponsible. The old orlental king is
the type ot a despot.

20, *Lifted up . . hardencd "—Fig-
urative expressions. niuch of our prose
is poctical {n form but nr notic .d by
us except we study ctym. .. Ho was
deposed bocanse insane. It was a neces-
sity to take from him the reins of gov-
ernment.  Pride, implety, and lack of
moral restraint made him crazy.

21. “Til1 he knew"—He was wisor
than some other inen who in aflliction
never come to know tho most high God.

22. “ And thou his son “—'Tho son was
like his father in pride, but, unlike him,
did not repent. Hls father's experlence
tanght him nothing.

23, * The vessels of his house™ -Thie
fliled the sou} of Danlel the Jew with
horror. To profane the garred vessels
of the lord’s house = as indeed a great
sin. rebe'lion agalns' the King of kings
*In whose hand thy breath s it is
for God to say to us, “Live.” and for
him to proaounce the word “ Die *In
him we Jive move, and have our being*’
“ Hast thou not glorifled*” In thine
heart, by thy life. A king should be to
all his people an example of plety.

256. And this s the writing* - The
words were not in the Chaldean char-
acter which we now call Hebrew They
were probably in the true Hebrew char-
acter. Each word has a seantence of
thought. The words mean (1) numera-
tion, (2) welghing (3) divisior.

HOME READINGS.

M. Belshazzar's feast—Dan. b. 1-9,

Th. Danlel called.—Dan. 5. 10-16.

W. The handwriting on the wal' —Dan.
5. 17-31.

Th. The temple vessels --Jer, 52. 12-19.

F. Pr%ghecy agalnst Babylon.- Jer. 51.
47-58.

S. Herod’s punlishiment.—Acts 12, 18-23.

Su. Found wauting.~Luke 12, 13-21,

QUESTIONS fFOR HOME STUDY.

1. The Crime, v. 17-23.

Who was king of Babylon at this
time ?

in what pleasure was he ‘ndulging *

What had happened to bring Daniel
to the banquet ?

Whose successor was Belshazzar ?

Of what sin had Nebuchadnezzar been
guilty 2 Verse 20.

What penalty had come to Nebuchad-
nezzar as the result ?  Verge 21.

How ought this to have affected Bel-
shazzar ?
2. The Sentence, v. 24-29.

Who sent the hand” that had written
on the wall ?

‘What were the words written ?

What did the word Mene mean ?

What meant the word Tekel ?

Wkhat did the words Upharsin and
Peres mean ?

Whereln had Belshazzar been found
wanting ?

‘What was declared to be the fate of
his kingdom ?

What did the king command concerne
ing Daniel ?
3. Tho Execution, v. 80, 3L

How soon was God's sentence agalnst
Belshazzar executed ?

What was his fate ?

‘What 15 sald tn Gal. 6. 79

Who took possession of his throne ?

How did ho treat Daniel ? Dan. 6.

1, 2.

How do you know when you have the
true welght ? Suppose you want a
pound of something; what must the
grocer put in the other scalo 2 A pourd
weight, to be sure. Then if the two
balance, if they are just even, yon know
you have a pound; but it not, something
Is wanting.

Queen Victoria bas s regiment of sol-
dlers, called the Queen's Guard, thai is
mads ap of men of exzactly the same
helght. If a man ig wanting in five
inches of this helght, or one inch, he

TIE IMAXQING CARDRXS OF BABYLOXM,

cannot belong to it.  Ho Is measured
to seo if he is just tall enough. anml naot
tno tall. But thero 18 somcthing Inshle
overy ono of us that cannot be meaaured
by a footrulo or yardstick, nor weighel
[n scales that we can sco; yot {t {8 very
impartant to know that thero is nothing

wanung God Jues the measuring andg
welghing. Suppose our hearts ate put
tn one scale and Juve in the other, of
or obedience In the other, or
truth, or any of the things Uod waaty
us to have to make up one of hia chn
dren. how will our hearts welgh * Wil
we be wanting 1n any of theso things ?

Readable Books.

The Miracle at Markham.
How T'aclve Churches Beeamo Ono.
By Charles M. Sheldon.  With numer
ous lllustrations. Paper, 30c. 3 cloth,
00c.

