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AMONG
1CEBERGS.

Among the
perils encoun-
tered by ships
sailing in the
north Atlantic
Ocean is that
of running in-
to great floating
masses of ice, called
jcehergs. In the
northern regions
where it is very coll.
great jeountains of
jce form in the win
ter season, and when
the spring draws
near and the weather
becomes warmer,
large portions  of
joe hecome loosend
from the mainland
and are ecarried
southward by
the currents
of the ocean.
Vessels in
passing, oven
as far south

of

as the line
between New
York and
England, are
in danger of
running into
them.

Our ecut
shows a vessel
passing one of
these  moun-
tains  of 1ee
during a snow-
<torm at might.
't is having a
very  nparrow
escape but for
tunately  the
berg was dis-
ecovered in
time to put on
a full head of steam, and. by runmning the
vesel o8 fast as possible, she passed just
as the berg crashed acrvee her crm

AMONG 1CERFERGE
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HAPPY DAYS.

the bergs were not at rest; that with a
momentum of their own they were bearing
down upun the other ice, and that it must
be our fate to be “rushed between the two.

 Just then a broad sconcepiece or low
water-washed berg came driving up from
the southward. The thought flashed upon
me of one of «ur escapes in Melville Bay;
and as the sconce moved rapidly close
alongside us, McGary managed to plant an
anchor on its slope and hold on to it by a
whaleline. It was an anxious moment.
Our noble ww-horse, whiter than the pale
horse that seemed to be pursuing us,
hauled us bravely on, the spray dashing
over his windward flanks, and his fore-
head ploughing up the lesser ice as if in
scorn. bergs encroached upon us as
we advanced; our channel narrowed to a
width of perhaps forty feet; we braced the
yards to clear the impending ice-walls. We
passed clear; but it was a close shave—so
close that our port t would have
been crushed if we had not taken it in
from the davits—and found ourselves
ander the lee of a berg, in a comparatively
open lead. Never did heart-tried men
acknowledge with more gratitude their
merciful deliversmce  from a wretched

death ™
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GRATEFUL PRINCE.

Klsie was a dear little girl, and every
Twwls loved the “ baby.” as they called ber.
Dear old Prince loved her too, with his
whole big heart. You sec he had cared
for her ever sinc> she was two months old.

Now, Prince was once upon a time a

tramp dog; he had no home, and did not‘
belong to any one.  No one ever knew |
where he came from; but one day he |
limped into the office of Elsie's father,
who was a doctor, and when his poor sore
foot was examined, an ugly cut was found |
with a small piece of glass sticking in it |
The doctor took out the glass and bound
the foot up and then patied the dog ou|
:he head. Prince wagged his til w0
thank him but did not move. Then the |
doctor called the cook to give him some-
thing to eat. Poor Prince! how hungry
he was, and how grateful he was for all|
the doctor had done! |

After he had eaten his breakfast, what |
do you suppose he did¢ He went right |
out in the yard where baby Elsie was|
Iying asleep on a quilt under a tree, and |
ctretehed himself out beside her.  The |
family were afraid and wanted to drive |
Lim awsy, but he would not go. He made
up his mind to stay and take care of the
baby, to show the doctor how grateful he
was for what had been dome for him.

When Elsie woke and saw him, she said,
“ A-goo.” and put out her hand. Prince |
licked the little hand, oh, so gently! and
Jooked up at the doctor and wagged his |
tail.

That settled it Elsie’s father and |
mother both said he might stay. Now
wherever Elsie goes Prince goss, and we
never see one without the other.

BESSIE'S WISER PLAN.

“ Tumety-tum!” went the round blue-
berries as they tumbled into Bessie's pail.
She was pickiag them off of the low green
bushes that grew by the wall, and they
were, oh, so big. and round, and blue!
They made such a funny sound—just iike
a great hass drum-—that Bessie laughed
ont loud. and Polly Pringle heard her.

