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The Jericho Road.

BY KATE W. HAMILTON.
Ben Ibrahim, travelllng down the
road—
The Jericho road 80 rough and
stecp,
Where robber bhordes thefr ¢ vil}
wartch keep
‘To gefze from the lonely traveller his
load—
Bethought him of all the ‘an,ery
nigh,
And scanned his possessions with
careful eye

* Treasures are here of sgllver and
gold,
Spices, fine linen, and fabrics rara,
‘Twere a pity to luse gu h gnoldly
share *
They have cost thouzht ard t{r. and
labour untold ;
But, hap what may 1 mwst ke p
this stone
That | bear ip trust; it is not my
own.

**Tys my lord’'s and not mine,” as the
pass he neared,
“Ne’w stores can 1 gain, not honour
ost ;
I will keep my trust at any cost.”
And he hid the gem safe in his long
white beard.

G Ibrahim wise! Frcm out thy
hoards

Thou hast saved tby best. as well as
thy lord’a.

Down ]lilre's perilous road pur pilgrim way
es,
\Wnere dangers surround on every hand,
B And robb:rs beset. Full many a band
Secks the jov of our hearts. the light ot
our eyes ;
Our gains are snatched by time's
clamorous hordes.
One gem must we guard, for that is our
lord's.

QA Jjewel most precious, designed for his
. crown,
A gem all worlds could never redeem.
‘Twill last when earth fades out like a
- dream,
And the King of the Universe claims his
own.
What profit then if, reaching tne goal,
Aught else has been saved by losing
the soul 7
—Well-Spring.

FROM JERUSALEM TO JERICHO.
RY THF. EDITOR.

A tclerably good road, repaired and
evelled at the expense of & Roumantan

THE Witp. s LR S T X ST

lady, extends for most of the way from
Jernsalem to Jericho. In many places
we passed swarms of Arab men and boys
repairing it in a scemingly most {neffec-
tive manner, with the rudest tools, short-
handled hoes, and rush baskets for carry-
ing earth.

As we passed the traditiunal Bethpags
we were joined by our Arab escort, a
swarthy, dark-eved, muscular man, wear-
ing a white bournous, confined by black
horse-hair cord around his head, a
weather-stained cloak and baggy trousers.
In bis girdle he carrfed quite an arsenal
of weapons—a long-barrelled pisto), a
huge curved sword, and on his shoulder a
brightly polished gun. He would shake
bands all round two or three times a day,
and repeat the formula. “ Good-morning !
English ? English goot.”

He gave us several exhibitions of his
magnificent horsemanship, sweeping like
the wind over the plain. his bournous and
cloak fl¥ng behind him. waving his gun
above his head. stopplag and whirling
almost like a bird In its flight.

We more than once felt the advantage
of having our escctt, as we passed
numerous groups of fle~ce-looking Arabs,
convoying donkey brigades of graln or an
occasional camel train. from the wheat-
flelds of Moab to the Holy City. Their
bold, free alr, thelr keen, hawk-like eves.

RUINED agi RLtet,

SEAR 2o,

LUE INN O THE GOUD SAMARITAN,

and long, white. hungry-looking teeth,
quite fuifilled our ideal of the sons of
Ishmael : *“their hand against every man,
and every man's hand agalnst thbem.”
Op thelr shoulders they carried guns with
tmmensely long barrels and thelr stocks
tnlaid with silver or mother-of-pearl, at
thelr girdle a crucl-looking, curved knifo
in a sheath, and even the pcorest donkey-
boy carried a stout club. They were
picturesque-looking rascals, with thelr
undaunted air, free stride and sinewy
forms,

The road descended rapflly, and we
realized as never before the meaning of
the phrase, “ Golng down from Jerusalem
to Jericho,” the descent being about
three thousand five hundred feet.  The
Apostles” Spring. the only fountain be-
tween the two places, where, doubtless,
our Lord and his disciples must have
drunk of its waters, exhibits the remains
of & handsome stome structure with
Saracenic arches and stone troughs for
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water. It has been ldentifled as the
Waters of En-shemesh, mentioned {n the
fifteenth chapter of Joshua

The rond all tho way from Jorusalem s
thronged with

RURSIAN PILARIMS

of the Greek Church on thelr way to tho
Jusdan fhey are a very picturesque,
tut rhabby and dishevelied looking crowd
in all desrves of raggedness.  Most of
them trudge along, sweltering beneath
abeepnbats croaks, ke Bryan O Flynns,
~with tho woolly sido in.” Thoy wear
it unkempt, square-cut halr and
shaggy Leards, and carry bamboo siaves
{rean the Jordan, or palm branches, in
their hands.

The women are generally mounted on
the bw ks of much endurtng donkeys,
cfouched on their edding with, it may
he. one or two ch'ldren. They often
wear a fur-i1.0d cios k and top boots, and
ride with short stir‘ups, bringing their
hnees a most to thels china In the
sweltering heat they i1neffectually try to
ward off the sun's rays .'y 8 palm branch
or the corner of a ahaw)] xtretched out on
a bamboo cane.

