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. ... Two Old Oitles.
BY s R P, YOIPER.

Trxex onco was a city,
Wetl worthy « ditty,
Jerusalem, bedutoous of oll:
‘Its streets full of clutdbood,
Luxuriant as wildwood,
With health, strength and beauty, I'm told.

Another bad city,
, 'l plage in tius ditty,

OM Jesicho, curaed old placo;
Full of drtnk and disorder,
And brawling aind wurder,

Aud evil and every disgrace.

The Jerusalem quiet,
Vith comfort, good diet,
And friends,-gave young lom the ennui 3
© He hated restriotion,
And wiss people’s diction,
AnQ Jericho started to sce.

Down hill ivad so casy,
In hot days so breezy,
And jolly the company zeomed 3
But thoy clubbed hum, and mobbed him,
And beat him and'robbed linn—
Tom woke: could it be he had-dreamed ?

Now.woful, benighted,
Bis character blighted,
His monoy forever has fled ;
His strength has departed,
. He rues that he started,
While bleeding and bruised, almost dead.

But there's'not much con?passion.
*  Thatisnot the fashion
Of thepeople who travel that way;
< ‘Tho'priest is 80 hurried,
The Lovite so’ flurried,
* He'should have been watchiul, they say.

But a man whose possession, .
Excelled his profession
Oi kindliness, piticd him sore;
He binds up'his bruises,
Nor mongy refuses, — .
Here'is soriv, 214, if needed, T've more,

Young people,- take warning, -
Don't start in life’s morning,
‘Downhill on that Jericho road ;
<" For destruction and sorrowy
-« Mast conte on the morrow ;
. -Chooss Jerushlem as your abode.
[N R .
+ Berespected, bo wealthy,
Be Iugff;, be healthy, 7
Let your choice bo the good and the trues
The rvu%h, coarso or idle,
.Cutbed by the law’s bridle,
Slloﬁld?lve 1o attraction for you.
. ES ?

There is peace and protection,
. Ard swect. recollection
Ot jo¥, when Wwe sink to our rést ;
. hero are friends who stay by us,
N Vho never belic us,
Whose ftlendship hus stood every test.
U2 i -
Let the -voice of -the dying,
The bruised and the erying,
Who ¥mau on that Jericho way,
Make Jerusalem charm us,
, Where ill cannot harm us,
Tillwo bask iu'cternity's day.
" Claremont )

A.TEACHER TOR A'WEBK: A
. STORY OF QUEBEO.
RY IDA WILKINS.

Hxsrer and Marjoric Durham were the
only children of.a strugghing farmer in.Bourg
Lonis. .From their.muther, who was brought
" upn the.city, they inherited a love for know-
ledge.. (All-theic spaco tume :they devoted to
study:with the village pastor, Mr. Rivers. In
, thar mounting ambition, they aimod at noth-
ing less than securing teachers’ diplomaa.

T Have youthe Canadian History, Hestor?”
" Marjoric asked, tho last ovening before the ex-
. aminatiods ‘] must revicw tho dates, and

Hester, will you- milk the cows while I

.« nudy??. L,
“Father, Jooks tired to-night,” Hester
- aoawered as.she took up the milk-pail, *af
" we only:aucceed -he.may be- abic.to afford

‘machinery, ipstead of, gathering in his harvest
* with tho scytho and tae sickle.”

Marjorio's brown head was bent over her
~<book as Hester went out-of-doors.

The Boprg Louis hills, wooded to their
- beightattose.10:the west. ‘The home of the
tisters 1a 0 slopes at tho baso, and evea-

had watched the
. ciouds_turn from. gold «to ‘crimmson, and

pale
. "o gy, d_those mo: s.  Though
. guj%ﬂ}fmg A Yelt oup%ri:led by thfu
3 : . =,

ing after ovening Hester

-and Marjorié came home to be

surroundings and longed for a largur uie,
thosoe samo hills were to Hester an inspiration
when sho was dall, a sulace when she was
fatigued,  Bung stronger than Macjorie she
spased her ali sbo cuuld tuat her siswor might
not b tvo weary o constiae hee Latu an the
evoning,  **Sho mast huve her chance in the
wotld our pretty, clever Marjaric,” shoaulilo.
quized  Euobplily she was good for nutlung
Dbettor than to takv charge of the butter-mak.
ing und look after the chickens, but she meant
o du her best to pasa as a teacher, too.  She
86 longed to help her fathior.

