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SEA OF GALILEE.

This i{s the name given In
Matt. 4. 18 to the lake in
Galilee, called in Numbers
34. 11, the ‘“sea of Chin-
nereth ; and in John 6. 1,

‘“the sea of Tiberias.” It
is an expansion of the Jor-
dan, and the current of the
river is visible in the mid-
dle of the lake. Its dimen-
sions have not been precise-
ly ascertained. Pliny makes
it to be sixteen miles long
and six broad ; Olin con-
jectured the length to be
twelve miles, and its breadth
six. Both statements prob-
ably exceed the reality.
With a sandy bottom, it has
sweet and limpid waters,
. containing, especially in the
northern parts, abundance
of fish, Its environs form,
. perhaps, the most lovely
part of Palestine.
" Formerly lourishing
cities, such as Tiberias,
b Bethsaida, and Capernaum,
- enlivened its shores, which
¥ are now silent and desolate,
. but still beautiful. Fish-
t Ing is still carried on in the
; lake, but only from its
¢ shores. When, a few years
- since, visited by Olin, it had
- on its waters only two small
E boats,

encompassing mountains,

B Luke 8, 23,

- THE MOUNT OF BEATITUDES.

BY THE EDITOR.

3 mother and brethren and
disciples “ went down to
§ Capernaum,” and “down”
$ it certainly is, for the
E Sea of Galilee lies seven
hundred feet below the
Mediterranean. The hill-
Bides were dotted with
the black tents of the
. Eedouins, and an occa-
@ slonal group of sheep or
& Boats gave life to the
§ landscape. Volcanic
p forces in the unknown
& Dast have poured over the
§ limestone rock, leaving -
beds of lava. High on
b the right rises a saddle-
shaped hill with a peak
. On either end, known as
- the “Horns of Hattin,”
. the traditional Mount of
' Beatitudes, This hill is
. 2n oblong mass of bla~k
L basalt ; the depression in
- the middle may have
L been the crater of an ac-
© tive volcano.

- Most opinions agree
that here he who spake
i 88 mnever man spake,
. Spake as he did at no
other time. The very
. Stone on which the Great
* Teacher sat fis pointed
out. Here, too, tradition
 avers that the five thou-
& sand were fed, but the
more probable scene of

The ordinary peacefulness of the
lake, which is owing to its lying in a
basin formed of hills that run up on all
- sides, except at the narrow entrance and
outlet of the Jordan, is occasionally dis-
turbed by sudden gusts and tempests,
caused by winds rushing down from its
which, how-
. ever, soon abate their fury, and leave the
¢ waters in their usual tranquility. Comp.

3 We read In John 2. 12 that, after the
- marriage feast at Cana, Jesus and his

SEA OF GALILEE FROM THE MOUNT OF BEATITUDRES,

t

this multitude was near the seaside. We
rode up the rather steep incline through
tangled thickets, The view sweeps over
the fair and fertile plain of Gennesareth,
the blue Sea of Galilee, the white-walled
Safed in full view on its lofty site, the
“city set on a hill that cannot be hid,”
and the PMlowy sea of mountains rolling
oft to the base of the snow-clad Hermon
in the north, the very scene on which
from this very spot the Saviour looked.
Pointing to the swifts and swallows
darting through the air, and to the
flowers springlng at his feet, the Divine
Teacher uttered the words whose musie
lingers in the air as the holy thought
sinks into the heart : “ Behold the fowls
of the air : for they sow not. neither do

;

they reap, nor gather into barns; yet
your heavenly Father feedeth them. Are
ye not much better than they ? . . .

Consider the lilies of the field, how they .

grow ; they toil not, neither do they spin :
and yet I say unto you, that even Solo-
mon in all his glory was not arrayed like
one of these. Wherefore, if God so
clothe the grass of the field, which to-day
is, and to-morrow is cast into the oven,
ghall he not much more clothe you, O ye
of little faith ?”’ )

‘We dismounted, recited the beatitudes,-

and mused and pondered over the match-
less sermon on this holy mount,.

‘What a sad comment on the teachings
of our Lord that here, after twelve long
Christian centuries, in the heat of a

Syrian July, 1187, two thousand knights,
with eight thousand men-at-arms, were
crushed beneath the victorious arms of
the Saracens, led by the brave and gener-
ous Saladeen. Dr. Norman Macleod, in
a few terse sentences, thus describes the
scene : “ The crusaders had behaved in
a most treacherous manner to the Mos-
lems, and had grossly broken their treaty
with them. Saladeen was more righteous
than they. They carried as their rally-
ing banner the true cross from Jerusa-
lem ; but the Moslems had its justice on
their side, though not its wood. ~ After
days of suffering, and after many gross
military mistakes, the crusaders found
themselves terribly beaten, and all that
remained of them on the evening of th~
awful battle-day gathered on and around
the Horns of Hattin. King Guy, of Lusig-
nan, was the centre of the group : around
him were the Grand Master of
Knights Templars, Raynald of Chatillon,
Humphrey of Turon, and the Bishop of
Liydda, the latter of whom bore the holy
cross. All at last were slain or takem
prisoners, and the Holy Land was lost.”
As we descended the abrupt slope, we
enjoyed a glorious view of the lake lying
liYe a map a thousand feet beneath us,
placid as after the words of our Lord,
“ Peace, be still,” reflecting as in a mirror
the abrupnt steeps of the Gadarene shore.

THE JAPANESE METHOD.

The little Jap was busily engaged In
counting the knuckles of his left hanad
with the forefinger of the right. He had
gone over them several times when-a com-
panion asked him what he was doing.

“Iam counting the days to Christmas,”
replied the little Jap, with a smile. “You
know some of the months have more days
than others, and I am counting the days
and adding them together.” :

The Jap’s companion seemed puzzled,
and asked, “How do you do it that.
way ?” ’ :

“How do you do it ?’ asked the Jap,.
instead of answering the question.

“Why, we,” replied the Httle New
Yorker, “have a rhyme :

‘ Thirty days hath September,
April, June and November.’