The willage pricst trudg's along with
his parishioners, dressed {1 black gown
and tall, black hat. whose ‘Im is at tho
tcp insiead of at the bottota. SBowme of
these foot-worn and weary pligrims carry
heavy bags on thelr shoulde 8. They all
have kan and woary faces, nnd ceremoni-
ously ealuted the howadgi with humble
obelnance.

This pilgrimage {s the event of a life-
time. The rustic inhaditants of somo
viilage, in the remote Caucasus or Greok
Islands, save thelr money for years, and,
with the village priest, make the pil-
grimage to the sacred places, carrying
with them the long, white shroud in
which they bathe in the Jordan, and
which they carry to their distant homes
to be their final winding-gsheet

While the¢ Russian pligrims are said to
number about nine-tenths of the whole,
yot thero are many others, Cypriotes,
Levantines, Abyssinians, Copts, Syrians,
Armenfans—adherents of the ancient
Christian sects of the East. We maw at
the Jordan a tall, handsome Abytsinian
woman, weary gnd way-worn, who had
got geparated from her companfors and
was anxioualy {nquiring the way to the
convent It made us think of Mary re-
turning trom Jerusalem, and missing the

shae JERICHO.
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young Christ amid the great multitude
ol 3 aLrtms,

Atont noon we reached n dreary and
dewwlate pags on a hill, to the left of
whielh was 4 rulped tower, knowns as the

INN OF THE GO0 SAMARITAN.

At itg base was an aocleat khan, or
carpvansary, where we stopped for lunch,
‘I'hay was a type of muny such which
we i rubgequently, and probably a type
of thoee which from tlme jmmetnorind
have gecomanodated travellers in these
Easte n lands, It had n softd wall sur-
rouncing u large court, with am ile gpuce
for hotses and mules, with 1 arcade
amnd chambars along two sides tor travel-
let« who cnrrled thelr own provisions ;
but for those who had neae, rather
meagre gupplies could be pur hased,

Aver lunch some of us uclimbed the
#tes; hill to the old fun, probably an
ane.ent castle for the protection of the
ro.d It was utterly dilapidated, some
ot it~ ruined chambers belng ocenpied by
squalid  Arab familles. A couple of
wity: o) and witch-llke women conversed
with the Rey, Mr. Reed, 1o that universal
slgn ungunge at which he was an adept,
and rhowed us the scanty furnishings of
the vazults of the tower in which they
Mvedd, and gave us water to drink. Any-
thinr more dreary than the outlook over
the stony hills can scarcely be concelved
- the deepening gorge of the Wady-
Elkelt or brook Cherith to the left, and
fn 1the distance the tawny, long. serrated
wall of the mountains of Moab.
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Pleasant Hours:

4 PAPER FOR OUR YOUNG FOLK.
Rev, W, H. Withrow, D.D., Editer.

TORONTO, FEBRUARY 29, 1898,

A STUDY IN CHILD LITE

* A Child of Tuscany.” By Marguerite
Isouvet.  Chicago: A. C. McClurg & Co.
toronto @ William Briggs. Price, $1.50.

\\ hat a strange little family that was,
whicli dwelt in the tiny stone hut {n that
stuat peasant village not far from Flor-
ence, * the fairest and most famous of
the daughiers of Rome,” as Dante says.

Fanstina, the poor, melancholy woman,
Raffarllo. the bright, curly-headed dbam-
bino. or baby, and Minnetto, the surly old
cat.  And what sad, lonely lives were
theirs!  Bnt why was this? Was not
Fausiina Raffae)lo’s mother, and 41d she
not love him very much ? Yes, she 4i4d,
theug.. not his mother, but she had her
rea s for not teaching the ifttie fellow
to «.e her too well. But she secretly
cli 1.2,.06d him above all else {n the world.
3Mi.ny years defore she had lost all that
was dear to her, her husband anad little
“ damdhino,” or bady, and having become
hardened and embittered by sorrow, her
life had grown to be a most desolate one.

Rut on~ day. twelve long years after,
as she was wandering forlornly through
the beauiiful Buboll gardens. buding
‘hemn 1 fond farewcll, for this was her
1agt Aav in Florence—an the marrow she

was golng to the country, it chanced that
a Jttde child came toddling towards her,
cooing and gurgiing MNke a contented
young pigeon. Soon the little one grew
tired and began clutchiug at her skirt ns
If begging to be taken up,  She stood
only a moment Irresolute, then, unfolding
an old shawl, wrapped it ahout the baby's
sleeping form and hastened away, repeat-
ing to herself in a low, husky volce, “f
have not stolen it! 1 have not stolen it}
It came to me. I will not glve it up.
Shali not others suffer as 1 have been
made to ruffer ? Let them look, and
scarch, and dcspalr, as 1 have done, and
they will never find it. [ shall hide it
from all eyes, and it shall be my comfort
and my revenge !