The eventful day ol the examination was
upun them,  Thewr-father drovo them to the
station. It was thoir first visit to Quebee,
and crerytiung that they heard or saw wasan
event.

¢ Mormin®, Mr. Duchawm, want tichets for
the city? Fine weather for the crops!" was
the statlon-master’s grecting.

“Yeu, 100 fine for mo to go to town,” said
their father, *‘but my folk wail buy from you,
A grand thing, this railway ! A grund thing!
You would hardly kuow this was tho same
country since 1t was buile.” .

**Look 1 Marjourjo! There’s the engine de-
scribed in our Natural Philosophy,” was Hes.
ter's first exclamation as it canig into viow,

They.entered o car with their mother and
took their seats. *'As hatd as church
betiches,” commented Marjorie.

Reaching their destination, thoy passed
through St. Rochs; that wmarvellous suburb
built upon wharves. Onco the river washed
the baoks of the perpendicular cliff before
them, :and Cartier’s vessels lay. at anchor
there. Ascénding Gallows® Hill, they shivered
when thoy-remembered-the. spy whose .fate
had furnished tho nawe.

As thoy sat it breakfast"they . had a restful
view of the white.stono quadrangular Parlia-
ment Buildings,.and the pretty, green hedge
enclosiag tho grounds, but with differeiit feel-
ings did they come in sight of the square
stone building-in which the oxaminations
wero to be held, ** Leave hope, behind, all yo
«who enter hero,” quoted Marjorie; impreasive-
ly. o Snrely that-inscription is abovo the

loor,

It might well be,” said Hestor, * for was Pl

it not onco-a prison, this Morrin Collego?

Perbaps-the students whisper grim tales of’

the victims who onte inhabited the celle.”

. They, took bug & imsty ylince at thé livrary:
lined with books from.ceiling toflocr, the’

latest magaziner and paperi. Were. scattered
temptingly about, the tables, but they bad to
settlo down to hours of hard-work in a gal
lericd ball ‘wliere'silenco réigued supreme. Of
course they belicved they had been successful,
and gave thémuelves up.to the enchantments
of tho city forthe evening. The first sight of
tho city was full of enchantmonts o thé girls.
# Hester.! do look.! Tho eléctric lights ate
coming out! It is like fairyland !” !
¢ Ob, Marjorio ! the ships-and-the river 1"
Hester exclaimed as they reached thoterrace.
Standing where onco rose the Chateau St
Louis, they half oxpected to sec people in the
costume of Frontenxc’s time, but turning their
rapt gaze away from the river to watch the
P ders, they wero lled to the nipe-
teenth century.
The band played.and the Quebecers were
out in full force that warm.summer evening.
Not till the'nine-o'clock cannon beomed from
the King's Bastion did they disperse, when
the girls missed the fricndly hand-clasp which
each gava to all in their village home.
Marjorio passed her éxaminations with fiy-
ing colcurs, and so glad-was Hester that-she
almost forgot to bemoan her owa failure. |
After some correspondence Marjorie found
kerself teacher of-a mixed sclicol in Chain.
plain Streot, a quaint; narrow, ‘planked nlley
at the baso of the cliffs surmounted by the

Terrace and Citadel. )
.Sho wrote home of her methods of teaching,
of the progress her scholars made with their
studies, nnd of the pleasant times sho hud
after school hours with: friends she bad made

4t the Mission Band of tho church aho at-

tended.

**Shoe earns her movey,” aaid Hester, *‘and
1 daro say aho I8 often very tired. .If I lived
néat I might help her.”

Duncan, who' was present remarked, **She
préferz that kind of work,™

**Hester, Marjorioisdown wath lagrippe,”
said her mother one day, letter in hand. (’cu
had better go to her till she is better.
could even teach for her.”