Those are the short months and the others
are long.” E

The Jap had never heard of that, be-
cause he had not been away from Japan
very long. R

“We count on our knuckles;”:he said:
* The knuckles are the long months and
the space between them the short ones.
The first knuckle 18 January, long, and
the first space next to it is February,
short. and so on to the knuckle of the
little finger, which is July. Then you
repeat on the knuckle of the little finger,
which is also August, and go back and
cend on the knuckle of the second:finger,
which is December. See ?” ’ :

“1 see,” replied the little New Yorker;
“but how many days is Christmas off,
anyhow ?”

“ As this is the first of May,” replied
the little Jap, running over his knuckles
rapidly, “ Christmas is—let me see-=just
;}wo hundred and thirty-nine days off.”—

x. .

“ What makes the baby cry so ?” asked
Willy. “ He’s cutting his teeth,” said the
nurse. “ Why do you let him do it ?*
asked Willy. “ You won’t even let me.
cut my own nails.”

First Party—*“1 saw a most interesting:
article in your paper to-day.” Editor
(proudly)—“Indeed ! What article was.
that ?” First Party—*“ My wife brought
home a bar of Monkey-Brana Laundry

soap wrapped up in it” Editor
collapses.



PLEASANT HOURS.

Paths

‘The path that legds to a loaf of Bread
W tindg through the Swampy of lofl,

And the puth that Jeads to a sult of
Clothes
GGoes through n flowoerlesgs soll ;
And the patha that lead to the lonf of
Broa«d
And the snit of Clothes are hordt to trend
And tho pnth that leads o a House ot
Your Own
Climbs over the bowlderod hills,
And the 1ath thot Jeads to a Bank Ac-
count

18 swept by the blast that Lills
But the men who start in the paths to-

day
10 the Lazy Hills may go astray.

In the Luzv Hills are trees of shade
By the dreamy Brooks of Sleep
And the rollicking River of
luughs
And gumbols down the steep :
Hut when the blasts of Winter cone,
‘I'hoe brooks and rivers are frozen aumb.

‘I'hen woe to these in the Laczy Hills,
When the blasts of Winter moan,
\Who strayed from the path of a Bank
Account
And the path to u House of Thelr Qwn;
‘These paths are hard §n the Summer heat,
Lut {1 W\ inter they load to a sgpug re-
t.

Pleasure
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THE COURAGE OF THE PUGILIST
vs. THAT OF THE PATRIOT.

TIY FRANCES E. WIILARD.

Some years ago my home was often in
that of a JSouthern famly of distinction,
in the best sense of that word, for it was
made up of a noble father, a brave mother
«nd pure-minded, vigorous children.

une morning when the fath-r came
down to breakfast. he saw on the cheek
of his youngest sonr. a winsome little fel-
low of ten vears, the marks of a wound,
and said with anxiety :

* Charlie, how did this come about 2
- YWhercupon tho little £ollow answered :

1 was in the park ,estirday and a
boy skated towards me «nd when he was
quite near flung a plece of putty at me
ath a1 his might and hurt mec as you
soe.”

The father's dbrow contractcd and he
said in a tone of indiznaticn which did
not represent his sobcr second thouzht:

** And what did you do to that miscrable
fellow ¥

Charlie looked up with smiling eyes
and falr, bright face, and made an answer
tn his fresh, young voice that I cannot
forget :

* Oh, papa, 1 just skated on.”

A few months later, when the St. John

toamperance campalgn was at its holght.
a swi(t cxpress train carried Charlie and
his mother from Mountain Luke Park to
thelr Baltimore home  Boy-like ho asked
i he might walk through the train and
“gee tho fulks”  liis mother assented,
and so he left the patlor car, returning in
a fow minutes with flushed face and
boylsh enthusiasm to make this report :

** Mother, what do you think thoy aro
doing in the car just ahead of us? Why,
thev are taking what they enll *a steaw,’
that ig. a count to find out who was the
candldate of each man for President.
Blaine had - , Cleveland had S and
only one man voted for St. John.'

His mother, whe was n devoted white-
ribboner, then sald with earnestness .
* Charlie, 1 wish you would go back into
that car, and give my thanks to tha'g
brave man * who dared to stand nlone.’

At this the boy exclaimed with dalight:
“ Mother, I was that man, and I voted to
represent yYou.”

Tt 18 a curlous fact that the story of the
bov who just *“ skated on” was written
out by me and sent to one of the most
famwous children’s papers in the world,
which declined it with an explnnatlon.
that * the boy did not show proper spirit.’
But from my point of view he was as much
a hero in the firat instance as in the last.
He simply could not put himself on the
level of one who slung putty and pounded
with his fists, but on the plane of moral
courage he was not afraid to differ from a
whole carload of grown men who looked
upon him as a foolish young fanatic.

Many a time in the heat of controversy
or galling cross-fire of sharp criticism,
that boyish face has come before me, and
1 have seemed to hear the fresh, un-
troubled voice saying, * I just skated on.”
—Union Signal.

HOW WE JUNIORS OAN HELP.
BY ADDIE RRIDR.

The atm of the Church is to lead souls
to Christ. How can we do this ? &irst,
by presenting ourselves as a living sacri-
fice unto him. This i{s something we all
can do. Even the smallest person can
love God, and keep his commandments.
Christ said, * Suffer the little children to
coms unto me, and forbid them not. for
of such is the Kingdom of Heaven.” Then
let each of us give ourselves to Jesus, and
so sccure a mansion that he has gone to
prepare for us. By taking this first step
we will not oniy help the Church, but
greatly help ourselves to be truer boys
and girls, and when we grow up, better
men and women.

Let us soc if thore {s not another way
we can help the Church. Having given
ourselves to Christ. can  we not lead
o hirs to him? How can we do this §
Can we not set a geod example, and let
our light so shine that others, seeing aur
reod works, may glorify our Father
which {s in Heaven ? We can bring sun-
shine into our homes by trying to live
like Christ and so brighten the lives of
trrese we come fn contact with while
there. We can obey our parents. be kind
to our brrthers and sisters, and always
keep our wills or tempers when we feel
argry. Remembe:

“ Three roots bea.  p, Dominion, Know-
ledge (these two n-: strong, but stronger
stil the third), Obedience, 'tis the great
tap root, which still knit round the rock
of duty, is not stirred, and our wlilis are
ours to make them thinr.”