[for slx years poor Faustina, little
Raffacllo, and his dumb playmate ved
fn their lonely hut. As the child grew
older, and more and more anxious to help
the woman who had worked so hard for
him. he was allowed to go to the city to
sell his pretty nosegays. It was most
fnleresting to follow the carcer of this
beautiful lttle * peasant hero” in the
big city, how he made friends with a
cheerfu!, genial hearted couchman, who
afterwards restored the lost child to his
own people, a family of the nobility, who
lived in the magaificent Villa Barborello.

The authoress very beautifully and ap-
propriately closes this exquisite child's
history with these words, I think that
little Rafraello’s joy in being restored to
the dear ones he had lost so long, was in
no way lessened for having spent those
lonely, almost sad years of his childhood
in Faustipa's humble home. Those years
had taught him a great lesson and
mounlded his young nature for gentleness
and merey. He was rich. and in time
he grew to bdo powerful but in his great-
ness he never forgot the people, the dear,
simple, humble people whom he had
known and loved ; and he never ceased to
work for thefr good, because hie, himselt,
huad been one of them.”

We are sorry to learn that {n fome un-
accountable way. two or three short
pnragraphs in the January number of
Pleasant Hours, were repeated in subse-
quent numbers,—in one cage in the same
number. We can only explain this from
the fact that with the January number
we began to print these papers by a
Linotype machine. There was a delay in
getting the machine at work, and the
papers had to be rushed through at a
very rapid rate. Amid this pressure of
work the duplication of the paragraphs
took place. The Editor. who has exclu-
slve charge of the Methodist Magazine
and Review, and eight other distinct
periodicals, is unahls peraanaliv te raad
the proofs of all these papers, and this
has to be done largelv by exp r-n-ed
proof-readers. Every effort will be made
to provent the recurrence of such &
duplication of articles.

DESERVED PROMOTION.

Hon. Chauncey M. Depew tells the story
of his visit to the mechanical department
of Cornell University. He found at the
head of it Prof. Morris, who claimed him
as a superior officer, giving as a reason
that he was an old-time worker on the
New York Central Railroad.

*“How did you get here 2" asked Depew.

“1 fired on the New York Central. I
stood on the footboard as an engineer on
the Central. While a locomotive en-
gineer I made up my mind to get an edu-
cation. 1 studied at night, and fitted
mys2lf for Union College, running all the
time with my locomotive. 1 procured
books and attended as far as possible the
lectures and recitations. I kept up with
my class, and on the day of graduation I
left my locomotive, washed up., put on
the gown and cap. delivered my thesis,
and reccived my diploma, put the gown
and cap in the closet, put on my working
shirt. got on my engine, and made my
nmgrlhmn that day.”

* Then,” said Depew, I knew how h
became Prof. Morris.” ©

That spirit will cause 2 man to rise
anywhere and {n any calling. it i3 am-
bition, but 1t {s ambition wisely directed,
ajming not at the goal—for such an am-
bition produces envy, scheming. discon-
tent. and weakners—but hravely and

cheerfully alming nt one’s sclf, secklng
to make one’s self fitted for higher work.
When this is accomplished the oppor-
tunity for higher work s sure to come.—
Selected.

Wha's My Neibor?- The Modern Good
Samaritan.

We all know George Macdonald as a
charming writer of prose gtoiles but it
will be news to many that he {8 1n ac-
complished poet in the Scottish ve nacu-
lar. In the following he gives a uew
version of an old parable—a new sermon
on an old text:

Frae Jerusalem a traveller tulk
The laigh road to Jericho ;

1t had an i1l name and mony a crulk,
It was lang and unco how,

Oot cam the robbers, an’ fell on the man,
An® knockit him on the helid |
Took a’ whauron they could lay their

han’,
An’' left him nakit for deid.

By cam a meenister o° the kirk,
** A sair mishanter ! he cried,

“\Wha kens where the villains may lurk ?
I s' haud to the ither side.”

By cam an elder o' the kirk:
Like a young horse he shied ;

“Fie, there's 2 bonny morning’s work !”
An' he gprangt to the {ther side.

By cam ane wha gaed to the wrang kirk
Douce he trotted alang ;

“ Puér body 1" he cricd, and wi a jerk,
Aff o’ his cuddy he sptang.

He ran to the boady, an’ turned it ower :
* There's life in the man,” he cried ;
He was na ane to sian’ an’ glower,
Nor haud to the ither side.

He doctored his wounds, and he helsed
him on
To the back o' the beastie douce ;
And held him on til. a weary man,
He landt at the half-way hoose.

He tend'd him a’ nicht, an’ at dawn o’
day :
“ Lan‘lord, latna him lack:
Here's auchtcen pence! an’ ony malr
ootlay,
I'11 settlc as 1 come back.”

Sae nae malr, neibors—say nae sic word,
Wi’ hert aye arguing an’ chill:

*“Wha is the neibor to me, O Lord
But “ Wha am I neibor tfl} ?*

A MODEL BOY.