Polly was out in the pasture picking
lwrries, too. She had been picking them
fF of 2 bush that grew beside a large rock
which stood under a tall feathery pine tree.
Hut the bushes werc small and the ber-
fies were fow: and before Polly had cov-
ered the bottom of her bright tin pail, she
<at down to rest and fan herself with her
broad-brimmed hat.

Polly didn't like to pick berries.

“It's too hot!” she said.

« But there are lots more berries on the
bushes that grow in the sun!” declared
Bessie. * I've got my pail nearly half full
already. Come on out here an’ see,
Polly.”

Polly shook her curly head.

“No, I'm not going to.” she said,
decidedly. “ T'm "most roa.ted when I'm
here in the shade, without going out in
the melting sun! But T don’t suppose

I'll get my pail filled till dinner time:

‘eause there are so few berries here.”
Bessie langhed gleefully. “ That will

be twelve o'clock,” she said. “T'm going
to get my pail filled away up to the top
before the town clock strikes ten, an’ then
I'n going to swing in the hammock and
play with the kittens. We've got five of
them. little teenty-weenty ones, up in the
barn loft, an’ they're oh, so cunning an’
furry !”

Polly’s eyes sparkled. 1 love kittens

‘most better than anything else,” she ex- -

claimed.

“ Then supposin’ you fill your pail as
quickly as I'm going to.” said Bessie earn-
estly, * an’ supposiy’ you come and see
them! I'm goin’ to work while I work.
an’ play while I play, an’ you'd better de
the same, Polly. It's more fun. Come
along an’ try it!”

Then, would you believe it. that's just
what Polly did do!

ROCK-A-BY, BABY.
Wee little, fanciful Golden-hair,
Hugged to her breast a dolly fair.
Singing as sweet as a bird in June
A childish, worn-out nursery tune:

| Singing as if she would never stop.

“ Rock-a-by. baby, on the tree-top.”

Close to her motherly, shielding breast,
She hushed a waxen dolly to rest:

Blue as the b aest of summer skies

Were the little maiden’s brooding eyes:
No heart more sunny or blithe and ga:
Than Golden-hair with her doli at play.

Over and over she crooned the tale,
How the bough rowcked in the awful gale:
And 1o and fro as she idly swung,

The clock repeated with brazen tongu
How the bough broke with relentless fall
“« DPown came rock-aby, laby and all.”™  {
The shadows of tender thought arise,
And weigh with slumber her heavy eyes:!
They weave a tissue of song and dream-. i
With misty glories and rainbow gleams:
Fer. Jost in a tranee profound and deci. !
Both child and -lo“_\' Lave gone o 5"1‘1 i

God does not uwow  speak in just ¢
<ame way be did to Samuel.  Is there on
of vou whe has not heard a soft, gem:
voice within you saying, “ Do not do thx
it's wrong:” or, “ You ought to do thi:)

'i(aﬂgnr'Thbindw“sﬁHnnﬂlnﬂwﬂ
of God speaking to you as he did
Elijah. Do you always listen to hin
then?

“How can | make papa glad ¥’ ase
Myrtle. “ You can run to open the d«
for him, and kiss him, and say, * Glac o
see you home, dear, tired papa! Her
vour easy chair: here are your slipy
| too, and your pretty wrapper.’ That -,
| make papa glad.” {

i
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THE MOON-BABY.
There's a beautiful golden cradle,
That recks in the rose red sky
I have seen it there in the evening air.
When the bats and beetles iy :
With little white clouds for curtains,
And for pillows flecey wool,
And a dear little bed for the Moon-Baby's

So tiny and beautifal.

There are tender young stars around it,

That wait for their bath of dew

In the purple tints that the sun’s warm
printa

Harve left on the mountain blue:

There are good little gentle planets,

That want to be nursed and kissed.

And laid to sleep in the ocean deep.

Under silvery folds of mist.

But the Moon-Babv first must slumber,
For he is their proud young king,
So, hand in hand, round his bed they

stand,
And lullabies low they sing,
And the beautiful golden cradle
Is rocked by the winds that stray.
With pinions soft, from the halls aloft,
Where the Moon-Baby lives by day.

