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Jupior Songs.

Pae Juniors now are gathering,

We're coming in our youth,
To join the noble Army,

And battle for the truth.
Life’s hattle is before us,

But we have naught to fear ;
Christ’s banner’s waving o’er us,

Our Leader still is near.

CHORUS.

The day of victory’s coming, etc.

We'll guard our tongues from evil,
Qur lips from speaking guile ;
We'll keep our hands from doing
Whate’er would them detile.
Our lives we give to Jesus,
His, only his, to be,
We'll guard them for his Kingdom
Of love and purity.

BY WM., M‘KAY.

I'm eoming, Lord, to thee,
I'm seeking cleansing power,
I long more pure to he,
Oh, make me so this hour.
CHORUS.
Lord, help me to live holy,
To speak of Jesus only, '

To live in biessed union,
With thee, dear Lord.

Jut now, my Lord, I feel,
That thou my soul dost bless,

While at thy croes I kneel,
Whils doubting fears oppress.

BY MAY LANG.

W; are Junior Soldiers,
ighting for our King;
We will speak of Jesus,
his praises sing.
CHORUS,

We will fight for Jesus,
We will tight for God 3

We will tell to all around,
We're washed in Jesus’ blood.

Jesus Christ can keep us
Happy every day,
When the devil tempts vs,
To Him we can pray.
Peterboro’,

The House on the Hill.
By Flovence Yarwood.

CHAPTER 1L

WHAT & dismal looking house it was, It
was boarded struight up and down, and the
boards wera loose at one end in a number -of
places, and the wind sighing around it kept
up a steady rattle. Some of the shingles on
the roof threatened frequently to take their
departure in flight, but just now they were
weighed down with a billowy mound of pure
white snow, 8o it was impossible to do other-
wise but remain quictly in their places.

A number of the window panes were out,
and old hata and rays occupied the places of
the miesing ones; but they were rather a
poor substitute, for they let in the searching

- wind and suow,

Inside the house it was better, though.
Some one had evidently tried, in spite of
many disadvantages, to make the place look
home-like, Ths windows were curtained s —
to be sure the curtains were made out of
newspaper, notched in a fancy pattern around

" the edge, but they looked better than none.

"The old rickety table had a spread on made
out of the same material ; and the chairs, a
number of them without any backs, were set

against the wall in order.
¥”But while we have been telling you all this,

& young boy and girl have entered the raom,
80 we will now turn our attention to them,
if you please.

They were both poorly and thinly clad,
when we remember that they had just been
out in a driving snow-storm. The boy, a
bright, intelligent lad of about thirteen years
of age, might have been called handsome had
it not been for a hard, settled look of dis-
couragement on his face, which is particalarly
sad to see in ong 80 young.

The girt had none of that expression in her
face; it was as gentle and pitying as an
angel’s: with her great, innocent biue eyes,
pale, pinched face, gnd golden locks of hair.
Poor little thing ! She was only eleven years
of age, but a great deal of sorrow and suffer-
ing bad been crowded into those few years.

“You sit dowp, Tiny,” ﬁga.,id the boy,
kindly, *“and I'll soon have a fire made,” and
pulling out a much-worn jack-knife, he soon
had a generous pile of shavings.

Whatever faults Fruest Martyn had, he was
kind to T ny, Lis only sister, and that is
indeed a beautiful trait of character in any
boy.

He soon had a cheerful fire burning, and
then the little girl filled the kettle with
water for tea; for (would you believe it?)
there was no one elge to do such work but
herself. This little girl, christened Tiny in
babyhood because she was so small, had no
mother, no one to help her but her brother
Ernest.,

True, she had a father, but perhaps the
less said about him the better; we will gee
enough of him soon.

“ \We have nothing for supper,” said Tiny,
sadly. ¢ If father don’t come home with the
meal I don’t know what we will do.”

““Uou’t you get almost tired of living,
Tiny,” asked the boy, gloomily, * we have
such a miserable life of it !”

The little girl turned her head reflectively
on one side for a moment, as she looked
steadily into the fire; then she said, ¢ No,
Krnest; I am always hoping that something
will happen to make things better.”

“ But there won’t, though,” said Ernest in
a tone of deep discouragement, ““ we'll never
be anything else but just ‘old Martyn’s chil-
dren,’ that’s what the people in the town all
call us,”

¢ 1f mother had only lived all would have
been different,” said Tiny, with & deep-drawn
sigh.

But alas! that patient mother had worn
herself out fighting the same beavy sorraws
her children were now battling with, and had
gone home to God's besutiful city *‘where
there shall be no more death, neither sorrow

”»

‘nor crying, neither shall there be any more

pain.”

The boy’s only answer was a heavy sigh, as
he pulled out his book and began studying
his lessons. They had both been to school.
You will wonder how this little housekeeper
could find the time to keep house and go to
school too; but you see they were so poor
that she had not much to keep house with,
and a kind-hearted neighbour always helped
her with her bread-baking.