A new story by Sheldon will interest a
world of renders.  Tho succoss of his books
is without a parallel, Ff‘cen Lomlon
publishers aro competing for tho market.
Already 4,000,000 copies aro rv,  wid an
sold. ** Tho Miraclo at Markham ™ is said
to be Mr. Sheldon's best.

Yesterday Framed in To-day.

A Story ol the Christ and How To day

Received Him, By ** Panay® (Mrs. G, R

Alden).  Cloth iflustrated, 70¢.

This ix one of the most remarkable
bouks Pansy has yet wntten.  Her ook
1s guuke anything elso in puint.  Into the
to-day of railroads and telegraphs, phono

phs and clectric lights, tho author
rings a central figure  Jesua tho Christ.
Itisan agpmpnatc soquel to hor beautiful
life of Christ, which appeared 1ast scason.

The Uross Trlumphant,

By Florence M. Kingsloy, author of

“Titus,” *“Stophen’ and  “Pauf.”

Paper, 60c ; cloth, 81 00,

The oxtruordinary  popularity of
“ Titus,” which enjoyed a malo of nearly a
million copics within a ycar, mado M.
Kingaley's a honschiold name 1n all
America.  Tho new atory is well worthy
of the excellent series to which it forins a
ormplement.

A Doubls Thread.

By Ellen Thorneycroft Fowler. Paper,
75¢. ; cloth, 81.25.
Mixs Fowler's **Concerning lsabe]

Carmnaby ” was one of tho most succuss{nl

books of the past yeer. Tho lLowdion

Speaker remarked of it : * *The novel of

tho scason® will probably be the vendict

upon this amuinﬁly witty and bollant

story. Tho book positively radiatos
_ humour,”

I, Theu and the Other One.

By Amolia K. Barr, Author of *“Jan

older’s Wife,” “A Bow of Orange

Ribbon,” ste., etc. Illustrated. Paper,

60c. ; cloth, §1,00,

Mrs, Barr woll maintains tho papalerity
won with hor earlicat stories. T‘;:-. new
ono i1 aid to bo the bost she has written
2a00 ‘A Bow of Orange Ribhon”
appeared.

We pay postage. Send orders to

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Mothodist Book and Pablishing iHouse.
‘Torouto,

€ W. (oates, Beatreal, 8. F. Bsestis, ali'ar,
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PLEASANT HOURS.

s

The Fall of Babylon.
(Daniel 5. 1-30.)
BY GEORGE CROLY.

On the rushing, mighty river,
On the wide, night-covered plain,
Sounds the rattling of the quiver,
Sounds the trump, then dies again.
There, in numbers without number,
Persia’s hordes are pouring on.
Thou hast slept thy final slumber,
God-defying Babylon !

On the city’s thousand towers,
Blaze a thousand festal fires!

Squandering his hour of hours,
Guilty son of guilty sires,

There Belshazzar, with his lords,
To the timbrel’s silvery chime,
Shoutings wild, and clash of swords,

Holds high feast to Baalim.

Tyrant, thou art in thy glory,

Asia’s treasures round thee blaze,
Princes proud, and sages hoary,
Like a god upon thee gaze:

Harmonies around thee
winging;
Beauty in her brightest
bloom, .
To thy golden footstool
clinging,
Yet that throne shall
be thy tomb!

Hark! What sudden burst
of thunder
Shakes the hall, ang
heaves the ground !
are hushed in fear
and wonder;
There iz judgment in
the sound !
Conscience-struck, the
crowned blasphemer,
Wild and wilder quaffs

All

the wine:
“Shall T turn a coward
dreamer,
When the living world
is mine!

“ Bring the golden cups v’

he cries,

‘““ Purchased by my
father’s sword.
High to Baal fill the

prize,
Spite of Israel and his
Lord ! ~
Still, with mortal an-
guish saddening,
Pledged he round his
nobles all.
Ha! but are his senses

maddening ?
Clouds have filled the
mighty hall!

Tyrant ! Now

is  run

thy sand!

Tyrant! now is wove
thy shroud!

Sees he mnow a giant
hand, ]

Darting from a fiery
cloud;

Through the midnight,
murky air,

Flashing ghastly on the
throne,

Like a comet’s blasting
glare,

Mene, Tekel, Peres,
shone,

Now is heard his cry of
terror :
“ Bring the priest, and
bring the seer !