So, witha warng from Duncan to take
good care of herself, Hester went for o week
3¢ ursed.
~ Hester soon-learntd: who had ‘the dearest

Cou

-baby sister, whoso brother #ad cnught the

mest fish-off the bootits, and, “ho had Leen
most successful .at catching tommyeods by
torchlight the.preéeding.winter. 1o please
their children, the fathers sang their lnmber.
men s songs for her, Sho was showa ‘shcus
agd. coral from Florida and “the.Boe
agay pan. 4, sad many. other

survn collected by seafaring men for thelr

omos,
Tho children lstened eagerly when she told

of Mew, Sccord's cuurags, of tho little hero of’

Harlem, of Nelson, of Florence Nightingale
She hoped that achlo mon wa.l women would
be trained in that school

Thero had been a long raing reason, and
shale from the overhanging clitf showered on
tho houses and tho passers by.  Many an un.
easy glance was directed upwards, but the in-
habitants atill lingered with a falao sense of
security.

One night the govsips cxchanged news and
johia as usnal at their doors in the varrow
streot ; then all retired.

Hester fcil asleep hearing the river scunds,
but awoke with a crashing, deafening noise in
her cars.  She Jound hersolf befug whirled
through the air with the upper story of the
house, and when it fell sho was buried iu the

**It muat bo tho cliff that has fallen! Such
a weight is over e 1 thought the bewildered
girl 48 sho came to hier senses. It was cold,
and she could not move & musclo, Gradually
throngh her Lody crept an aching patn that
became unbeardble.  Daylight was excluded
80 that sho could not tell wgon night ended.
She thought one lex must be broken, for the

i was intense, like fire along the bone
Sutlivient air filtered through the crevices to
keep her alive, but the sonso of oppression
was iutolerable.

“\Vill no -one caine to help ma?” sho
moaned. ¢ Muat I dio liko thin?"

In tho midst of the agony her heart swelled
with gratitude.that it-was not Marjorie who
was there. Sho waa safo at home, "¢ Perhaps
it is evening,” thought she; “‘and father will
be sitting in thé big wooden chalr that can be
turncd into & table, reading his newxpn"nr;
Marjorie must bo in the depths of a pillow.
lined rocking.chaic nursing her cold, while
mother at the chimney fire is probably mnking
hera posset. Duncan may“bo there, discuss.
ingi tho newe with father and watching Mar.
jorie,” -7
’ Time drugged heavily along; then her
thoughta turned to tho hills about her birth.
ace, **Sor thoatrenzth of the hills is his
als0,” and somo of the rest and peicesbe used
to draw from thom came to her then.

“*Qh, that I could get water," she groaned,
for she was parched with a thirst that made

‘her hunger scem a3 maught.  She-heard dig-

ing. .1t came nearer, then ceased altogether.

2cscus would soon be too latel It began
agiin, she called aloud. She saw & kind face
bending oyer her, then fainted away.

Tho Hotel Dieu Hospital ¥as open to the
wounded, and as she was being catricd to that
refoge, she had a view.of the sceno of the dis-
sster, ~ THe houses on theclilf side of the road

‘had disappeated ! A massof stoncs and earth

extended across tho street, dimly lighted by
the lanterns suspeuded atintervals, and dbove,
under tho eastern end of the Terrace, visible
in tho cold, gray light of early dawn, was the
new-made tragic chasm. A band of men
wero digging steadily, whils wceping friends
attompted to dircct and help them, but in
their frantic eforts more often hinderod.

The nuns were very -kind- to bor, but-she
was a cripple for life. Formmf dreadfal
bours had she been under the Iandslide.  Sho
heard church bells all- over 'tho town tolling
for tho dead.  She heard ‘of the long proces-
sions of hearses; of the weepiog multitude
that lined the way ; of-the awe that hushed

-thocity ; aud knew she was not aloos i her

suffering. i

When she could be moved - her mother took
her home, and she sat.in her invalid chair
whero she could feast her oyes upon tho hills
and hear Marjorie’s blithe voico as she moved
about the house in her-holiday time; and sho
rejoiced that taking her place for a week
she had warded off this aflliction from her.

When Marjorie returned to schocl she re-
ceived a larger salary, Lut, bottor than that,
she'began to take a loviag interest in her
scholars.  They were Heater's last associa-
tious with the outer world.

THE TURNING POINT.