Then, we can sct a good example at
school. We can be kind to our play-
m.tes, helping those that others tease and
make fun of. We can tell them about
our League, and meetings, wnat we are
trying to do, and 2sk them to come with
us to the meetings.

And now, having brought sunshine into
our homes, and joy¥ and friendship to our
schoolmatea, and having got them to come
to our meetings, must wo stop here? I
'hink not. What would our friends say
if they came with ug and found us show-
ing irrevereace to God, in his house ? Do
rou think it would be letting our light so
shine 7 You sde we have another place
where we must set a good example. In
the Church, the Sunday-school, the Ep-
worth League, and wherever and when-
ever we approach God. We should pay
attention to the minister and our teacher,
when they are trying to explain God's
word. Br so doing we will Jift a great
burden off their heart, and make them
fitter to teach us.

-

But while we have Yeen thinking ot
thoge who live around us, we must not
forgot that they are not the only ones
we can help.  What about the heathen ?
Can we not help them 7 Oh vou sav it
takes money to help them, and we have
none of our vwn. While we should do all
we can to heip these that are labouring
away in Africa or China, to lead souls to
Christ, {8 there not another way that we
can help them ? Can we not pray for
them 7 Nonoe of us are so young, but
what we can ask God to help the misslon-
ary away among the heathen, wherever
he may be, to lead tho heathen to their
Saviour.

But fn working for the Church, we must
not forget that God has given a book to
guide us to be like him. We should read
our Bibles every day, and not only read
them, but try to understand them. If
each of us do this, and give ourselves to
Christ, and try in all ways to lead others
to him, we will indeed help the Church,
and not only help it, but greatly kelp
ourselves.

Help me, dear Saviour, thes to own,
And ever faithful be ;

And when thou sittest on thy throne,
Oh, Lord ! remember me.

OIGARETTES.

*“ Does cigarette smoking injure the
lungs ?" asked someone of a leading New
York physician. For his answer the doc-
tor lighted a cigarette, and, inhaling a
mouthful of smoke, blew it through the
corner of his handkerchief, which he held
tightly over his mouth. A dark-brown
stain was distinctly visible. * Just such
a stain,” said the doctor, *is left upon
the lungs.” If you ever smoke another
cigarette, think of the stains you are
making. .

There is a disease culled the cigaretts

eye, which is regarded as dangerois. A
fnlm comes over the eye, appearing and
tMsappearing at intervals. And did you
know that boys have been made blind by
smoking cigarettes ? How would Yyou
like to part with your sight, ar 1 never
again behold the light of day or .he faces
of your friends ?

Shall I give you two or three pictures ?
A writer greatly interested in young peo-
ple (Josiah Leeds) described a pitiful
spectacle which he saw—a pale, woe-be-
gcne boy, seemingly less than ten vears
old, standing at the entrance of arn alley,
without a hat, his dilapidated trousers
very ragged at the knees, his hands in
his pockeats, shivering with colg, yet
whiffing away at a cigarette.

Dr. Hammond says : 1 saw tn Wash-
ington & wretched-looking child. scarcely
five vears old, smoking a cigarette and
blowing the smoke from his nostrils.
Hig pale, pinched face was twitching con-
vulsively, his lfttle shoulders were bent,
and his whole appearance was that of an
o'd man."—Christian Work.

A NOBLE ELEPHANT.

An old elephant was in the midst of &
battle on the plains of India. He carried
on his back the royal flag. At the begin-
ning of the fight his master was killed.
As he fell to the ground he gave the word
**Halt.”  The obedient elephant stood
still. The fight grew fiercer and flercer ;
but the men, seeing the flag always dy-
ing in one place. would not believe them-
celves leaten, and drove their cnemy
away. Apd the elephant? For three
days he stood still in his place, straining
his ears to catch again his master’s voice.
The soldiers bribed and threatened, and
at length sent to 8 village one hundred
moiles away for the master’s little
son. The eclephant seemed to remem-
ber how sometimes his master would
place the little child vypon kis back, and
tid him obey him. At his word he moved
away. The Lord our God has said of
Jesus, “ This is my beloved Son, in whom
I sm well pleased ; hear ye him.” To
stay where he puts us and to do each day
whatsoever he says unto us, to do what-
gocver our bands find to do with all our
might for his sake—this, I think, {8 being
faithfal,

Customer—* Give me a dozen fried
oysters *  Waiter—*“Sorry, sir; but we're
all out of shellfish, excepting eggs.”

°ls by his station or ostate

Tho Sifting of Pater.
A FOLE-BONG. .
In St. Luko's Gospel wo are told
How Pcter in tho days of old.
Was sifted ; R
And now, though ages lntefveno; . *
8in is tho same, while timo:gnd segne

St

Are shif{ed. .

]
-

Satan desires us, great and small,

As wheat, to siff-us, and we all
_Are tempted :

Not one, however rich or great,

exempted.

No house so safeiy guarded is
But he, by some device of hls,
Can enter ;
No heart hath armour so complete
But he can plerce with arrows fleet
Its centre.

For all at last the cock will crow
Who hear the warning voice, but go
Unheeding,
Ti11 thrice and more they have denied
The Man of Sorrows, crucified
And bdleeding.

One logk of that pale, suffering race

W 111 make us feecl the deep disgrace
0! weakuness ;

We shall be sifted till tho strength

Of self-conceit be changed at length
To meekness.

Wounds of the soul, though healed, wilt

ache ;

The reddening scars remain, and make
Confesslon ;

Lost innocence returns no more

We are not what wo were before
Transgression.

Rise from disaster-and defeat

Rise from disaster and defeat

s The stronger,

And conscious still oi the divine

Within them, lie on earth supine -
No longer. :

~—Longfeliow.

HOW BEN KEPT HIS PROMISE.
RY RATIE LEPR.

“My?! he's a2 gont. he is, and never
asked for no change.”