Crowding came, with
magic mirror,
Ciphered scroll, and

mystic sphere,
All the sons of sorcery! -
With the idol in their van:
Dark Egyptian, wild Chaldee,
Rushing on with shout and ban.

“Let the foul imposters die !I”

Swells the roar from prince to slave.
But before their startled eye,

Like a vision from the grave,
Comes the man of Israel.

Still the fetters round him cling,
Yet his words like arrows fell—

Woe to’people, woe to king !

“ Number, number, weight and measnre !
Thou art numbered, weighed, undone.
Life and empire, blood and treasure,
All are lost, and all are won.”
Instant on the dazzling wall
Stooped the cloud’s supernal gloom,
Instant on the mighty hall
Sat the darkness of the tomb !

Then the thunder pealed again,

But came, mingled with its roar,
Clang of cymbals, shouts of men,

From Euphrates’ hollow shore
Comes the rushing charioteer;

Showers the torch on shrine and throne.
Dark Belshazzar, lie thou there!

Persia tramples Babylon.

THE FALL OF BABYLON,—THE ¢

THE EXTRA LESSON,
BY PRESCOIT RBAILEY BULL

Recitations were fini
Whitney's room, and she told the chil-
dren that they would have twenty min-
utes of “don’ts and do’s.”

“You know, children,” she began, “the
school-room is our little world ang we
are all citizens. Tell me, Mary, one
thing that good citizens don’t do.”

Mary spoke with feeling as she re-
plied : “ Miss Whitney, they don’t rub
the girls’ faces with snow.”

“And,” put in Harriet,
rush to the dressing-
school that they push
dren.”

Jeanette’s hand was
added : “ They don’t
rubbers or mittens they
to whom they belong.”

“1 know,” said Ernestine,
children don't take the big

they are inviteq to share some one’s
luncheon at recess.”

shed early in Misg

“they don't
room so fast after
down smaller chil-

up, and she
snatch the first
8ee, no matter

“that polite
gest piece if

“Very good,” said Miss Whitney. “1I

HANGING

would like to
don’t stay on
last minute; th

add that loyal scholars
the playgrounds till the
€y come in an

L d hang up
their wraps as soon as the first bell
rings. And certainly kind children, in

school and out, don't make f
Deculiarity ahout another chil
cise any dress not
Now for the do’s !

Fred spoke up: *I¢ there are visitors
we place chairs for them and we 4o try
never to pass in front of them; if ab-
solutely necessary, we say, ‘Please ex-

un of any
d, or criti-
as good as their own,

cuse me.””
“1 think,” put in Arthur, ““ that good
school citizens keep their books clean

and their desks free from
Morris had a “qdo»
behave just as well whe
out of the room ag W
them, that’s honour.”

marks.”

ready.  “They
n the teacher ig
hen she ig with

Miss Whitney Now remarked: «g
hoped that some one would say that our
model

citizen stands straight when he
recites,

his pockets.”
She finished wi

th one of her sweet
smiles ;  *“ Pleage

remember that the

GARDENS” TO Rigmy

teacher is here to help you and not as a
police-officer: and for the sake of your
school be sure to tell the exact truth
about anything that is done in the
school-room or on the playground.”

When the children were dismissed, Ed-
ward said : “Oh ! Miss Whitney, nobody
said, ‘Don’t chew gum.’”

“No,” said Misg
“that, like eating
not necessar
children,”

Arthur Emerson told his father all
about the “ extra lesson.”

“That’'s sensible ! exclaimed Mr,
Emerson. ““Live up to that lesson and
it will do you more good than a week’s
arithmetic.”—Youth’s Companion,

Whitney, quickly,
with the knife, is
Yy to mention to well-bred

OPIUM.

All over the southern slopes of the
Himalayas and across

the northern
plain of India there are acreg and acres

brilliant with poppy blossoms. It s
one of the most beautifyl sights in the

B T i'

i

i )(’t‘;

world, and o
all that brin
step in the p

It is so, however
day two long 1j
seen slowly tra i
The first man

ne can hardly believe that |
1ant beauty ig but the first

adly opium.

