A O S Y K L AT S R NS [T SRR RO SNV BB At R >

Vor XVIIL)

No. {

“NO.”

thread i3 & day of thy life

BY ELI*A COOK.

Would yo learn the bravest thing
That man can ever do ?

Would ye be an uncrowned king,
Absolute and true ?

Would ye scek to emulate
All ye see I story,

Of the nobte, just. and gre °*,
Rich in real glory ?

Would yo lose much bitter care,
in the world balow ?

Bravely spesk out whon and

where

"Tig right to utter “ No "

learn to speak this little word

. In its proper place;

Let no timid doubt be heard,
Clothed with sceptic grace ;

14t thy lips, without disguise,
Boldly pour it out;

Though a thousand dulcet lies,
Keep hovering about,

‘For be sure our lives would lose
Future years of woe,

1f our courage could refuce
The present hovu- with “ No !

' THE MOUN%? OF REATI
BY THER EDITOR.

We read in John 2. 12, that
after the marriage feast at Cana,

Jesus and his mother and
brethren and disciples * went
down to Capernaum,” and

“down ™ it certainly is, for the

HORXS OF HATIIN—MOUNT OF BEATITUDES.

Sea 0. Galileo lies seven hundred feat | not much better than they ? . . Con- | Lydda, the latter of whom bore the holy
below the Mediterranean. The Lillaldes | stder the lllles of the field, how they
were dotted with the black tents of the | grow; they toil uot, neither do they spin,
Bedou!ns, and an occasional group of ; and yet I say unto you, that over Solomon
sheep or goats gave life to the landscape. | 1o all his glory was not arrayed like ono

Voleanic forces in the unknown past have
poured over ths limestone rock, leaving
beds of lava. High on the right rises a
sddje-skaped hill with a peak on either
end, known es the *“ Horns of Hattip,”
the traditional Mount of Beatitudes.
This hill {8 an obdlong mass of black
basalt; the deprassicn in the middle may
have been the crater of an active volcano.

The congensus of opinlon agrees that
here He wbo spake as never man spake,
spake a&s he dld at no otaer time. The
very stone on which the Great Teacher
sat i{s pointed out. Here, too, tradition
avers that the five thousand were fed,
but the more probable sceue of this mul-
titude was Dear the seaside. We ruue
up the rather steep incline through
tangled thickets. The vlew sweeps over
the fair and fertile plain of Gennesareth,
the blue Sea of Gallles, the white-walled
Safed in full view on its lofty site. the
“city set on a hill that cannot be hid,”
and the billowy sea of muuntains ro.dng
off to the base of the snow-cled Hermon
in the°north.

Pointing to the swifts and swallows
darting through the air, and to the fow-
ers springing at his {eet, the Divine
.Teacher unttered the words whose m.sic
lingers in the air as the holy thought
slnks into the heart. “ Behold the fowls
of the alr, for they s0w not. neither do
they reap, nor gather into barns, yet your
heavenly Father feedeth them. Are ye

of thece. Wherefore, 1 God so clothe
the grasa of the fleld, which to-day fis,
and to-morrow is cast into the oven, shall
he not much more clothe you, O ye of
Iittle fafth ?*

We dismounted, recited the beatitudes,
and mused and pondered ove: the match-
less sermon on this holy mount.

\What & sad cumment on the teachings
of our Lord that here, after “welve long
Christlan centuries, in the heat of 2
Syrian July, 1187, two thousand knights,
with eight thousand men-at-arms, were
crushed beneath thne victorious arms of
the Saracens, led by the brave and genet-
ous Saladeen. Dr. Norman Macleud, In
a few terse sentvnces, thas Jescribes the
scene . * The crusaders had Lehaved in
a most treacherous manner t. the Mos-
iems, and bad grossiy broken their troaly
with them. Saladeen was more rightevas
than they. They carried as thelr rally-
ing banaer the truc cross from Jerusa-

| lem, but the Mosierus bad its jastice on

thelr side, though nut its wood. Afier
days of suffering, and after maany gross

'ml‘.ltAry mistakes, the crusaders found

themselves territiy bexten, and all that
remalned of them on the evening of that
awful bat*lc-day gathered on and arvund
the Horns of Hattin. King Guy, of
Lusignan, was the ceptre of the group.
around him were the Grand Aaster of
Knights Templars, Raynald of Chatillon.
Humphrer of Turon, z..d the bishop of

cross.  All at last were slain or taken
prisoners, and tba Holy l.and was lost.”
As we descended the abrupt slope, we
enjoyed a gloricza view of the lake lying
like & map a thousand fect bencath ae,
placid as after the words of our lord,
** Peace, be stil], ' reflectirig as in & mirror
the abrupt stecps of the Gadarene shore.

