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Rough lies the hall conntey Tefore me,
Thie wountans -l e ate dink,

Tel) i about the Master !
Of the wrongs he freely foreave
Of tua love atd tender campasston,
Of his love that was mizshty so save §
Fur my heart is aneary, awenry,
Of the wous il tamptations of life,
Uf the erior that stalks in the neonday,
OFf falsehiood aoud matice and strife,

Yet I kuow that whatever of sorrow
Ur puin or temptation befall,
The intiute Master bath suttered,
And knoweth and pitieth all.
So tell me the awcet olil story,
That falls vu each woud like a balm,
And my heart that was braised and broken
Shall grow patient and strong and calu,

ON THE ICE

TuERE is no more healthful or exhilarating out-of-
door exercise than skating. It wnkes the blood
tingle to the utinost extremities, and imparts the
ulow of health to the cheek.  Ladies have learned
to skate quite gracefully, nlthough they may require
a little help in learning, such as the Iad in the
picture is proud to render to the young Indy,
who seems to be his sister from the resemblance
between them., 1t is agood thing for boys to help
their sisters. It makes them manly, aud courteous,
and strengthens one of the wost beautiful ties tha
cau unite any hutian beings,

THE CHILDREN S8AVE THE TOWN.

Tus tervible business of war, with its cruelty
and sutfering, the clash of wenpons and drendful
shedding of blood, is something with whick little
folk wmight well fancy they could have nothing to
do.  tiut there wis one war in the olden tie i
which the children not only pluyed an important
part, but, through them, a great city was saved
froi destruction, and « long aud cruel ware brought
to an end.

Some of you who have travelled, may be familiar
with the great city of Humburg, in Germany, and
know its streets aud palaces, its beautiful gardens,
and the active and industrious people who dwell
there.  1tisa very old city, and in the days long
gone by it was attacked wmany times by it encinies,
and long and bitter were the strugules of the in.
lbitants with the armics that sought to destroy
their beautiful town. In the year 1432, it was
surrounded by a great Hussite army, and the com-
wauder, Procopius the Great, hal been so successful
in defeating the German troops in battle, that e
felt quite sure the city could only offer a feeble re-
si tunce, and that very soon he could wmarch through
its streets at the head of his victorious soldiers,
For years the war had lasted, and one town after
another had been tuken; so Procopius formed an
encamptirent about its walls, and sat quietly down
to await thie moment of surrender.

Vithin the city there was terrible consternation.
The inhabitunts saw the army drawn up in front of
i*s guten, and knew that for a short tiwe only could
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The Bweet Old Story. they hope to resist the besicgers. “There is none IT HURTS EVERYWHERE,
Tell me nbout the Master ! to succour us. We and our wives and oui children MATTIR DYER DIITTS,
L um vety weary sud worn to-night, must perish with hunger and thirst within the . )
The day Hes beliind mo in the shedow, walls of the city, or the nien must go forth to be "7 :lm- the whole llquor.bgmu‘m was dor'\e awRy
Aud only the evening is light ! slnin.by the sword.” with 1" said a young wan sitting in a friend’s oflice,
Lizht with a vtiant glory Sudden] * ied: “The children ! Th ofie day.
That lingers alwut th west, Jucdenly some one cried: “1he chiicren! the |« oyt drink, do you, Will1” asked the friend. |
My pour heart (s aweary, aweary, children! Behold, they can save as. “Nu, sir, never. I have never tuken w gluss off|
'y like it N ” : .
Al longs like w child for rest. ““ But what can the children ‘!“” oried tno‘ther. whiskey in my whole life,” was the prompt answer. f
Tell e about the Muster | *They aro young and tender. They cannot tight ;| «yen T dow't see that it hus hurt you much.
. OF the hilla he in loncliess trod, neither can they create food, that we iy not Isu bad business, to be sure, But let it alone,
i When the tosrs niid bluod of his unguish starve.” . R »
| Duospest doners on Juclah' sonl. But this was not the intention of the spenker. aml e won'e hurt you " aaid Wi ;
' Tor to me life's seventy ntlestones “ | ) ed” | 1w pe ’ “I don’t ngree with you," said Will, quictly.
| Bt w servow ful jonrney mak Let the gates be opened,” lie cried, “and let the “Don't1” inquired the felend, lighﬂy.

children go forth. Let the elder ones take the little
ones by the hund, and the tender youths the bubes
and the infunts, and let them pass out before our
conquerors. Soldiers are but men, and their hearts
are often gentle, Let the children go, and their
hearts will be melted ; they will do them no harm,
neither will they destroy us.”

And 80 it was urranged.  You can imagine how
despernte their strait wust have been; how they
must have sutiered before the fathers aid motlers
would try such u deaperate scheme, and allow the
little ones to leave their sheltering aris und pass
out into the presence of the rough men whose
hukiness was to destroy and kill !