“‘Father is coming!” exclatmed the little
girl, looking out of the window, ‘““and ob!
those horrid boys are teasing him because he
can’t walk straight !”

Poor little girl ! she could not bring herself
to say the sad words, *“ he is drunk.”

The two children both looked out of the
window, and it was indeed a sad sight that
met their view —but a very common one to
them—their father reeling and staggering
down the long hill opposite, very drunk. A
pumber of school-boys were shouting and
jeering at him, and snow-balls flew thick and
fast. The old man carried on his back a sack
of corn-meal. -

Suddenly one of the boys at the top of the
long hill jumped on his sled and came shoot-
ing down like a rocket ; before the old man
saw what was up down came the boy, clipped
the man’s feet from under him, and there 1n &
confused heap in the snow were cornsmeal,
sled, boy and man.

The boys all shouted and laughed and
thought this was great sport, while the old
man made a number of wrathful threats as he
tried in vain to get on his feet and shoulder
his bag of corn-meal again.

There were two watchers who did not laugh
any ; these were Tiny and Ernest Mariyn.

The boy snatched his cap, and huprying to
his father helped him on his feet, and
shouldering his sack of corn-meal he hurried
home with it, followed by the stumbling old
man, who still continued to shake his fisty
wrathfully at the retreating boys.

CHAPTER IL

It was not much of a supper Tiny Martyn
got that night; she had nothing but corn
meal, so all she could do was to make a little
porridge, and there were a few dry pieces of
bread lefs which she toasted, and they soaked
in their tea, for butter was not to be thought

of.

The father, when he had been drinking,
wag always cross apd disagreeable; and, in
fact, he was pot much better when he was
sober. After his unpleasant encounter with
the boys on the hill he feit very much an-
noyed, and he scolded poor Tipy and Krnest
until they half wished him back on the hill
agnin, .

After supper he sat down by the stove
watcehing suspiciously the movements of the
children, hoping to see something more to
scold them about. Ernest pulled out his school
book and sat down by the table to study; he
was very foud of his books, and was getting
along well at school.

“] gay,” shouyted the old man, * what on
earth do you sit around here every night with

that book in your hand for? Do you think
I'im going to keep on working hard while you
have a soft time of it all your life? You are
plenty big euough to earn a few shillings;
to-morrow morning you go up to the house
on the hill and sce if you can get a job there.
I heard them say they wanted a boy. We'll
have done with such nonsense as this!” and
before Krnest realized what he was going to
do he snatched his treasured haok gnd threw
it in the fire.

With a ccy Eruest sprang forward, but he
was too late to save it; in a moment it was
charred and blackened by the relentless
flames. Then he clutched his fingers tightly
together and said not a word. A number of
heavy blows would not bave hurt him half go
much as to see his much-loved book destroyed.

* What do you say about going to work ?*
shouted the angry father. “*You are a big
enough boy to be doing something else besides
hanging on to a book all the time.”

‘I am quite willing to try and see what I
can do,” said Ernest, in a low tremulous
voice, ‘“‘but I would rather work anywhere
else than at the house on the hill ; the people
are not kind there.”

*“You’ll go there to work if shey’ll take
you, and nowhere else " shouted the father.
‘“ If they thrash you once in a while it won't
be amiss, I'll bet you! And remember you
are to bring every cent of your wages home
tome. Don’t let me catech you spending a
copper of it. Do you hear what I say??
shouted the angry man, at the top of his
voice.

““Yes, father ; but if I did spend a little it
would be to buy food and clotiies for Tiny,
here.  There would not be any danger of me
spending any of it down to the liquor store,”
said the boy, defiantly.

Of course this was & very imprudent thing
for & boy to say to an angry, drunken mun,
but the remembrance of his book smoulder-
ing in the flames made him feel so desperate
that he cared but little what he said. Be-
sides, he knew if he handed his wages to his
father, it would all be spent for drink, and
their home would be as destitute and cheer-
less as ever.

¢ T’ll teach you to sass me, my boy !” ex-
claimed the angry father, and snatching up
an old chair he was about to throw it at him,
but Ernest saw his danger and slipped out
the back door in the bitter cold, where the
snow was whirling and blowing. :

Poor boy ! was not his life a hard one?

Dear boys and girls, if you hare kind
parents, and a comfortable home, be sure and
thank God for it ere you sleep this night, for
thousands of children have not these bless-
ings.

Out in the cold, stormy night, bare-headed
and but thinly clad, stood the unhappy boy.
He knew that he would not dare to go in
again until his father went to bed, so there
wasg nothing for him to do but walk around
lively to keep from freezing. Around him
the earth was shrouded with pure white snow
=80 pure, so lovely, he wondered why peo-
ple could not muke their lives as spotlesa as
that, Above him a few stars were shining,
but God and heaven seemed very far away at
that moment. He had not had much religious
teaching ; Lefore his mother died she used to
taik to him and Tiny so beautifully about GGod
and heaven, but a great deal of it he had for-
gotten, and he did not go to church or
Suuday-school simply because ha had noth-
ing decent to wear.

