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A ]PORTRAIT 0F JESUS.
MÀrrr attempta have beau made te, real-

ixe ln art the face cf our blessed Saviaur.
0f course all tiiese pictures are purely ideal.
it ils net possible that any cf them ca b.
correct, ince ne likenea ef Jeans wau
star produced during hie lit, on eartb.
Out Illustration sehk te represent the.
characteriatica of Jeans a manifesied ln hie
lité. The. pioture premnts an expression of
dignlty, purity, benevolence, and sweetnese,
wlth a linge cf saduesa. The picture la
oorrectly cf a Jewlah type, avolding au
error freqnently fallen into by the. Itlien
arthts,,who representedl the dieciples, and
the. Saviour a vol, with declded Roman
toitures. The famons picture cf the" "Lst
Supper,» by Da Vinci, is a notable illustra-
tien, of tha tact.

It la quite certain tuat ne artiat wil evez,
b. able te praduce a correct likenes af
jeas. But It ia alec true that every
hincere bellever ana lover cf the. Saviont
rnay have hie lilcenesa phetographed an hià
heszt Thia le the beat likenesa cf 3ecris
that wo cim have.

LITTLE BENNTIE LEE.
i vau ralniag very hard. Poor little

Bannie me wa]ked along the. street al
alone, and shlvered ia the. cald, wet wind.
I.i foot voe bare, and hie clethes were net

véry thlck Bennle's father had dled se,
long &go that h. dld net remember hlm at
au; Md nwlamowu dd, to Se

Bannie was ai lo ienh the. vend. It la ne
Wonder ho felt ae loncly aud mmd that h.
coula not help crylng a he walked ln the.
tain. Thon ho taw a aiudow frm which
the. liht streamed brightly; and as hie
stoppod, ho heatd people ainglng inaide.
Tii. wludow was se igh hie coula net look
in; but h. listened te the vaices. Then h.
put hlu toas i the. cracks cf the atone wali
and climbed np, se h. could se. Whe wers
singing. Tiiey were lithoe boy. and girls ne
older than h. wau; and they loaked very
happy as they sang:

Jeans loves me--thl I know,
For the, Bible telle me se.

Whou h. got dowa, h. steod there in the
rain, aud said: 'II wonder if h. loves me
toc? I gnoes h. don't. He did net knew
that h. had said this ont lond, 'tilt saine-
body answered hlm. A pnetty lady who
wus paselng stopped nlght short and dia net
seem to mind the. main at af, asaheak.d:
II What makes yen think he don't love
yen 1 " Se Bannie told her how lenely ho
vas, and that h. had nobedy te take cie of
hlm-net even Jeasa, that ho knew &bout.
Theu the. pretty lady leoked vory sonry;
and Bannie saw her wipe tests away from
her eyes; but sh. anly nild, thoen: IlMay-be
God sent me to take care cf yen. Come
wlth me for to-nigh. Thon h. vent with
her hIte the. vory houa. ln whlch lhe had
looked. And Qed gave hlm. gocd, klud
friends in that bouse, whe teck cim cf hlm
and taught hlm, that Jeue did love hlm and
everybody "la

À SONG 0F BASTE&.
BY CEIA TU&AXTKB.

Slng, chuldien, singt
And the. lily cansera awinz;

Slng that lite and joy are wiking, and th
death no more la king,

Sing the happy, happy tumuit of the slow!j
brfghtening sprlng:
Sing, children, sing 1

Slng, children, BIng 1
Wintet 'wild h.s takeu 'wing.

F11 the. air with the. sweet tidings till thi
frcsty echoos ring 1

Along the eaves the icicles ne longer glit.
teslng cilng:

And the crocus ln the. garden 1Ift Ita bighi
face te the mmn,

And ln the, meaows aoftly the brooks bogis
to ru;
And the. golden catkins swing
In the. warm airs cf the. spring;
Sing, children, alng 1

Sing, children, utng
The. Iles white yen bring

In the joyana Baitor mornlng for hoe ane
blosacmlng;

And s the. earth fier shroud cf snow frein
off her breast doth fllng,

So may w. cast our fettere off ln Ged'
eternal sprlng.

Se msy we find releaso at luat frein sorrow
and eom, pain,

So may we find our childhood's calai, deli.
cloua dia again.

Sweot are yaur oyes, 0 little ones, that look
wltii smlkig grace,

Withont a shade cf doubt or tsr, Ite the
f wture's face!1

Shîg, slng ln hiappy chorus, wlth jeyfnl
volces tell

Tastdeath ialifeand God iagood, andujll
things shalbe Wall;
Tust bitter days shail cease
In wamith and light and peace,-
That vinter yW.ds te spring,-
Sing. chlldmen, sing 1

I WOIV'T.
A ýi.ur, looking up froim oawing hià wocd,

saw his little son turming twe boya ont ef
the. yard. IlWhat are yon about Gearge? 1I
saked the. father. « 1 amn turning two
sweaters out cf the. yard," said George. 1"I
said 1 would. net play wlth sweaters, and 1
won'L." That is the. right tim ne d place to
sayU1l1wouýtl We ih.every boy woubl
tae. the. stand. No play wlth sweuroe
'IThon ahalt net tae the. name of the Thrd
thy «cd ln vain; for the. Lord will nethold
hlm guiltI.u thst tàk.hh hie na» la vain."1