LESSON NOTES.
FIRST QUARTELR.
WORDS AND WORKS OF J SUS AS RECORDED
IN THE GOSPELS.
Lessox 111.—January 21.
THE BOY JESUS.
Luke 2. 40-52.
GOLDES TEXT.

Jesus increased in wisdom and stature,
and in favor with God and man.—Luke
2. 52.

Memorize verses 49-52.

THE LESSCN STORY.

The boyhood of Jesus was spent in the
town of Nazareth. Ilere he mingled with
other children and was like any other
child. He grew naturally, and was in
every respect a human child. He played
at the same games as did other boys, and
went to the same school with them.  Ie
worked in Joseph's carpenter shop, and no
doubt. too. he met with the same hurts that
come to any lad using tools.

When Jesus was twelve years old his
parents went w Jerusalem as was the cus-
ton at the time of the Passover. After
the festival was over they started for home
and had gone a full day's journey before
they missed their child. Of course they
were quite anxious and hurried back to the
city, where they found him in the temple
listening to the learned doctors and asking
them questions, which showed he was a
boy deeply imterested in spiritusl matters.

| . :
When reproved by his mother his reply
| was a strange ope.,

* Wist ye not that 1
Father's business ("
Fren as a oy of tweive Je=us had com

1=t be about ruy
knowledge of the purpose of s life, and
thi= knowledge grew with the vears

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST.

1. Was Jesus like other children ¢ Yes! |
| e was a real boy.

2. Did he have the same joys and sor-
rows ! Exactly the same.

3. How old was he when he went to
Jerusalem ! Twelve vears.

4. What happened him then!
ried with the rabbis.

5. What did he dot
tions.

6. What did he reply to his mother
who came to seek him? “ Wist ye not
that 1 must be about my Father's busi-
ness ¥’

7. Did he return with her? Yes, and
was obedient to her.

He tar-

Asked then. ques-

Lissos 1V.——Jasvary 28
THE BAPTISM OF JESUS.
Mark 1. 1-11. Memorize verses S-11.
GOLDEN TEXT.

Prepare your hearts unto the Lord. and

serve him only.- -1 Samuel 7. 3.
THE LESSON STORY.

Eighteen years have now passed sinee
we saw Jesus the little boy of twelve with
the doctors in the temple at Jerusalem.
What passed in those e’ghteen years from
boyhood to manhood we do not know. But
we are sure they wer spent in industrious
study and work, and that he mingled with
other youths and was a great favorite
among them.

John the Baptist. who was his ccusin,
and six months older. had become a
preacher. e is called the Forerunner of
Christ because his special purpose in
preaching was to urge people to repent-
| ance and prepare them for the beautiful

ministry of Jesus.  As an opening to his
jife of public ministry Jesus went the
Jordan and asked to be baptized. John
felt himself unworthy to baptize Jesus,
| who he knew was much greater than he,
| but as Jesus desired it John complied.

| Jesus went through this ceremony Ix
{ canse he feit it would help him in the
| wreat work he was about to begin.  He feit
| the full weight of his great responsibility.
| Then, too, he wanted to set a great ex
}_ ample. At the baptism a voice was heard
<aving. * This is my beloved Som. in whom

v well pleased.”

QUESTIONS FOR THE YOUNGEST
1. What age was Jesus when he was
| |unp!iu'¢i! Thirty vears old.
| 2. How Jong since he had been heard of
in the temple a* Fernalem® Fighteen
_'“f&

! 3. Do we know anything of those years?

! No. ’

1. Whoe Bapitast ¢ \
an of Jesus, six months older.
. What was hus mission ! To

was John  the
: prepan
¢ way for Chnst.
.. What
jent, for the kingdom of beaven s ot
hand.

was his great message ! We

FACING THE FOE.

“ O, please let me do that!” begged
Rhoda; = 1 bate cutting out dress skirts!”

