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Winter Days. g&:’ﬂincos and giving him the nows of the ! euhooura’gobP!:gln to mvio his stmngth for When their ofl falled, leaving thom in
. veek, what migbt a long fmprisonment. total darkness, it was Vernon's courage
oud Wv:g:f; comes forth In bis robe of |  Gne gunshiny day, when work in tho ; * There is no usze, mo use,” moaned | alcuo that kept Philip from giving up
Ho sends t'he gwee. Qowers far out of ming was not pressing, the twe boys | Philip, “ There is no chance of escapo. } utterly.
sight, ¢ s «&ro ;;pentth the ha{tt:maoozlx‘ in sldghtseolng; go- Weycan do nothihig.” | “1 can soe now what need young peo-
ng through the dasrk corridors, and poep- * Yes, wo can; wo can pray,” comforted | ple have of Christ DPhillp sald, in this
He roz:!:ge trees of thelr green leaves | inp into secret chambors of whose ex- ; vernon. “ God {s hore, just ths same as |, extremity. * 't {s roligion salone that

istonce they knew only from hearsay
| before. They had just nnishod their tour
| of 1nspection, when a low, rumbiing sound,
liko the nolse of distant thunder, almost

in the sunshine, and he is adble to find l
8 way of escape for ua. Let us ask him,”
, and kneeling down, he poured out his
, beart to the good Father with ss much

makes them brave In iimes of ’ nger:

) and 1t 1 live to sce my comrades again

i I will tell them that it makes heroos of
boys to follow Christ.”

Angd freezes the pond and the river ;
He hasa spofled the butterfly’s pretty rest,
And orderel the birds not to build thelr

tho fall of a heavy body, and almost {m-

pest, .
, . | paralyzed them with fear. This was | faith and earnestness that Philip’s sink- They did llve to tell the story of thelr
And b::sl:hed the frugs to a four mondhs I followed by a crash resembling that of I ing heart revived, and he listened hope- ,capuvﬂy. ‘Two days later, when, amidst

And makes ell the children shiver,

Yot Lo does some good with his
fcy thread, -
For he kesps the corn-seods .
warm {n thefr bed,
He dries up the damp which the
rotn has spread,
And renders the alr more
healthy ;
He taught the boys to slide, and
he flung :
Rich Christmas gitts o'er the old
and the young,
And when cries for food from the
POOT Were wrung,
He opened the purse of the
wealthy.

We like the spring with its 8nbd,
fresh air ;

We like the su;nmer with flowers
go falr;
We like the fruits we in autumn

share,
Aud we like, too, old Winter's

greetlag ;

Ris touch I8 cold, but his hea;«: i3
warm; -

&0, though he brings to us snow
and storm,

We look with a smile on his well-
known form,

And ours {3 a gladsome meeting.

3RAVE ENOUGH TO BE A
CHRISTIAN.
BY BELLE V. CHIBHOLX.

Philip Harding’s father was
superintendent ot the Nelson-
ville mines, where Vernon Bret's
tather worked; but the difference
in thelr social positions did not
orevent the boys from forming a

* friendskip in deptk and constancy
axin to that of David and
Jonathan. .

They belongnd to the sam?
classes in school, and, although
they might have been called rivals
fn their studies, they were too
loval to each other to care for un-
divided honours, and were always
best satisfied with their grades
when they were exactly alike.

Oinie wiater, durlng 8 preclous
revivai In the village where they
lived, Verzon gave his kcart to
Jesus, but, though Philip attended
the 1neetings occasionally, he
strove agalost all serious thoughts,
and joore than once tried to per-
seade Verner that reiigion was
iatanded specially fcr the old and
wretched, and not for the young
and strong, who kad many happy
years before them.

Early in the spring of the same
yezr Mr. Bre¢ was prostrated by a
low fover that promised to hold
him a prisoner for many long,
weary weeks. In the emergency, Vernon
laft school and begged to be allowed to
take his father's place in the mines.

Superintendent Harding was a little
dubious about a boy of fourteen being
able to handle o pick and perform the
work of a man underground; but he took
him on trial, and he never had cause to
regret the trust lmposed in him.

This bsing shut away f:om tke light
of day Interfered greatly in the com-
panfonship of the boys, but it Increzsed
rather than diminished thelr friendship.
To make.up in part for the week's scpara-
tion, Phillp was in the habit of spending

- &n hour .oT two etery Saturday afternoon
~ig the:anlne; litening tq- Vernen's ox-

Loay

mediately the air in the .nine became
stifiing from the dust that filled it.