The words fell from the lips of 2 lad,
between seven and elght years of age
His face was pale and pinched, showing ig
plainly that he lacked proper nourish- }{
ment. The mass of golden curls that fel) §d
in plcturesque disorder over his foréhead, S
added greatly to his delicate appearance. £
Those curls won him many a customer S
for the dally paper, and now, just &g he {3
had sold the last of his morning stock, a g
gentleman had slipped a silver deollar into
the little hand, causing the gbave re- F
martk. 3

For a moment the 1ad stood turning the EF
dollar over and over. to make quite sure
it w}x}’s a2 3ood one, repeating,

** He's a gent, he is, there’s no m
about that.” o mistake

Darting away. he-ran as fast as his legs
could carry him, through several streets, f
till he came to the poorest part of New
York city. .Entering a yrocery store, with
the air of a family .man. he ordered a &
quartsr of a pound of tea, the same of &
butter, and a loat of bread. Carefully
tying the chunge in a corner of an old
rag. that did duty as a handkerchief, he {4
selzcd the preclous packages,.and hur £33
ried along till he reached a dHapidated
tenement house. Climbing up four
fiights of rickety stairs. he pnshed open
the door of a small room, and enter 4
quictly, his ’ttle face flushed with ex- PR
citement. Tip-teelng across the room
he gazed earmestly into the faces of 3
woman and a little girl of four, who iay§
sleeplng on an old mattress, That the
child was his sister was apparent by the i
kair, the same wonderfu! golden shade, FE

onls the girl’s hung 1n longoﬁuffy curls. ¥
I :ﬂ :’fl;‘lt]a’eri};; mu%)t’ered the Jlad, ** what tun, £
ght a fire, I )
wolgd no:};” 4 can buy more§:
a shart time the fire was blazing, §
kettle boiling. and the iad pu
stren {n an old tin cup. put the tea to 4]
“Is that you. Bennie 2" asxed a weak .4
voice, * are you burning the wood. degr ™ b
“Yes, mother, but I can buy more ;a
swell of a gant gave me a dollar, and just
look at the feast I've got: do get up, E;
mother, and look at tho tubje, it's like B3
real Christmas.”

R
Py
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PLEASANT HOURS. 23
The woman tried to raise horsolf, but Quick na a flash thoe boy crept into thoe house had been shrowded in  gloom. Stokoe It, Brunle, it's ro saft T hope
tell back, saying, “1 can’t, Bennlo, boy, waggon, and moved the barrels, making Heart and briin of the childlees widow  mezer has ope, (oo, Then, ar Y tog
it s teo late” roons tor two to sit comfortably, then &ccmed rompletely gtunned. more  cheerfal than the others  rould
* Tuo iate, mother, why it's only noon; Hfting Nettfe up, he clim:bed n beside her, “Come In,” kaid # gad volce, fn answer DUPst Into zaug asnding n whe - volloy
1 Li«d just sold my last morning paper, re-arranging the barrels, maklng It im- to John's tap on the door, and with qutet  Of spurks up  tho chitiney the uweot

when the swell chap stops, pats e on
the head, and pushes the money into my
hand, and goes off before I could say
thanks ; take n sup of this tea, mother, it
wlll help you some.”

Aguin the woman tried to rise, but fell
Lack with amoan. ** It's too late, Bennle,
1 am golng away.”

* olny away, but you will tako Nettie
+nd me with you, mother.”

* No, Ben, you must take care of Nettie
Maybe God will help you. I wish I had
taught you. [ uséd to know when [ was
a xrl, But it seems so long ago: s0
lutig ago, 1 forget now, but they sald,
God was good.”

“Pon't worry, mother. I'll hunt for
God, and find him. He will bo sure to be
geod to Nettle, because she has such
prtty hair, everybodv likes her. But do
take a drink of this tea. Mother ! mother !
don't go to sleep till you have had some
of this lovely feast "

There was no answer this time, and the
little lad, thoroughly frightened, flew in-
fo the next room, where a wormman was
busily enguged at the wash tudb, and
begged her to come in and see his mother.

Hastily drying her hands, she followed
h.m, and bending over the mattress, rald,

* Your mother is dead, Ben, starved to
death, I reckon. She worked too hard
keepiog you youngsters decent. Dear
knowg what is to become of you both :
with your fine looks, I gueas you will be
put in an orphan asylum. It's for sich
like as you."”

‘The woman’s loud voice awoke the lit-
tle sleeper, and sitting up, she glanced
fiist at the still face of her mother, then
sceing Bens frightened look, ccmmenced
sobbing piteously, crying,

*“Take me, Bennie,
fwightened, I {a."

The lad took hor gently in his arms,
and scothed her, then showed her the
feast and told her to eat all she could.

The next few days were sad ones to
the children, though neither realized what
ft meant. The neighbours were kind in
their way, notifying the authorities, and
allowing Nettije to play in their rooms,
whilst Ben w~s selling his papers. At
night, the lad would hush the lonely child
to sleep, telling her not to fret, brother
Ben would take care of her.

And now it was Christrnas Eve. Ben
hurried home with 2 warm new bun and
a jarge or:nge for Nettie. He had done
a big day’s business. Not only hed he
sold all his papers. but two gentlemen had
employed him to hold their horses. one
giving bim a dime, the o*her a quarter.

The unselfish lad determined to take
Nettle out, after their frugal tea, show
her the bright store windows, and buy
her a pair of warm mitts with the quar-
ter. But just as they finished tea. heavy
steps were heard on the stairs, and with-
out ceremony, a tall man entered. saying,

“Well. roung uns. I guess you know
I'm the landlord, eh ? You must get out
of this, for I've rented the place. I'm
sorry for ye, but Y can't help it. I don’t
want to be hard on ye, seeing it's Christ-
mas time, 8o there’s s nickle for ve. Put
it {n your pocket, lad. You had better
agk them as knows, and get the gal put
in a gals' home. Thes're for 3ist sich as
her.”

Poor Ben stood like one dazed, listening
to the man's retrexting fontsteps.  All
thoughts of the store windows ~<anished
trom his raind. as he thought of the man's
word about * the girls’ home.” Could it
be poscible that they would take Nettie
from him ?

“No. for T npromised mother to find
God,” thourht the Jad.