1 never think of what the Bible is to
a man,” sald Rev. Sam Jones, *“ but what
I think of a little boy. He was the good
boy ¢f the town, and all of the bors re-
copnized him as a good, upright yeuth,
ana set their trap to get him drunk.
Theyv sent onc of the shrewdest of the
bad boys to him, and he met him on the
street and said : * Johnny, come into the
saloon and have a mint julep.” Johnny
said, “Ch no, I can't go in there.” ‘Well,
why 2" * Wall, my book says, * Look not
upon the wine when it is red,” much less
drink {t.”

“The: bad boy sald: I know the book
saye that, but come in and take one
darink.”

fie replied, I cannot do that”

*Well, why ?"

“ Because my book says, ‘At iast ft
biteth like & serpent and stingeth like an
adder." "

“ Yes, 1 know the Bible says that, but
come in and take one drink.”

* No.” he said, ** my Bible says, * When
ginners entice thee, consent thou not.”*”

The bad boy turned off and left, and
went over to his companions, and they
sald : * Did you see him ?”

(1] "es."

*“ Did you get him to drink 7’

“ No, I could not get him {nto the sa-
loon.”

. \w‘y ?N

* Recause,” replied the bad bdor. * that
fellow was just as chuck full of the Bible
as he could be, and 1 could not do any-
thing with him."—Snlected,

A Little Lad's Answer.

Our little lad came in one day
\With dusty shoes and tired feet:
His playtime had been hard and long,
Out in the summer's-noontide heat.
“I'm glad I'm home,” he cried, and hung
His tor. straw hat up in the hall,
While tn the corner by the door
He put away his bat and ball.

* 1 wonder why.,” his auntle sald,

“Thig little lad alway« comes here
\Vhen there are many other homes,

As nice as this and quite us near 7%
He stood a moment deep in thought,

Then with the love-light in his eye,
He pointed where his mother sat,

And sald, “She lives here; that is why'

—Christlan Advocate,

JUNICR LEAGUE.

PRAYER MEETING TOPIC.
March 1, 1896.

The Shunamite’s son whom Elisha re-
stored to lifo.- 2 Kings 4. 18-37.

Elisha was a distinguished prophet
whose life was full of astonishing events.
We rccommend our Junior League
triends to make themeelves famliliar with
this good man's history, and they will
not only be pteased and profited, but they §
will learn how they may also become
great and useful, for Elisha was a man
of like pa:sions with ourselves. He was
a friend of God. This {8 what we may
all become. We are not warranted in
supposing that we may become such a
prophet as he was, but there is no know-
ing what attainments we may make it we
live devoted to God, and seek to be useful H
in our day and generation.

Elisha was accustomed to visit a place
called Shunem, where he was entertained
at the house of a respectable citizen,
whose only son took sick opne day and
died. The mother was disconsolate, as §
mothers always are when one of their
children die. No wonder that this
mother felt so keenly, sceing that the de-
ceased was her only child. She admired
the character of Elisha, which prompted
her to request her husband to provide a }
chamher where the good man could
lodge when duty called him to Shunem.
When death, therefore, entered the hease-
hold, she lost no time in making .eady
to visit the prophet, that she might make
bim acquainted with what had befallien
her. A friend In nced, you know, is a
tricnd indeed. Usngodly people respect g
those who are good. Some sick people M
fn the days of Peter the Apostle, wers §
desirous that even the shadow of his body B
might fall upon them as he passed dy.
Who can tell the power of goodness?
This is true greatness. Let dur young s
p]eople aim at goodness above everything B
else.

What Elisha ¢id when he heard of the
death of the child! TFirst, he sent his
servant, Gehaz!, to the sick chamber and
commanded him to * Iay his staff upon the
face of the child.” We must always use
means, for miracles are not to he ex-
pected when they are not necded. The £
child, however, did not awake. Elisha
therefore went himself into the chamber,
and gave himself up to praver. He had
no doudbt prayed all the time ever since
the sad news reached him. But now we
suppose he prayed the more earnestlr,
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hut still he used means, See verses
34 and 35. God iIn mercy answered
prayer.

Who cra tell the power of prayer?
God st’’. answers praver. A gord man
once gave the present writer this advice
when he was a boj. “ Whatever you
have to do, do the best you can, and pray
to God to help you” Did our young
friends ever try the experiment of pray-
fng to God to heip them in their studies, 3N
or in all the concerns of daily life ? e
feel sure that if they will adopt it, they Sau
will bhe bencfited. Especlally let them E
pray to God to help them to be good, and
though they may feel llke the little Soy
who tried to be good, but sald * it was
hard work.” nevertheless prayer will
make it cacier.
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The Good Samaritan.

A traveller fell among thieves ;

He was crushed like autumn leaves ;

He was beaten like the sheaves
Upon the threshing floor.

There, upon the public way,

In the shadowless heat of day,

Bleeding. stripped, and bound he lay,
And seemed to breathe no more.

Void of hope was he, when lo!