Bors, neverbe ashamed to pray.  Never
shrink fiom acknowledging God. "Lef not
the laugh and jcer of comrades deter you
from the path of duty. You know not what
impurtaut results dopend upon your ex-
amplo.

Many years ago a youth pamed John was
apprenticed in thotown of Poole. John had
been pionsly traned by hisgood parents,
but unbappily ho yiclded to tempitations,
nieglected tho reading of ‘his Bible, disre-
garied the Sabbath, and gave up praying.
O, hew.sad when the child of wnany. pray-
¢ fefusce to piay. for himsel! 1 Jubin was

ially growing from bad to-worse, whon

cno night n new apprentico arrived. On bo-
ing pointed to his littlo bed, the youth put
down his luggage, aud then, in a vory silent
but solemn mauner, knefe down to ptay
John, who was bunilf undrossing, asw this,
aud tho smght troubled him. Ho did nut
s a titter, as many wicked youths would
have dono, but ho felt ashamed of hinidolf.
Conscienco troublod him, and God's Holy
Spirit strove with him. [t was tlio tirding
pot in Johu's life’  He began agmn to
pray; ho felt tho bucden of his sing to be

at but he songht that Saviour who died
or poor sinners, ho ¢ast his helpless oul,
by farth, on thoatonement made onCalvary,
and was enabled at Jougth to rejuico 8% ono
of God s forgiven children. A fow years
afterwand he began to preach to others, ind
he beeano one of the most successful and
honoured nmmsters of the Gospel over
kuown. This was the Rev. John Arigell
James. .

Boys, nover be ashamed to pray; for
you littlo know low far-reaching and bone-
ficent may be tho results of your examplo.
—HReaper.
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The Land Where Wo All"Have Beohi.
" BY JULIA ANNA-WoLCOTT.”

Ou, 1 know of a land where we all have been,
Yet nover may go agawn, B
Though we're women as brave as ever were

sten,
Or tho biggest and atrongest of men.

In this wonderfal land of which I sing,
Vo never kuow toil or care;

For someona stood ready to fetch and bring,
Aud we were tha rulers there.

Though we wore no crowns of gold or flowers,
Wo were kings aud queens I)F right s

And the homage of love was always ours
From our subjects dsy and night.

Qur royal robes were woven with care,
Our beds wero silken and soft 3

We lived in case and luxury thero,
And we rode in our carriages oft,

Whatever we did, the livclong day,
We were watched by admiring eyes ;
And whatever wo safd or didn’e say, ~
\We were thought to bo wondrous wise.

And no matter how peevish or cross we grew,
Or what tyrants we became,

Therc was one, at least, who loved us 30 true
That she worshipped‘us just tho samo.

And if we were ill, or beset by fears,
She would tend us with gentlest hand,
Aud soothe us by crooning swoeet songs in our

ears,
¥or wo lived in Babyland.

0 God, forgive us our tyranny there,
And'rb‘:ﬁrd, where'er they may be,
The paticnt and loving souls whose care

Was ours in our Tafancy !

e APt
THE LITTLE OHILD'S PRAYER.

A urrir child knelt, near the broken
Iattice. Casting a glanco at tho slecping
form of her father, sho clasped her wan'
hands and nurmured : . e

©“0 God! mako father leave his evil
ways ; make hun my owh doar father onte
again.  Mako mother’s sad Jooks go away,
and make her old-smlo coms back ; but
thy. wrill he done.””

ust then tho mother entered tho room,
and ‘taking.her husband' by the arm; she

s :
" 'sHearken to Minnié - she is praying.

“0 God! mako father love me as ls
once did, and.make-him forsake his bad
ways | ” murmurzd the Ltflo onc again,

t Oh, Paul—hushand " cried tho mothé#,
by our past joys and sorrows, -by our
martiagu vows, our wedded love, blight not
+the life of otr little ona. Ol ! lébus all be
ha}xpy again.”

The conscience-stricken man bowed <his
head and wopt, then clanping his hands hé

said,
““With God's hiolp, you will never be
mado to sorrow on ny account again.”
And he kept his vow.

Tracmes -{cxphining that-the éarthi is
round). “Tommy, what counfry on tho

loUe is -China unlomneath?™ Tofimy
who reads the nowspajors; . < Japaa,™'