While he stamped around in the snow try-
ing in vain to keep warm, he heard Mrs,
Walton, the next-door neighbour, singing
softly to her baby, every word of the beau-
tiful hymn he could distinctly hear :

“ Lord Jesus, look down from thy throne in
the skies,
And help me to make & complete sacrifice ;
Break down every idol, cast cut every foe,
Ob, wash me and I shall be whiter than
snow.,”

‘“ Whiter than snow ! yes, whiter than gonow!
Oh, wash me, then I shal]l be whiter than
snow | »

*“Snow is very white,” said the boy,
musingly, as he rubbed his poor little numb
fingers together, *“it would seem strange to
see anything whiter than that; but, of
course, it means qur hearts in some way ; it
means that our lives are to be white and pure,
but I don’t know just how,” gain he
looked up into the sky above as he said to
bimself, “I’d like to be good it I had half a
chance, but as long as father acts so there’s
no use trying.”

Just then Tiny opened the door and softly
called : ¢ Come, Krnest, father has gone to
bed and is sound asleep.”

Dear tittle soul | she wounld wait yp to tell
him it ghe had to wait all night.

“If you wake up and think it's near marny
ing, Tiny, be sure and call me, for I'll have

R

to be off to the housge on the hill before fathe.i .
is up,” said Krnest as he crawled up to his
miserable bed in the attic,

(ZTo be continued.:

A JUNIOR EXERCISE.

JUNIOR superintendents will find the
follewing table useful as an exergise for
home work. Let it be copied an a hec
tograph and handed out to the children
each being asked to fill out the blank
and bring them in to the next meeting
At that meeting the supevintendent wii
read in order the descriptions, the Juniors
answering in concert with appropriate
names :

, the first man.
, the favourite son of Jacob.

(o=l g

C, a man of Cazsarea who had a visigr
D, one cast into the lions’ den.

E, a prophet fed by ravens.

F, a governor of Cewesarea.

@G, 8 giant.

H, son of Neah.

1, son of Abraham.

J, who was swallowed by a wh:

K, the father of Saul.

L, the poor man covered with sor

M, one careful and troubled about ms
things.

N, an officer who was healed of #&-.
leprosy.

O, one in whose house the ark of the
Lord continued three manths.

P, an apostle who wrote thirteen of the
epistles in the New Testament.

Q, one whom Paul ocalled a brother
when writing to the Romans,

R, Isaac’s wife.

S, a wise man who built a temple.

h'll‘c’l ane who knew the Scriptures from a

child. .
U, one who put forth his hand to stay
the ark of Geod, and God smote him.

V, 3 beautiful queen.

Z, one who climbed » sycamopg tres tqo
see Jegys.
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THE MAMMOYH OAYER

Wz were in Mammoth Cave. Having
walked about three mijes, our guide said :
** Perhaps you are tired. You may all he
seated now for a little while on that bench. ™
A small company of toyrists accepted the
guide’s invitation. When we had placed
our lanterns on the ground he ¢ qiot{y col-
lected them and walked away, leaving us
in the frightful darkness of that subte:-
ranean world of night. Quickly he went
to another part of the cave, and by a dex-
trous movement of the lanterns which he
had taken from us, he made the arch above
our heads look like the calm, sweet, deep of
heaven. One by one the scintillating stars
came out—those islands of glory, beauti-
fying the unmeasuyrable ocean of space.
The imitation was almost perfect, By the
use of the lanterns again our guide canged
the clouds to cover the starg. Slowly they
seemed to draw the black blanket over
them and go to sleep, until the lasf stay
peeped for a moment and then bade us
farewell. We were in o ,preasiyg dark-
ness. Our guide cried **Good night, Tl
see you in the morning!” Going tp an-
other part of the cave, he threw gray .
gleams of dawning light throngh the dark-
ness, and silently the armies of nisht, fled
away, Lighter and lighter, and still
lighter, until the sun came up, apd it was
day. No, nat {)erfec,t day, for we were
still in Mammoth Cave, but we felt safe
because our guide was near, and with him
we respmed our march to behold the wop-
ders of that little world.

Ge-

DON'TS FTOR DOGS.

Dox't crawl into the easiest chsir in the
room, or lie on the softest pillow.

Don’t come into the house with mud on
your shoes—1I mean feet.

Don’t grow! at people.

Don’t cry and whine when somgbody is
giving you a bath; or combing your hyir.
It may not be pleassnt, but it's good for

ou.

Don’t try to get the biggest piece of any-
thing to eat, or snatch it away from others,

After all, don't yon think these *‘Don'tg"
would dp jugt as well for ljttle boys ag fof
dogs ! ! AL