On his way to Jerichos

Came a priest, serene and slow,
His journey just begun,

Many a silver bell and gem

Glittered on his harness hem ;

Behind him gleamed Jerusalem,
In the unclouded sun.

Broad were his phylacteriea,

And his calm and holy eyes

Looked above earth’s vanities,
And gazed upon the sky.

He the suffering one descried,

But with saintly looks of pride,

Passed by on the other side,
And left him there to die.

Then approached with reverend pace
One of the elected race,
The chosen ministers of grace,

Who bore the ark of God.

He, a Levite and a high

Exemplar of humanity,

Likewise passed the sufferer by,
Even as the dust he trod.

Then came a Samaritan,

A despised, rejected man,

Outlawed by the Jewish ban
As one in bonds to sin.

He beheld the poor man’s need,
Bound his wounds and with all speed,
Set him on his own good steed,

And brought him to the inn.

When our Judge shall reappear

Thinkest thou this man will hear,

“ Wherefore didst thou Interfere
With what concerned not thee 7

No ! the words of Christ will run,
‘“ Whatsoever thou hast done
To this poor and suffering one,
That hast thou done to me !”
—Author unknown.

THE STORY OF JESSICA

CHAPTER IV,
PEEPS INTO FAIRYLAND.

It was not the last time that Jessica
concealed herself behind the baize-
covered door. She could not overcome
the urgent desire to enjoy again and
again the secret and perilous pleasure ;
and Sunday after Sunday she watched in
the dark streets for the moment when
she could slip in unseen. She soon
learned the exact time when Daniel
would be occupied in lighting up, before
the policeman would take up his station
at the entrance, and, again, the very
minute at which it would be wise and
safe to take her departure. Sometimes
the child laughed noiselessly to herself,
until she shook with suppressed merri-
ment, as she saw Daniel standing uncon-
sciously in the lobby, with his selemn
face and grave air, to receive the con-
gregation, much as he faced his cus-
tomers at the coffee-stall. She learned
to know the minister by sight—the tall,
thin, pale gentleman, who passed through
a side door, with his head bent as if in
deep thought, while two little girls, about
her own age, followed him, with sedate
yet pleasant faces. Jessica took a great
interest in the minister’s children. ‘The
younger one was fair, and the elder was
about as tall as herself, and had eyes and
hair as dark ; but oh, how cared for, how
nlainly waited on by tender hands!
Sometimes, when they were gone by, she
would close her eyes, and wonder what
they would do in one of the high black
pews inside, where there was no place
for a ragged, barefooted girl like her ;
and now and then her wonderings almost

ended in a sob, which she was compelled
to stifle.

It was an untold reliet to Daniel that
Jessica did not ply him with questions,
as he feared, when she came for break-
fast every Wednesday morning; but she
was too shrewd and cunning for that.
She wished him to forget that she had
ever been there, and by-and-bye her wish
was accomplished, and Daniel was no
longer uneasy, while he was lighting the
lamps, with the dread of seeing the
child’s wild face starting up before him.

But the light evenings of summer-time
were drawing near apace, and Jessica
foresaw, with dismay, that her Sunday
treats. would soon be over. The risk of
discovery increased every week, for the
sun was later and later in setting, and
there would be no chance of creeping in
and out unseen in the broad daylight.
Already it needed both watchfulness and
alertness to dart in at the right moment
fn the gray twilight ; but still she could
not give it up ; and if it had not been
for the fear of offending Mr. Daniel, she
would have resolved upon going until
she was found out, They could not
punish her very much for standing in the
lobby of a chapel.

. Jessica was found out, however, before

the dusky evenings were quite gone. It
happened one night that the minister’s
children, coming early to the chapel, saw
a small tattered figure, bareheaded and
barefooted, dart swiftly up the steps be-
fore them and disappear within the lobby.
They paused and looked at one another,
and then, hand in hand, their hearts
beating quickly, and the colour coming
and going on their faces, they followed
this strange new member of their father's
congregation. The pew-opener was no-
where to be seen, but their quick eyes
detected the prints of the wet little feet
which had trodden the clean pavement
before them, and in an instant they dis-
covered Jessica crouching behind the
door.

“Let us call Daniel Standring,” said
Winny, the younger child, clinging to her
sister ; but she had spoken aloud, and
Jessica overheard her, and before they
could stir a step she stood before them
with an earnest and imploring face.

“Oh, don’t have me drove away,” she
cried; “I'm a very poor little girl, and
it’s all the pleasure I've got. I've seen
you lots of times with that tall gentle-
man as stoops, and I didn’t think you’d
have me drove away. I don't do any
harm behind the door, and if Mr. Daniel
finds me out he won’t give me any more
coffee.”

“ Little girl,” said the elder child, in a
composed and demure voice, “ we don’t
mean to be unkind to you ; but what do
you come here for, and why do you hide
yourself behind the door ?”

“1 like to hear the music,” answered
Jessica, “ and I want to find out what
praver Is, and the minister, and God. I
know it’s only for ladies and gentlemen,
and fine children like you; but I’d like to
go inside just for once, and see what you
do.”