, and where
filled out sufficient, os aayelas

1y, he makes
cuts along the sides. roveral

B
man who followsg him ¢ mos p 128, the
P 1cx;eamy-white, h
each slit, and he carefull
and into g cup which , scrap.es ft off
grows darker ag it drie;
crude opium,
It seems g very slow
it, drop by drop, yet s

Although an Our supplies of o
imported, it has P T are

€ €en successfyl] -
duced in the Uniteq States. e Deq

>

Plum as wel]

Seed, from Wwhich a fine

3 THE TOWER oF BABEL 1y THE BACKGROUN

?
Did you get ten thousand dollars ’

. has
oil can be made after the opium croP
been collected,

A BIG REWARD.

ong
Stephen Sparks is too old for a'nztllling
fishing trips now. But there is 1;115 sed
we boys like so well as to hear his &1
yarns.  You can’t get him to all get
asking for a story. But we t apout
around him on the beach, and beacatches
one subject and another, until he
up some thread and begins. the
“There’s a_big reward offered ;.1
papers for a lost boy,” said Fem:. 50
one day. *“ He wag kidnapped, O thou~
thing, and they have put up ten
sand dollars for him.” n gaid the
“Not much for a life, boy,” ® ile of
old fisherman. * What is ‘a ];from
money like that to a life that Ca’.%; once,
God Almighty ? T saved a li for any
myself; but I wouldn’t 'a’ done it
siller like that.” o sald
“ How much did you get, St e
Phil Shanks, gaping with surprise.

art
“Well, it was a S

id
while ago,” sald Sﬁlse aond
man, My mi# an

me wag young t'helil{l our
we had two bables I 7,
cabin on shore. them
heap of store bY I

littte  fellows, a“?,,hen
stayed at home . .o

skies were black; at
in general I did. night
"~ “But one roush da o
there came a o
guns over the wa,t'e!'n
boom ! boom ! boo'mt;ess-
was a ship in dlswheﬂ
We could see her, 4
the wind blew the, face-
from off the moons ged,
She was water-108 the
and driving before

ind. or
v Three hoats put Offofng
her, and I offered sat'ever’
w. the rest. ‘No, v
says the big,
hearted fello:;’ss},( a
calls yer to
fathery them babieil
got? So I staye
hind.

“The boats manag®
get to the wreck, B% oo
could see by our 8 pow
for the moon Was the
shining bright 10 thing
west. But a queer i,
happened then, therd of,
o’ which 1 had hean e-
but never chanced ©

ore.

f “ While the westex;n
was silver bright wi
moon, a thick black0
sprang right up out
east, and sheets O 1o
broke out of it. f(l)'.ke
mup by a roar U
thousand ca_nno':vﬁ«
waves rose up
hissing, and thel& o
whole sky blackene ou
the wind rushed a,r t
to the north, and 10T~
hours we saw
more than if we hae
looking into a ston on

“The storm left 90
sudden, like it had reck
and there was the ‘;,a,ter,
still on top of wn
tossing up and dod peen-
lower than she had king:
She was slow at SIBE o
and there, clinging man—
was the figure of 3
just one man.
J “We come tO al’{uant
later on that our £
boys had made off for a lower and
coast with the rest, and this ¢
Somehow been missed.”

“ Well, lads,” said old Steve,
up in the most provoking way, "
ting his story off short, I ain he
brag o’ my own doin’s, but I fetc a righ
chap off single-handed, I did; ag.da}’ to
broud I was o’ the job. GOO
Ye.Y)

“But, Steve, Steve ! oW
after him, “what was your T

”

1 the
1 oo

d to

D.

at
th i

The old fisherman stopped, and sl?’? ne
back at us in scorn. Dollall‘d
8aid.  “Do you think I wou
money for such a job as that at §
ward.? Yes; I got a reward th I
loads of money couldn’t equal.

a fellow-creature’s lite ! pack to
¢ hung our heads, and Wentbout re”

the sands with a new thought ah

Wwards, and what a life was worth-

hip~
got

_ der
Little Tommy—« Why does theb:ﬁﬁ in

of the orchestra wave his stick a

that manner, mommer ?” off the
His Mamma—To keep the files

musgic, I suppose.”