“We had better start vow, before that
man tells anyone abont Nettie.”

Hastllv tying tte'r few things in o
bundle, ho wrapped the child up as warm-
ly as possible, and quietly carried her
downstairs.

The six o°clock bells were ringing:
crowds were husrying in all directions,
4 few flakes of light snow wero floating
dreamily in the air. But the children
notioed nothing, as they hurried along.
Somefimes Ben would take Nettie tn
his arme. But it was hard work for tb.
1ad, and he was thankfnl to put her down.
Pregently they turned into a quiet street
and zaw standing before an heatel. a
farmer’s waggon. flll~d with empty bar-
reln, c1@ently returning from market.

take mo; I'se

10 +f{b'es to beg secen

“Where Is we going ** asked the child.

* Hush, dear you musn't tnlk  We are
Roing to find God I promised mother 1
woeuld

* 18 he good, Bennto

‘Yos, 1 guess 80 ; mother knew him
long ago. ' gnueas he lives in the country,
cause {f he lived tn the city, we would
have scen him."

In a few minutes the unsuspecting far-
mer came out, and calling cheerfly to his
horseg, they started off at a gentle trot,
and the children curled snugly up, wero
soon fast asleep

For nearly two hours thev slept, the
horses continuing thetir steady trot. At
length Ben was awakened by the farmer
jumping down, stamping his feet, and
slapping his hands together. Then the
clang of a heavy gate, and the crunch,
crunch, of the snow under the man’s feet,
told Pen they were alone.

Peeping over the waggon. he saw a
large iron gate, which led into the
grounds surrounding a good sized house.
Hastily ge'ting down, he also passed
through the gateway The moon was
shining now. and the boy espled over in
a corner what lonked llke a tiny house.
Hastening across the unbroken snow, ho
pushed open the door, and looked in.
Then, with a quict laugh. he hurried back
to the waggon, and lifted the still sleep-
fng ¢ hild out, whispering zently,

*Oh. what fun a dear little house just
blg encugh for us two.”

He strurgled across the snow agaln
with his little burden, and placed her
gently on the rustic bench which ran
round the house. Hardly had he done s,
when he heard the hearty laugh of a
man, and pecping out, he Baw a floed of
light stream from the sids entrance of
the to's~. The farmer stepped into
view. saying.

* Well, good-night, and s merry Christ-
mas t» you all. I'll bring them apples
next week,” and down the pathway he
came, whistling merrily, and the houre
deor clns*d with 2 bang. )

*1 guess thom folks up there aro nice.’
though* the lad. or that man wouldn't
have come out eo happy. and wishing
them p merry Christmas. [ wonder--
mavbe it is—1 will ask before Nettle
wakes up hungrr.”

With one look to make quite sure that
she was fast asieep, the lad slipped quiet-
1y out, and hastened to the door the far-
mer had just left. Ben pulled the bell,
and heard it go clanging through the
house, his heart thumping so heavily,
that when Jobn, the iootman, opencd the
door, he could hardly ga3p out,

“ Please. slr, does God live here ?

“ Now, see here, young man, non¢ of
that nosenge. I1f vou want something to
cat, ask for it. My missis never turns
anyone away hungry from these doors,
but I don’t want any make-believing.”

* Please, sir, I promised mother to take
Nettie to God, and 1 thought he might
live here. so I just asked whilat she wvas
sleeping.”

“What in the world are you talking
about, and who is Nettie ?”

“ My sister, she is aslecp out there.”

“QOnt in the snow, do you mean ?”

“ No, in that little house down in the
corner. But please, sir, don't take her
awav from me. gnd put her in a ° Girls'
Home' She'd die like mother, and so
wonld 1

* In the summer house, vYou mean. See
here bhor, if you are lving to me, rn—ru
—never mind, but I will. Now come with
me.” and ‘ogether they crossed to the
summer house.

* }35ush.” said the lad, ~* don’t wake her,
she will be g0 hungry.”

“Well, I'm blest ! 1 do declare ™ sald
John, as he gazed from one to the other.
* Yon gtav here_  bay, till I go and speak
to missia®” Then he vanished, blowing
his nose like a trurnpet as he burried to
the house.

John had lived as footman to Mr=. Irwin
for many vears. He could remember the
Christmas time <when bricht lchts
flashed from every ronm. and iauchter
and music sremed to il avery corner of
the honge, But two years ago th» angel
of death had robded the house, not onlv
of the hushand and father. but also of
the voung life {nst hudding into beauts-
1l wotwanhood.  Since that time the

reverent steps the man entered the study.

No lght but that made by the firo was
burning, and as the flames played hido
and seck with each other, they cast welrd
shadows {n esery corner of the hand-
somely furntshed room.

** Please, ma‘am, ther is a 1ad here, ask-
ing for God. He's #o pale and snd look-
itng, and has halr like the child Jesus
himeself. ma'am.”

‘Well, John, feed them. 1 wish no
child to go hungry from this house”

* Please, ma'am, that's not all. Therv's
a Iittle girl. too, out in the siummer houwe,
fast aslecp. 1 don't know what to do with
them. It's 'most too late to turn them
adrift.”

“ A lttle gir), John, did you ray, out
in the summer house ' and for 2 moment
2 lonk of interest flaghed into the wo-
man's ingce

* Yea, ma'am. Won't you seo them, and
tell mo what to do

*Well, bring them {n. Really. 1 think
vou and Mary could attend to them with-
out troubling me : but I will see them.”

In a few moments both children were
standing In the warm hall, looking com-
plctely dazed. Never before had thev
seen such R’ place. As Mra, Irwin swept
down the stairway, Nettio's littlo hand
clutched Ben’s nervously.

What a picture it was, the beautiful
hall, with the two poorly clad children
standing hand in hand ; the stately lady
with her heavy crape dress, hanging in
sombre folds around her; the old footman,
his face vers red with blowing his nose
violently every few seconds ; and Mary,
th2 houseke: prr, in the back-ground, the
tears strealing down ‘her kind face.
which she wiped with the corner of her

apron. .
It was Nettie who first broke tho
silence.
“0Oh, Benale, I'se fwipghtened, TI'se
fwightencd. I want mozer.”