“You shall come with us into our pew,”
cried Winny, In an eager and impulsive
tone; but Jane laid her hand upon her
outstretched arm, with a glance at Jes-
slca’s ragged clo‘hes and matted hair,
It was a question difficult enough to per-
plex them. The little outcast was plain-
ly too dirty and neglected for them to
invite her to sit side by side with them
in thelr crimson-lined pew, and no poor
people attended the chapel with whom
she could have a seat. But Winny, with
flushed cheeks and indignant eyes, looked
reproachfully at her elder sister.

“ Jane,” she said, opening her Testa-
ment, and turning over the leaves hur-
riedly, “this was papa’s text a little
while ago : ‘ For if there come into your
assembly a man with a gold ring, in
goodly apparel, and there come in also a
poor man in vile raiment; and ye have
respect to him that weareth the gay
clothing, and say unto him, Sit thou here
in a gond place; and say to the poor,
Stand thou here, or sit here under my
footstool ; are ye not then partial in vour-
selves, and are become judges of evil
thoughts 7 If we don’t take this little
girl into our pew, we ‘have the faith of
our Lord Jesus Christ, the Lord of glory,
with respect of persons.’”

“1 don’t know what to do,” answered
Jane, sighing; “ the Bible seems plain ;
but I'm sure papa would not like it. Let
us ask the chapel-keeper.”

“Oh, no, no ™ erfed Jessica: “don’t let

Mr. Daniel catch me here. I won’t come
again, indeed; and I'll promise not to try
and find out about God and the minister,
if you’ll only let me go.”

“ But, little girl,” said Jane, in a sweet
but grave mauner, “ we ought to teach
You about God, if you don’t know him.
Our papa is the minister, and if youwll
come with us we’ll ask him what we
must do.”

“ Will Mr.
Jessica.

‘“Nobody but papa i{s in the vestry,”
answered Jane, “ and he’ll tell us all, you
and us, what we ought to do. You'll not
be afraid of him, will you ?”

“ No,” said Jessica, cheerfully, follow-
ing the minister’s children as they led
her along the side of the chapel towards
the vestry.

“ He is not such a terrible personage,”
said Winny, looking round encouragingly,
as Jane tapped softly at the door, and
they heard a voice saying, “ Come in.”

Daniel see me ?” asked

CHAPTER V,
A NEW WORLD OrENS.

The minister was sitting in an easy-
chair before a comfortable fire, with a
hymn-book in his hand, wbich he closed
as the three children appeared in the
open doorway. Jessica had seen his pale
and thoughtful face many a time from
her hiding-place, but she had never met
the keen, earnest, searching gaze of his
eyes, which seemed to pierce through
all her wretchedness and misery, and to
read at once the whole history of her
desolate life. But before her eyelids
could droop, or she could drop a reveren-
tial curtsey, the minister’s face kindled
with such a glow of pitying tenderness
and compas-ion as fastened her eyes up-
on him, and gave her new heart and
courage. His children ran to him, leav-
ing Jessica upon the mat at the door,
and with eager voices and gestures told
him the difficulty they were in.

“ Come here, little girl,” he sald ; and
Jessica walked across the carpeted floor
till she stood right before him, with
folded hands, and eyes that looked frank-
1y into his.

‘“What is your name, my child,” he
asked.

“ Jessica,” she answered.

“Jessica,” he repeated, with a smile ;
“that is a strange name.”

‘““ Mother used to play ‘ Jessica’ at the
theatre, sir,” she said, “ and I uged to be
a fairy in the pantomine, till I grew too
tall and ugly. If I'm pretty witen I
grow up, mother says I shall play too ;
but I've a long time to wait. Are you
the minister, sir ?”

“Yes,” he answered, smiling again.

“What is & minister ?” she inquired.

“ A servant !” he replied, looking away
thoughtfully into the red embers of the
fire,

“Papa !” .crled Tane and Winny, in
tones of astonishment ; but Jessiea gazed
steadily at the minister, who was now
looking hack agnin into her bright eyes.

“Please, sir, whose servant are you ?”
she acked.

“ The servant of God and of man,” he
answered solemnly. *“ Jessica, I am your
servant,”

The child shonk her head, and langhed
shrilly as she gazed round the room. and
at the handsome clothing of the minis-
ter’s daughters. while she drew her rags
closer about her. and shiversd a little, as
if she felt a sting of the east wind, which
was blowing keenly through the streets.
The sound of her shrill, childish langh
made the minister’s heart ache and the
tears burn under his eyelids.

“Who is God ?” asked the child.
“ When mother’s in a good temper, some-
times she says, ‘ God bless me ¥ Do you
know him, please, minister ?”

But before there ‘was time to answer,
the door into the chapel was onened, and
Doniel stord upon the threshold. At
first he stared blandly forwards, but then
his grave face grew ghastly pale, and he
17id his ranrd upon the door to support
himself until he could recover his speech
and cenges, Jeseica also looked about
her, scared and irrecolute. as If anxions
to run away or to hide herself, The
minister was the first to speak,

“ Jessien,” he said. “thore is a place
close under myv pulpit wherr vou shall
sit, and where T can se~ vou all the time.
Be a good girl and listen, and yon will
hear something about God. Standring,

put this little one in front of the pews by
the pulpit steps.”