Aunt Ruth dropped her shears on the
cutting-table and straightened her back to
give a sharp leok at the eager faoe coaxing
her.

“First time | ever heard hatin’ to do a
thing brought forward as a reason for
doing it!” she remarked. looking the girl
over shrewdiy.

“Oh, ves, Aunt Ruth.” said Rhoda;
* Mother that's the very neason.
- Face the foe. that's her motto that she's
always brought us up on. If you dou’s,
she says you go dreading and dreading it
for ever, and worse and worse 28 you put
off trying it. and by and by you are incap-
able. She always makes us try to do
everything we hate to do, and keep at it
ull we like it”

says,

“Your mother's a very semsible
woman,” was  Aunt Huth’'s comment
* Here, take the shears, then. 1 was

going to let you look on and see me do it,
but you might as well make your mistakes
and profit by them.” i

“ There!” saud Rhoda
tifteen minutes later .

in  triumph
that bugtear never
will bloek me agan.”
* Plucky way of domng,”
to himself, coming o
<at where he had iwen
“Harper's Weekly 7 instead of doing
hat he calied “tackiing™ his debating
. * Face the foeI” Ihd at, uw,
dier. Wonder how the rale

* bugtwears.

muttered Kol
ut of the window
lounging over a

ert

org on

3 sone
There's that

f my
Chnstian Endeavor mevting
te-night Ihick wanted | should lead it for
wiling hin 1
never did such a thing in my life.  Believe
Il go and try t.  Rhodafashion
Wouldn't she le surprised if she knew

him. Sneaked out of 1t by

she made me do with her dress

what
making lesson 7

ONLY.

but

how 3t cheered the

! Lroken heart, engendered hope, and cast a

'j hale of light around that sick-bed.

| Only a stray sunbeam, yet it cheered a

wretehed alwsde and gladdened a stricken

heart.

i Only a word of eno uragement, a single
word. It gate a drooping spirit new life,

and led % victory.

(miv a smike,
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Aund Lewis was
right.  There are many i
whe continue in wrong

-lnil:-_’ boeanns=e th_~ an
afraid of
ome will say if they try |
to do right How|
strange  that they de
not stop te consider
what good people think
of them wkile they
keep on sinning! Why
do they not ask:
“What wili my par-
ents and friends think
of me? What will God
think of me ?”

The true question is
not, * What will peo
ple say about it ¢ hat

what = ane l

SNOWRIRDS.

THE SNOWBIRD.
In the rosy light trills the gay swallow,
The thrush in the roses below :
The meadow-lark <ings in the meadow,
But the snowbird sings in the snow.
Ah me!
Chieadee!
The snowhird sings in the snow !

The blue martin trills in the zable,
The wren in the gourd belov
In the elm flutes the golden robin,
Bt the snewhird <ings in the snow,
A me!
Chicadee!
The snowhird sing- in the snow!

High wheels the gray wing of the osprey.
The wing of the sparrow drops low:
In the mist dips the wing of the robin,
And the snowhird’s wing in the snow.
Ah me!
Chieadee!
The snowhird sings in the snow !

Chieades! (

I« that true little heart §
“WHAT WILL THEY SAY ABoUT

T

When Lewis Orashy
arging his schoolmate, Frw
beeome a Christian, Fred, who had a
strong desire to le a better bov, said in
reference to his plavmates:  * What will
they say about it "

“ No matter what they say about "
replied Lewis. Do as yon think that vou
ought to do, and do not be influenced by
fears of what athere may think or say or

was one ll;|.\
Harmon, to

»
do.

“What is right " It
is not always easy to
do right: but it is
always safe, and it is the only safe way;
and as far as the diffienlty of right doing
is concerned, God always helps every one
who tries in the right way. How can any-
thing be really diffieult when God helps?

Suppose we are laughed at for being
Christians.  Who is harmed by it? Those
who laugh. It hurts them. but does not
damage us. True, it is not pleasant to be
ridienled ; but, for Christ's sake, we can
endure it.  Ridicule is but & slight thing
compared to what many have suffered for
Jesus.