In au instant, like a tia-h of lightning
on a dark sultry night, Mrs. Irwin's face
1t up, the eves lost thelr steely. set ox-
pression, and the motherhood of the wo-
man burst forth.

“ 0Ot course you'te frightencd, dear
John, Mary, what do you mean. standing
there gazing at tege cold, hungry, little
ones. Take themm Mary, give them a
warm bath. Susan will help you Then
they must have a light supper. and be
put to bed.  Don't losea moment.” Then,
turnirg to John. her whole face alight
with ner:ous excitement, she said,

* What ume is it, John ?7

“ A little after nine, ma'em.”

“ The stores will be op+n 111} midnight.
Go and get a rcady-made ouifit for the
Iad, I can arrcnge for the little girl
There must b» toys. Von't forgrt a doll,
John. You may choore for the boy, and
candies.” The tears were shining in the
fine e-cs now, the first for many a month,
and John's voice was husky as he replied,

“ All right, ma'am. I will got them
things if 1 hove to get the folks out of
bed te wait on me. Please God, ~e will
have a merry Christmas.”

After the children were tucked snuply
up in bed. Mrs. Irwin opeped a large
chest, in which were treasured mary
things worn by her own child, and took
from it several warm dresseg and under-
garments, and as she knelt before that
chesti, the flood-gate of tvars opened, and
with softened heart she thanhed God for
sending something to flll her beart that
Christmas Eve.

Mrs, Irwin hurried downstairs when
she heard the horse and bug,s stup at the
door. and found John falr)y londed with
parcels, and the place all alight, for Mary,
with a womau s quick ' stinct, fcit that
her mistress would wish for no more
darkness,

Nothing was forgotten, and just as the
last artidle was placed anay for to-mor
row s surprise, the great hail clock struck
the midnicht hour, and mistress and ser-
vants exchanged kindly grectings as they
separated.

1t was o perfect Christmas Day, the
children were avake gnite carly. At «ight
o'clock they were neatly dr gs=ed, and sit-
ting in the housec-keewer’s private room
before a blazing log firc. Ben was very
quict, but the lad’s whole heart seemed
shining in his large eves, but Nette
chattered away Hke a magpie.

* Yook, Bennie, isn't my desg bHoot:*

childish volee  would ring out. fNlitng
overy corner uf the room with laaghter.

Prasently o rostle of skirtn nnd M
Irwin stood in the doorway Instinrtively
the children stood up gazing at her with
wido-open childtsh cyea.  Thon Nottie,
l!\'Ilh oulstrotched hands ran o her, say.
ng, )

*Dood morning, M, Dod, wo finded
you ; mozer told Bennie to."

“1 am not Cnd, Httle one, but it you
will, vou and Bren shall stny with me,
perhaps we aha!l ind God t gothep

The children™s oy ard wen'or was
shared by the whole hone hold, and if at
times Mre Irwin cnvpt anway to shed a
few sllent tears, they were not altogether
rad ones

As evening approached, and tha ebil-
dfnn were tired with plav, Mry lrwin took
Nettle o !er lap, »nd ald a kisdly hand
on Ren'a curly head as he rat on a atool
beside her, nnd told of his mother's
strugglo and death, of hia fear that Noettlo
would be taken from bim, of tho atolen
ride, and of find ng the summer house ;
and the laa endrd by sasing.

“1 do wish mother ¥naw

“T1 trusi, mv bov, th .t yon will grow
fnto an  earn 8, usaft.' m-.a, such as
mother weull have been very proud of,”
eaid Mra Irwin.

“ T will trr hard, ma'am. indeed T witl™

On the fallowing Tu a'a., Farmer
Jones came to the house with the apples,
and was told the story of th  sto'en ride,
The children ra™mn and sho k tands withg
him, ana the hig-hearted m:n had a sus-
plcious m t~ture in hie c¢yv~. as he de-
clared, " It was the best day's business
he had ever done.”

Toronto.

A BOY'S JDEA OF PRAYER.

A litile lad wae keeping his sheep on
Sunday morning. The hella were ringing
for 8 rviea at the church, any the peoplo
were goins over the sields when the litle
fellow began to think that he, too, would
ke to pray to God. But what conld he
8xy ? for he had never learned any
prayer. However, he knelt down and
commenced the alphabet, A, B, C, 1), anq
8y on to Z. A gentleman happening to
pass on the o'her side of the hedgo heard
the lad’s volre, and, looking through tra
buskes, eaw the Iittie fellow kneeollng with
folded hands and closed eyes, saying the
A, B.Cs.

** What are vou dolng. my lttle man
asked the gentleman kindly,

The little lad lroked up.

“ Please, air, [ was praying.”
ro: .13,"‘ what are you sajing vour letters

© Why, I don’t know any prayer, only 1
felt in my heart that 1 wanted God to
take care of me and help me to take caro
of the sheep, 8o I theught 1t I aaid a}l
knew, he wouid put It toxether and spoll
all that [ wanted.”

‘** Bless your heart my little man, he
will!  He wHl  When the heart speaks
right, the lips can’t ray wrong.™

The prayer that goen up to heaven must
ccme from thae hearst.

KEEP A CLEAN MOUTH, BOYS,

A distinguish-d autlor says. “I re-
solved when ! w. s a child never 1ty ysa g
word I could no: prnounce bLrfure my
mother.”  He hep: hos resulat..n, and
beame 2 pure-Nunled. Dows, Loikdured
genticu.an. i« ruie and exam.yln nre
worthy of iml*ation.

Boys readily learn a clasa of low, vulcar
expregalens, shicl are never heard in re-
gpectable cir i, The u must care of the
parcnts R0l e cely ue.ent ft. o?
€ 380, Mo e thinka of g.r.8 a3 pelng so
Wath 02 d w0 Lie peitl. Wa eannot
imaiin o Jeornt g1l LRag *ords she
wonli not utter before her father and
mother.,

Cuch vulparits 5 thoush® by rome boys
to be * smart,” “th. next th ng to swear-
fng. an! ' not ro wicked  tui 4. 18 a
habit wh.ch le.ds to profacity and fills
the win! wi'h evil rthoughts 1t wul-
parizoa and dacrad-s Wb aaol, and pre-
pares the way for many of the gross and
fearful s'ne wh'ch now eorrupt socfety.—
The Chrisitan.
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PLEASANYT HOURS.