2 DREAA4.
BY E 2. PHELPY

Once there was a child. As ke wabn-
dered fu..h one day he came upon & vast
Joom. Ha couid not teil the colour of
the warp, for over it all there shim-
mered an ever-changing ralnbow tinted
mlst, as though of al} the cuiours light!
blent, but nono deiermined upon. Apid
as tte child gazed a hand appeared hold-
.ng o golden shuttle which It quick!y
threw, and as the shuttle fled on its shin
.08 Fath ¢ left benind a parc while
thread. Then the child saw that the
thread was preceded by others, al!! white,
and he ran away o h.s play.

Time passed, aud he came aga!vo. The
threads were many and of many colours.
Some dull gray, some of softly tinted
10s€ Cu.0ur, and marns of variously shaded
hues— lLight and dark.

As he gazed, he su.d,
loom 7

A thrilling voice replied, * Thy life.”

Then asked the child, What mean
the threads 2

Agaln tho votce answered, *“ Each

What is the

Whilst thou weri young thy Itfe
was pure and colouriesa. As
thou didst grow toward manhood
thine actions coloured thino ax-
tstence. Thoro 18 the 1vascolour
of aapplnesx, and tho gold of
self-forgettulnesn; the purple of
sorrow and the leadan gray ol
the days that foliowed.”

» And thone dark, disccloured
threads that mar the beauty of
the fabric, what mcan they
hore

“ Alas ! thy sica are many, asd
bave stained the purity of the
*woeb. Bee! oven the rose and
goud thrends havo ugly dietches
on them."

Then the chlld wept, and andd,
* Can 1othing wash out tke
stains 7

“Yes," sald tho volce, sadly,
- fuith can, but she comes to but
few."”

So tho child turned awa;, to
sock for faith,

Ho wandered lopg through the
hoat of tho wuoon-tide, and
through tho mellow aflornoon.
At last evaning came and sofily
touched the sky with fingers

dripping with the blood of the
dyipg day: and, lo! he was an
old man. He came agein to tho
loom, but, alas ' the threads wero
many and black. In his despair
he oried, ** Ob, fnith, come to me,
1 pray thee.”

And as he cried faith stole into
bis heart and whispered “ Whan thou
didst seek unpraying. I came not. But
when thou didst find thy rtrength alone
wantipg, and cried to me. I came.”

As ghe spake, 2 hand with blood-
stained palm was spread over tho web-
and whero the blood dropped the stains
vanished.

A great peace camo to tho old man
and he slept.

DOR'T 8NUB.

Don't snub a boy becauss of physical
disabiiity. Milton was bilnd, and alx
deaf,

son t spub a boy bocause he choosts a
numbio trade. The aothor of “Pligrim s
Progress ™ was a tinker.

Dont snu. a boy becaust he stallers
pemosihenes, the goeatest orator of
Lreece, uvel.ame & harsh and stamme:
toR volce.

Dont snub a boy because of the i1gnos
ance of hus parents. J3hakospeare, the
worid g poet, »as the son of & man who
was unable to write his o%n name.

Dont snub & buy who scems dull or
stuptd., Hogarih, the celebrnted palnter
aud engraver, was slow at learning, and
did not doselop as soon as most boys.

Doun . suub a boy becauee he wcaias
shabby wwihes. When Edison, the great
inventor, first entered Bostoa, he wore a
pair of seilow liten breecnes in the depth
of winter.

Don't snudb any onc Not alone be

canse they =ay far cutstfip you in the
race of Hfe, but because it is neither
kind, por right, gor Chnsuan.