IN CAPTIVITY.

Janie Lindsey had a fashion of ~ zoing
bw ™ with the girls after school, and stay
ing —oh—ever =0 long! The worst of it
was, she had been told again and again
She alwayvs made such gowd

not to do so.
CXCUSes,

“ Oh, mamma.” she would say, 1 was
<o thirsty! T believe 1 shonld  have
fainted if 1 hadu’t * gone by * Annie’s for
+ drink:™ or. she wonld say, “ Mamma. |
‘fn-! * went l-_\" '.\u‘.\'.& to see the loveliest

f dresses, that she had made for her
Jdolly.” and o on, and <o on.

danie’s mamma determined o break
Janie of this bad habit.

“ Janie”

caid her mamma, one Friday
nerning, straight home from
A, 'l have something nice for vou
afternoon.”

“Yes, ma'am! As soon as school is
out, Just as sure as my name is Janie
Lindsex, I'll fiy home to my dear, swoet,
«owond mamma:” and she Kissed her mother
wood-hve, fully intending to do just as she
~:li'|.

\bout four o'clock Janie came walking
Jowly home.  “ Mamma, T just went by
Fannie Stout’s 1o see her new little

spy.  Oh, mamma, it's the nicest little

“ come

vhite-haired poodle you ever saw: just as
wft and downy and—mamma, [—1 for

ot Please f

straight b

wive: me for not  coming
1

<t this one  time! I
declare, mannna, 1 just
*That wili da, danie!

are that

Come and cat
Your tather hia

three honrs, as he

Nour suppwer.

en gone:
conldi’t wait for you.
He wanted us to w0 out to auntie’s with
i and ear <ome of her niee grapes,
praches and  cream, and  drive back by
moonlight.”

“Oh!" and Janie canght her breath.

jut, mamma. it isn’t supper time yet.”

“ 1 know it isu’'t: but my little daughter
i< ont so mueh that 1 know she must be
very tired. Selas 1 had to stay at home
and wait for her 1 prepared an early sup-
per of milk and biread for Ler, so that she
could eat and zo right to jwd.  Eat your
supper.

Janic knew. from the tone of her
mother’s voiee. that she was in earnest; so
she ate her bread and milk without an-
other word.

“ Come, my dear,” and Janie followed
her mother up to her own dear little room,
which had never seemed hateful before.
“ Here is your gown. Put it on: and,
when you have prayed. get in bed. Now,
I will close the door and nobody shall dis-
turb you,” and mamma was gone.

Well! Of all the funny things this
was the funniest.  Junie did not know
whether to laugh or to ery, and she felt
very much like doing both. At length
she fell asleep. and dreamed that she was
Joseph in prison, and that Pharaoh had
just sent for her o tell him the meaning
of his dream

when she awoke.

Janie got right ont of led and down on
her knees. and  was  asking God so
carnestly to help ber oley her mother
and come straight home from school  that
<hie dida’t hesr the door apen and shut as
her mother came in. She into lwsd
again, and then she saw her mother,

= Oh, mamma, | kuow what it means!™
<he exelaimed. = Pain eaptivity. . When
the ehildren of i<rac]l dissleved God, he

and I've lwen
that I'm in cap-
tivity suffering for i1, But you are gming
to give me my freedom, aren’t yon 27

“ Nt (l"ll:l'\.“

Janiv raised haif up in bed, and looked
as if <he eonldn’t Ielicve what she had
heard.  * What, maninna ! <he eried, “ are
vou going to keep me m c':l]!'i\'if“‘ sure
enough

“ Yes, dear, Noun must <uffer for Your
disobedience.”

Janie spent the whole Jday in captivity.
Her mother sent up her meals, and at
led-time had another jong talk with her.
Janie was up bright and early the next
worning. and was ready for Sunday-
school in good time. From that day
to this Janie has never “ gone by ” with
one of the girls without her mother’s per-

S

et them go into captivity

o disoledic

. huanma,