But before she could believe it for very
gladness, Jessica found herself inside the
chapel, facing the glittering organ, from
which a sweet strain of music was sound-
ing. Not far from her Jane and Winny
were peeping over the front of their pew,
with friendly smiles and glances. It was
evident that the minister's elder daughter
was anxious about her behaviour, and
she made energetic signs to her when to
stand up and when to kneel ; but Winny
was content with smiling at her when-
ever her head rose above the top of the
pew, Jessica was happy, but not in the
least abashed. The ladies and gentle-
men were not at all unlike those whom:
she had often seen when she was a fairy
at the theatre ; and very soon her atten-
tion was engrossed by the minister,
whose eyes often fell' upon her as she
gnzed eagerly, with uplifted face, upon
him. She could scarcely understand a
word of what he said, but she liked the
tones of his voice, and the tender pity of
his face as he looked down upon her.
Daniel hovered about a good deal, with
an air of uneasiness and displeasure, but
8he was unconscious of his presence.
Jessica was intent upon finding out what
a minister and God were. .

CHAPTER V1,
THE FIRST PRAYER.

When the service was ended, the minis-
ter descended the pulpit steps, just as
Danfel was about to hurry Jessica away,
and, taking her by the hand in the face
of all the congregation, he led her into
the vestry, whither Jane and Winny
quickly followed them. He was fatigued
with the services of the day, and his
pale face was paler than ever asg he
placed Jessica before hisg chair, into
which ke threw himself with an air of
exhaustion ; but, bowing his head upon
his hands, he sald in a low, but clear
tone, *“ Lord, these are the lambs of thy
flock. Help me to feed thy lambs 1

* Children,” he said, with a smile upon
his weary face, “it is no easy thing to
know God. But this one thing we
know, that he is our Father—my Father
and your Father, Jessica. He loves you,
and cares for you more than I do for my
little girls here.” ‘

He smiled at them and they at him,
with an expression which Jessica felt and
understood, though it made her sad. She
trembled a little, and the minister’s ear
cagght the sound of a faint though bitter
sob.

“I never had any father,” she sald,
sorrowfully.

“God is your Father,” he answered,
very gently; “ He knows all about you,
because he is present everywhere. We
cannot see him, but we have only to
speak, and he hears us, and we may ask
him for whatever we want.”

“Will he let me speak to him as well
as these fine children that are clean and
have got nice clothes ?” asked Jessica,
glancing anxiously at her muddy feet and
her soiled and tattered frock.

“Yes,” said the minister, smiling, yet
sighing at the same time ; “ you may ask
him this moment for what you want.”

Jessica gazed round the room with
large, wide-open eyes, ‘as if she were
serk ' ng to see God ; but then she shut
her eyelids tightly, and bending her head
upon her hands, as she had seen the
minister do, she said, “O God! I want
to know about you. And please pay Mr.
Dan’el for all the warm coffee he’s give
me.”

Jane and Winny listened with faces of
unutterable amazement ; but the tears
stood in the minister’s eyes, and he
added “ Amen ™ to Jessica’s first prayer.

(To be continued.)

The morning dew was sparkling when
little Mary came downstairs on her first
visit to the country. “ Oh, mother, look !
The grass is all covered with perspira-

tion. It must be hotter'n I thought it
was.”

“ Bumply seems wonderfully well satis-
fled with himself.” *“ Yes. There'sno-
thing you can mention that he doesn’t
think be knows all ahout.” “Well, I
suppese vou ecan't blame him. He has
no children old enough to ask questions
and take the conceit eut of him. ™
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AN EASTERN INN.

Tuesday.—Read of the bad feeling be-
tween Jews and Samaritans (John 4. 1-9),
Fix in your mind Time, Place, and Con-
necting Links,

Wednesday.—Read how God cared for
strangers (Lev. 19, 9-18). Learn the
Golden Text.

Thursday.—Read the royal law (James
2. 1-9). Learn the Memory Verses,

Friday.—Read how we may be the chil-
dren of our Father in heaven (Matt. 5.
38-48). Answer the Questions.

Saturday.—Read the best way to con-
quer an enemy (Rom. 12. 9-21). Study
the Teachings of the Lesson.

Sunday.—Read the greatest thing in
the world (1 Cor. 13).

QUESTIONS.

1. The Law of Love, verses 25-28.—25.
What was the lawyer’s business ? How

AN EASTERN INA.