At the time cf the catastrophe Philip
was standing, leaning on a pick, watch-
ing Vernon, who, on his knces by the
lantern, was about to knock down some
coal he had loosened in the morning.
They reallzed at oncs that something
dreadful ked happencd, and instinctively
rushed toward the mouth of the mine.
But befare they had gone far they found
the way blockadad by a huge mass of
fallen slate and timbers. They were
shut off completely Zrom the outside
world—buried alivo in the bowels of the
earth, with Bcarcelr a ray of hope left
for thelr rescuc.

Vernon gained control of himgalt first,
and tried in every way $Smaginable to

fully to Vernon's calculations of how long
it would take thelr friends to rmach them.
Fortunatsly, the nico lunch that Philip

had brought to share with his friend
had left the sulsstantial dinner 62 bread
and meat which Vernon's mother had
put up for him, untoucked. They were
too much excited that cvening to even
think of cating; but the next day, when
nature bogan to zssert its claims, they
were very gratefal for the thin slices of
sweet rye bread and teoder beef that
were found {n the dinner-pail. Bat
though they could have devoured the
whole st & single meal, they weore wise
enough to save a portion of it for the
morrow; and, &% they had access to 8
epring of clear water, they managed to
pass the second day in the mine without
suffering from hunger.

; the rojolcing of friends, the two boys,

more dead than allve, were drawn up into
lGod‘s pure air and sunshine, ho re-
deewed his promise by telling
bow, in hls cowardlce, hs had
becn apheld and strengthenod by
the courage of his friend, who
was brave onough to be 2 Chria-
tian.—Sunday-school Visitor,

IN HIS NAME

There are a few noteworthy
action in 1ife that are not horalded
in the morning papers, and thoro
are a good many people who do
not telophone for tho reporters
whon they do noble deods. We
give np instance.

It was a cold, dark evenipg,
and the city lights only intensl-
fled by thoir sharp contrast the
gloom of the storm. It was the
timo when woalthy shappers are
eating thelr hot dinners, when
the stores are closing, and when
the shop-giris plod home, many
too poor to ride, tired with the
fong day’z stonding and worlk

One of the shop-girls wa have
alluded to was hurrying homo
through the slush after a hard
day’s work. 8he was a dellcate
girl, poorly dressed, and wholly
unable to keep out the winter's
cold with a thin fall cloak. One
person noticed her as she hurried
along. She was evidently very
timid and solf-absorbed.

A bllnd man was sitting in av
alley by the pavement, silently
offering pencils for sale to the
heedless crowd. The wind and
slect beat npon him. He had no
overcoat. His thin hands clasped
with purple fingers the wel,
sleet-covered pencils, He iodked
15 if the cold had congealed him.

The girl passed the mamn, a2
did the rest o! tke hurrying
crowd. Wher she had welked
hal? a block away she fumbled
fn her pocket, and turred and
walked back.

For 8 moment she looked in-
tently at the vendor of penclls,
and when she saw that he gave
no sign, she quietly dropped n
ten-cont pleco into his lngers,
and walked on.

But she was evideatly troubled,
for her sieps grew slower.

Then she stopped, turned, ang
walked rapldly back to the dark
alley, and the man half afding In
it. Bending over him she =aid
softly, “ Are you really blind **

The man lifted his Lead and
showed her his sightless eyes.
‘Then with an indescribable ges-
ture he pointed to his breast.
There hung the 3.1 badge o the
Grand Army of the Republic.

“Y beg you pardon, sir,” she

gald bumbly. *“ Please give mo back

my ten cents.”
{  *Yes, ma'am,” he asswered.
i She took out her purse. It was 3 very
{ thin one. It contained but two silver
; doliars, ocne-third of ber week’s hard
, earnings—all she bad. She put ono dol-
{ 1ar of it into his hand with (he words -

* Take this instead, for the dear Lord’s

zake, and go home now. You ought not

; to sit bere in this bitter wind and sles’”
i Then sho turned ber stess homeward,
{ thinking tnat no cne had seen her.
. Thinking no one bad scea her? Goa
{ had zeon her. and one man, who to his
, a¥ing day will never forgst the act.—
l Youth's Companion.