Fancy the surprise of the conquering armny, as
they saw the gates of the city swing open, and
through thine frowning portuls come—not bands of
soldiers earvying weapous and urging their steeds
forward—but a long line of little .ildren! On
they came, in nu endless procession, every one clad
in white, the elder oues leuling the way, and the
tiny toddlers clinging to their hands, wondering
what the strange scene meant, and why tliey were
thus sent forth alone, lenving home and friends and
parents behind.

But the people of Hamburg had judged rightly.
The soldiers were but men, and muny of them, per-
lps, had left behind at home jrst such little ones
as these. When they heand the pattering of the
tiny feet, and saw the white.robed throng surround-
ing their tents, their hearts were indeed melted,
and all disposition to fight and ravage and destroy
pussd awny,  They who liul cowe_to rob, to ruin,
and v kill, only desired to take those white-robed
little ones to their hearts, niud to shower love and
kinduess upon thew. What could they do for
them? They looked around, and suw thas the trees
of the orchards rourd about were loaded with cher-
vies. With one accord they threw duwn their
weapons, and gathering great, beautiful branches,
litled with the vosy, round fruit, londed the children
with them, and sent them back to their purents
with & message of peace and goml-will. ‘The yic.
tory was won, 80 far as the sufety of the city was
concerned—a great, a bloodless victory, won by the
cluldren. Back they marchied, aud from the throats
of the waiting wmultitude rng glad shouts of
thanksgiving.

For many ;. ars, as the day came round on which
this great event took place, it was celebrated, and
called “The Feast of Clerries.” Through ihe
streets of Hamburg long processions passed, wade
up of children, eacli one bearing in the right hand
a branch filled with cherries.

There have been wars and bloodslied in every
age, wild strugsles between uations, and great
victories, but rarely do we read in history £ nore
beautiful and thrilling story than that of the army
of little ones who saved Hamburgh.— Uarper's
Young Pespls.
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Wi must always spesk of the things of God
reverently and seriously, aod as becomes the oracley
of Uod.

“Nosir, 1t has hurt we already, 1 wouldn't
Lie in your ollice to duy if it hadn’t,”

« Bxplain yourself, Will,”

“1 awm out of a place. I worked in Allison’s fa.-
tory, you know.” :

“True. And it was burned down last night.”

“Yes, sir.  Our engineer had been on a sprecy
lately. He did not know what he was about halil
the time.  Last night, while he was drunk, he laid}
his pipe down on a pile of very dry lumber, went ofi
aud forgot it. A spurk from it stirted the five.
This worning there is no factory, and ubout thiity g
hands—myself amony the number—ars throwsn outf
of employment for the winter,  Didn’t it hurt me?”

“Well, yes, Will, I adwit that it did.”

“Mr. Allison is almost ruined, the men out of
work with fawilies to support, trade hurt by the
loss of their custom in the village, nud 1 dow’t know
that the trouble even ends there; all Lecause one
i took a drink of whiskey!” :

“I el I see!” maid the old gentleman, It
burts everywhere, as far as it reaches, furtherd
thun any oue would dream. Down with it ali, ]
-"‘y ! "

And “down with it all!” we heartily repeat.]
“Down with the liquor traflic everywhere anid
every way! It blights and destroys more liomes]
than any other agency. It ruins many a wan for
time and eternity. Down with it all 1 i

THE FOUR TRUTHS, '

Turus was once an old wouk who was walking
through a forest with a little scholar by his side§
The old nan suddenly stopped and poinuet 1o four
plants close at hand.  The first waus just beginnin:g'
to peep ubove the ground ; the second had root
itself pretiy well into the earth 5 the third was :
sl shrub; whilst the fourth and last was a full
sized tree, '

Then the old monk said to his young companion

“ Pull up the tirst.”

The boy eusily pulled it up with his fingers.

* Now pull up the second.”

The youth obeyed, but uot 5o eusily] “.And t}
third.”

But the boy had to put forth all his streng!
#rul use Loth anms before he succeeded in uproot
o, it

* And now,” said the mmnster, “try your han
upon the fourth.”

But lo! the trunk of the tall tree (yrasped i
the arius of the youth) scarcely shook its leaves
and the little fellow found it impossible to tear it
roots from the earth.

Then the wise old monk explained to bis schola
the weaning of the four trials.

“This, my son, is just what happens with ou
passions. When they are young aud weak, o
wny, by a little watchfulness over self, and
belp of = little seif-denial, ousily tear them up ; Ly
it we Jot them omst their roots deev down into o
souls, then 0o buman powsr can uproot them ; ti
Almighty baod of the Crewtor alone can pluck the
out.”
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