Sojourners and traveliers in
the East, who happen to be so
fortunate as to stop over night,
on their journey, at one of the
“khans” or lodging-places for
man and beast, which are to be
found in many parts of Syria,
find them very interesting ob-
jects of study. Totally different
from the inns established for
the accommodation of wayfarers
in any other part of the globe,
their characteristics have
changed but little, if at all, in
the last two thousand years.
They afford lodging, but rarely
food, as the traveller is sup-
posed to carry his own supplies.
The smaller “ khans” are found
in the open country along routes fre-
quented by travellers, while the larger
“ caravanserai” are usually located near
towns. Each “Xkhan” has a courtyard,
enclosed by substantially built walls,
within whose protection the animals and
baggage are safely housed, while a
spacious dwelling at the main entrance
affords ample accommodation for the
guests.

A “khan” which is well remembered
by every reader of the Gospels i3 the one
to which the *“Good Samaritan ” con-
veyed the stranger who had fallen among
thieves and was grievously wounded.
Luke tells of this Samaritan’s great kind-
ness and hospitality : “ And he brought
him to an inn and took care of him, And
on the morrow when he departed, he took
out two pence and gave them to the host,
and said unto him : Take care of him ;

LOVE TO ONE'S NEIGHBOUR.

did he “tempt” Jesus ? 27. What pas-
sage did the lawyer quote ? What _do
they teach us? 28. How may we live
a perfect life ?

2. The Life of Love, verses 29-37.—29.
To a Jew what was meant by the word
neighbour ? 30. Why was this road then
haunted by thieves ? 31. What may have
led the priest to pass by the wounded

man ? 32, What were the duties of a
Levite ?  How did he show his selfish-
ness?

33. Was it strange that a Samar‘i-
tan should help the man ? 34. How did
the Samaritan show his pity ? 36. What
was Christ’s answer to the gquestion
“Who is my neighbour ?” 37. What did
Jesus tell the lawyer to do ?

TEACHINGS OF THE LESSON.

The Scripture will direct us on the
greatest questions. God claims and de-
Serves our best love. If we love God we
will love his creatures. We are neigh-
bours to all men. Our sympathy should
be practical. The final test will not be
what we have believed or professed, but
what we have done,

A maiden writes: “ Can you tell me
how to change the colour of my halir,
which all the young men tell me I8 red ?”
Certainly we can. Get rich ; and then
they will eall it golden or auburn.

and whatever thou spendest more
when I come again I will repay thee.”
(Luke 10. 34, 35.) Local tradition, pre-
served through all the centuries, indi-
cates the scene of this beautiful episode
(which may have been no mere parable,
but an actual occurrence drawn upon for
the purpose of illustrating a divine
truth), at the inn of the Good Samaritan
on the road between Jerusalem and
Jericho.

It is in a wild and sterile part of Pales-
tine. The white Jericho road winds in
and out at the foot of the low hills like
a ribbon, and passes by its hospitable
door. Jesus himself in his Journeyings
may have lodged there. There are many
rocky defiles and ravines bordering on
the highway. It is a locality which will
continue to hold a peculiar interest for
travellers, and especially for students of
the Bible, who love to wander among the
scenes that were familiar to the Saviour
while here on earth.

THE BIBLE,

I do not believe there is in the compass
of human literature a book that deals
with such profound topies, that touches
human nature on so many sides of ex-
perience, that relates so especially to ity
sorrows, its temptations, and yet which
looks over the whole field of human life
with such cheerfulneas of spirit.—Besaber,
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BRITAIN'S SEA POWER.

Onward for February 22nd is a stirring.
patriotic number setting forth in picturé:’
Bong and story Britain’s naval supre
macy in the past ang the present. Every:
Canadian should read 1. = ¢ will be sent
In quantities of five Or over at a ceBY:
aplece.  This 18 less than the lowest
price for the year, but this special offef
is made to make this paper universally,
known to Methodist schools and homes.
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Miseellany of Entertaining%
and Instruetive Tales.

With Illustrations. 35 cts. each
Fighting the Whales; or, Doings and Ds%"
gers on & Fishing Cruise. Life amo %
Away in the Wilderness ; or, Life a
t}}n’e Red Indians and Fur Traders of Not i
America. . 1
Fast in the Ice ; or, Adventures in the Pol#" .
Regions. .
Chasing the Sun : or, Rambles in Norwaﬁ'arr
Sunk at Sea, ; or, The Adventures of Wan
ing Will in the Pacific. . Will""‘f
Lost in the Forest; or, Wandering :
ventures in South America. d rinﬂi
Over the Rocky Mountains ; or, Wanderi®.
Will in the Land of the Redskin. rack
Saved bﬂ the Lifeboat ; or, A Tale of W'
and Rescue on the Coast. . Cook?
The Cannibal Islands; or, Captain
dventures in the Sonth Seas. ¢ the
Hunting the Lions; or, The Land o
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Digging for Gold ; or, Adventures in Calif”"
nia.

Up in the Clouds ; or, Balloon Voyages- W
The Battle and the Breeze ; or, The Fié
and Fancies of a British Tar. W“’«j
The Pioneers: A Tale of the Western
derness,
The Story of the Rock.
Wrecked, but not Ruined.
The Thorogood Family. o
The Lively Poll: A Tale of the North S
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