In the Cross of Ohris* 1 Glory

“In the Cross of Christ I glory,”
Sweotly sung with lsping tongue,
Caught his lps the sacred story
foved ones o'er his cradle sung .
Crught hia ear the tuneful measure,
Iro his heart saw in the rhyme
Mortals' hope of heaven’'s treasure,
“fow'ring o'er tho wrecks of time ™

*In the Cross of Chrixst I glory,”
Sang his youth's maturer ycers,

sang as blithely, promissory,
As tho Iark when sumi r nears ;

“ When the woes of life oertake me,”
Roxe us bubbles children toss,

** Never shall the Cross forsake me.”
Ah ! would he forsake the Crous ?

*In the Cross of Christ I glory.,”
Proudly sang his manhood’'s prime,
Though his soul swept transitory
As the whisp'ring wings of time ;
* When the sun of bliss is beaming.”
Ah ! 80 blindingly it shone,
* From tho Cross the radiance strcam-
ing,”
Lighting up his lips aloue.

*In the Cross of Christ I glory,”
Sang a trusting child again,

Bowed the head with sorrows hoary,
Now as humble, meek as then,

* Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,”
And all these his soul had tried.

Heart and 1ips poured forth the measuse,
‘ By the Cross are sanctified.”

**In the Cross of Christ I glory,”

Tolled the bells in measur«s slow ;
*In the Cross of Christ I glery,”

Sang the singers sweet gnd low ;
Spake the pastor of the glory

" Tow'rlng ¢'er the wrecks of time,”
Over there 18 heard the story

* Gathered ‘round its head sublime

—The Century.

LESSON NOTES.

FIRST QUARTER.
STUDIYS IN THX GOSFHL ACCURDING Tt 1 Kb,

—

LESSON VIL FEBHUARY i6.
THE GREAT HELPER.

Luke 7. 2-16. Memory verses, 14-16.
Golden Text.—They glorified God, say-

ing, That a great prophet I8 riseu up

among us.~—Luke 7. 16.
Time.—Immediately afier last lesson.
Places.—Capernaum and Nain.

CONNECTING LINKS.

When Jesus baé ended his discourse on
the *jevel place,” he went down to the
Bea of Galflee ipto Capeinaum. A cen-
turion had a young servant who was very
sick, and he asked Jesus to heal him.
Jesus commended the centurion’s faith
and hraled the servant. Then starting
on a preaching tour through Galilee he
came to Nain, twenty-five miles south-
west of Capernaum. where he restored to
1ife the son of a widowed mother.

DAY BY DAY WORK.

Monday.—Read how a sick boy was
cured (l.uke 7. 1-10). Prepare to tell in
your own words the last lesson and this.

Tuesduy.— Read about a dead maa
brought to life (Luke 7. 11-16). Fix in
your mind Time, Place, and Connecting
Link,

Wednesday.—Read of Jesus giving life
(John 11. 14-27). Lcarn the Golden Text.
Read our sketch of the Lasson.

Thursday.—Read of Christ’s tenderness
with the troubled (John 11. 32-44). Learn
the Memory Verses. Read the Parallel
Passage.

Friday.—~Recad what Jesus did for dblind
and dumb men (Matt. 9. 27-35). Study
the Notes and answer the Questions.

Baturday.—Read what the Good Shep-
hard does for his sheep (John 10. 22-30}.
Study the Teachings of the Lesson.

Bunday.—Read thc true road to honour
(Eph. 2. 1-10). Sing the Lesson Hymn.

QUESTIONS.

1. At Capornaum, verses 2-10.— 2. Why
weas the centurion’s servant dear uunto
him ? What was his disease ? 3. What
had Jesus become famous for 2  Whom
did the centurion send to Jesus ? Why
did he send them ? 4, Why did they

think he was warthvy 6 How are
favours sought In the Fast » 7 How did
he show his great tagth 8 Did he think
Chiist had power over diseasgs ? 10. How
did Jesus show hir mizhty power?

2 At Nalp, verses 11-16 - 1] Where was
Nain ? 12, In what part of a town are
Jewlsh barying places ? 13, How often is
Jesus called lLord in the four gospels?
Why had Jesus compassion for the
widow 7 14 Why did those who carried
the ier stand still » 16, What was |t
only the greatest prophets had done 4
How long since there had heen a prophet
in Israel » Who was the Iast before John
the I'aptist ”

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

A roud muster will be kind to his ser-
Tants Jesus 1s always ready to help
the needy Instress Crives people to the
Saviour Noase i8too hard for the Lord

We may bring help from Jesus to our
friends.  We qre to weep with those that
weep Fourteen ts as mortal as four-

swore.  Goil's help comes at the right
time.  We maey hasve victory over sin and
death, It we. are allve spinitually our

spioch and walk will bo proot of it.

wall was concerned. He took Michael
and sent him to a drawing master, and
gave Peter a better position. And
Michael worked hard at hig drawings,
learned diligently, and became the re-
nowned Michael Angelo, ono of the
greatest painters of his time.—Harper's
Young People.

A HERO.

At a recent dinner party a cynic made
gsome acrid remarks about the lack of
true sentiment and nobility of character
among men of this intensely practical
uge * Heroes and martyrs are no longer
pessible " he  exclaimed.  ** They are
gliosts of a glorlous past—not real figures
of a living present.”

A business man having large interests
in the coal reglor. of Pennsylvania in-
stantly demurred :

“1 know a real hero,” he said *“He is
an cngineer in a colliery Iin West Pitt-
ston. One night the engine house whero
he was working alone suddenly took fire.
After making an unavailing attempt to

THF GREAT HFLPER.

A FAMILIAR STORY WELL RETOLD.

Two boys were herding swine in Italy.
They were evidently discussing some very
important subject, for they were earnest
at it A man approached. and the boys
separated, each for his own side of the
pastute. The man was angry, and was
shakine his hand at them. ‘The boys
said nothing ; they drove thelr swine in,
and were quiet as a mouse about it. Tho
man had szid they ghould stay out until
dark, and the sun had not even set yet.
After they bad driven the swine to their
respective places eacl: crept to his room,
took his clothes, and tied them {n a bun-
dle. This done, they both crept down,
and ran to the road which led to Rome.
One's name was Peter ; the other, Micbael
Angero. Both were noor boys. They
«ramped and tramped, and the first thing
they did when they reached Rome was to
go to church.  Afrer they had rested and
prayed they looked for employment.
Peter received employment as the cook's
boy ic some cardinal's house: but
Michael could find nothing to do, .2 he
almost despairrd. 1le went to his friend
Peter, who gave him something to eat
and at night secretly let him into his
room in the attic to sleep. Thi3 went on
for a long iime.  Peter content to let his
fricnd do this, and Michael content aiso.
Michael when in church had seen some
fine pictures. One whiiu lascinated aim
wag *“ Christ Ascending to Heaven.”
Taking bits of charcoal he went to Petcr's
rcom and dr-w pirtures on the white
walls. One day the cardinal had occa-
sion to go to the room. Michael bad,
meanwhile, seciied employment in the
cardinal's kitchen. The cardinal, upon
seeing all the pictures, was dumbdfounded
with their accurateness. He called Peter
and Michael upstairs and asked who had
drawn them. Michael confessed he had,
but said he thought he could rub them
out acain. The carlinal explained to
him that it was all right so far as the

put out the flames with buchcets of water,
he ran to the telephone and gave the
alarm to the men in the mine. There
were forty-six miners below, and their
lives were in the hands of the engineer
in the burning house.

“The cage was sent down, and the
engineer waited for the signal to bhoist
it to the surface. At last it came, but
not until the flames had mounted to the
roof, and the house was filled with smoke.

“The engineer never flinched, but
brought up the cage with eighteen men
in {¢. As soon as it was emptied he sent
it down again, and in a few minutes it
had returned with a second load of ten
miners. One side of the bullding had
tallen, and burning beams were dropping
from the roof, but the engineer stayed at
his post until the remaining eighteen
men had been rescued. His hand was
still on the lever when the last man left
the cage. Suffocated with smoke and
terribly burned, he was carried out of the
building b~ the firemen.

“ Now {t scems to me,” said the Penn-
svlvanian, in conclusion, * that the engi-
neer was as much of & hero as Horatius,
who kept the bridge in the brave days
of old.”—The Household.

POLISH YOUR UNDERSTANDINGS

1 once heard a successful business man,
the head of a large concern, declare that
he never engaged a man or boy who pre-
sented himself with unclean boots.
“ Shabby clothing may be a misfortuns,”
ie added ; * but muddy boots are a fault.”

The same notion is held, I have been
told, by the principal of a celebrated pri-
vate school, who {8 accustomed to remind
his gcholars that he who fails to black his
boots in the morning, can scarcely pre-
serve his seif-respect unimpaired.

An ecceniric friend of mine used to
maintain that every bootblack on the

streets is, so far forth, a guarantee of
order and stability in government, “Hia.|
tory wlll hear me out {n the assertion,”
he would go on to say, “tbat mo magy
who polished h!s boots in the morning
ever excited a mob to insurrection or én.
deavoured to throw down 3he powers that
be.ll -~

HOW TO PAY RENE ;
A blacksmith was one day complafning
to his iron meorchant that such was the
scarcity of money he could not possibly
pay his rent. B
‘I'he merchant asked how much whiskey:
or beer was used in his famiiy m the
courss of a week, or even for one day.
‘The blacksmith told him, whereupon the’
merchant took out pencil and paper and
made a calculation, and showed the®
blacksmith that the cost of drink amount.
cd to sonsiderably more {n the year than
his ho 18e rent. K
The calcu'ation g0 astonished the:
blacksmith tLat he determined from that)
day neituer to buy nor to drink intoxi-
cating liquors of any kind. In the:
course 0of the yecar following ho had not,
only pald his rent, and the iron mer-
chant too, but had enough to spare for a
new suit ef clothes.

RAMBLES AMONG THE STARS.

When we speak about stars of the first:
magnitude, we do not mean the laggest
stars. We know very little about the'
real size of any of the stars. We onjy:
mean the brightest stars. These mays:
be larger or they may be smaller than'
other stars which are less brillianty
Astronomers divide all the stars which:
our naked eyes can s2e into six classes,.
The sixth class {8 made up of such stare’
as barely can be seen as faint spots of’
light. The first class is made up of.
those which shine with the brightest’
light. There i8 no sharp line of division’
between these classes. Some astrono-:
mers put only twelve stars in the first’
class, while others make it include nearly;
twenty. For example, some put Regulus]
(*n Leo) and Arided (in the Swan) in the
first class, while others rank them g&
high up in the second class. The number:
in each lower class Increases rapidly,’
tho second class having perhaps four:
times as many as the first. §

To-night about eight o'clock several:
first-clags stars may be seen. Over ‘ini
the west 18 Arcturus {In Bootes) Low]
down In the south-west is Antares (in-
Scorpio) Capells, about equal to Arctue

rus in orightness, will de rising in the
nor-th-east, 3

TWO REW BOOKS.

A Vietory Won.

By Annie S. Swan
Cloth, illustrated, $1.23

This new story by oar favouriteauther -
is ono of ber best, and is having a
rapid sale. Miss Swan loses mone of
her power to charm.

Cot and Cradle Stories:

By Mrs. Catharine Parr ‘Fraill.;
Wit portrait and illustrations by A. Dickson
Patterzon, RIC.A. :

Cloth, with title and design In gold,’

| B

A new book from Mra. Traill is an

. announcement of glad interest to Can-
adian children.  These atorica are
largely drawn from the animal world
—birds and bees, spiders and butter-
flies and other little creatures whose
doings and sayings are related in the
author's most charming style. It is
undoubtedly one of the best juvenils
books issued.
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WILLIAM BRI
Mrrzooisr Boos AXD Pusiixive Bmees,m

C. W. Coarzs, Montreal, Que.



