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The Little Children of the Streets 

O LITTLE children of the streets ! 
My heart goes out in love to you,— 

The different faces that one meets, 
The different forms that pass in view ! 

O little lass with locks of gold ! 
O little lad with eyes of blue ! 

The streets some precious treasures hold,— 
My heart goes out in love to you. 

O little child of city ways 
May you be ever good and true ; 

And may the gently beaming rays 
Of heavenly sunlight guide you through 

The mists that rise above your head, 
Obscuring all that's good from view. 

Through all the different paths 
you're led, 

May you be ever good and true. 
BENJAMIN B. KEECH. 

What to Read 
LITERATURE is  so cheap that every one 

can have access to the printed _page; but 
it is all-important that the choice of read-
ing-matter be such as will tend to develop 
the mind in the right direction. The in-
fluence of books can not be overestimated 
either for good or for ill. It is an old 
saying that an individual is known by 
the company he keeps. And it is no less 
true that one is known by the collection 
of books to be found in his library. 

He who best fulfils his mission, how-
ever humble it may be, never makes a 
failure of life; for he constantly seeks to 
have all his efforts tend to one great pur-
pose, in obedience to the divine command, 
" Whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory 
of God." This rule he finds sufficiently 
practical to determine even the books that 
he should read. 

Minds, like palates, differ in regard to 
taste; but if one pampers the natural in-
clinations, mental dyspepsia is often the 
result. If a relish for wholesome food 
is lacking, it is best to cultivate an ap-
petite for it. Many become so addicted 
to the use of pickles, catsup, hot tomales, 
etc., that they can not relish a meal with-
out the accompaniment of pepper in some form. 
So there are those who have no relish for a book 
that is of a nature to give mental strength and 
vigor. They crave something exciting, something 
that will feed the imagination ; and mental de-
generation and decay are the result. 

If the companionship of health-giving books is 
not enjoyable, be courageous in your efforts to 
discipline the mind to love only that which is 
good, remembering that by beholding we become 
changed. No life is what it might be that does 
not devote some time to good reading. No one 
can successfully fight the battle of life to-day who 
does not acquaint himself to some extent with 
the tactics of those whose names are enrolled as 
victors in the conflict. But  to make out a certain  

list of books as best suited to the needs of every 
individual, would be as impracticable as to select 
certain articles of food with the view to supplying 
a diet suited to the wants of every case. The 
divine command is, " Eat ye that which is good," 
in harmony with which we may well say, Read 
ye that which is good. 

Some one has suggested a rule which it is safe 
for every one to follow ; and that is, to read that 
which will benefit the reader most in whatever 
may be his life-work. Every legitimate line of 
work has its own literary field,— a field rich in 
knowledge for him who will search therein,—
and how many precious gems of truth may be col-
lected in one brief lifetime ! But do not forget 
that " much reading [margin] is a weariness of 
the flesh " (Eccl. 12: tz), nor that there is a 

limit to one's capabilities in this direction. 
The lover of sea-shells thoroughly enjoys his 

search for them until he finds himself growing 
weary, and his task becoming irksome; but while 
still raking among the sands, where the fascinat-
ing little treasures are so numerous, he is almost 
overwhelmed with the thought of how many there 
are, and that he can not hope ever to gather more 
than a very few in comparison, however much he 
may feel that he would enjoy taking the whole 
beach home with him. So it is with good books. 
One can not hope  ever to read but a small portion 
of them, and he should be contented with his lot ; 
knowing that a little knowledge, well applied, is 
better than much learning gained at the expense 
of health, and it may be of life itself. 

Some books, like frivolous fashions, are soon 
out of date, while others are always in demand. 
As it is very unwise to try to ape all the fashions 
to be found in the social world, so it is folly to try 
to keep up with all the new literature which 
comes and goes in one's lifetime. 

Never buy a book simply because it is cheap, and 
never judge of the contents of a book by the 
beauty of its exterior. If you can secure a book 
suited to your needs, which is both cheap in price 
and pleasing in appearance, well. But no one 
can ever tell whether the books you have read 
were bound in morocco or paper, or whether the 
edges were gilded or even marbled. They may 
judge, however, as to the contents — whether they 
have tended to refine, elevate, strengthen, and en-
noble the mind, or to crush out noble aspirations, 

and to lead the thoughts in an evil channel. 
The cultured mind is capable of inestimable 

good if consecrated to the service of God. He 
who was learned in all the wisdom of the Egyp-
tians became the leader of Israel through the 
wilderness. He who sat at the feet of Gamaliel 
became a teacher of truths to the Gentiles. But 
no one has time for anything that will not prove 
of service to him in building into his character-
building gold, silver, and precious stones. 

" Study to show thyself approved unto God." 
This should be the motive of every student; and, 
following this injunction, one will not spend pre-
cious time in seeking to satisfy his curiosity by 
investigating that which he knows to be evil and 
only evil. He will not follow the winding maze 

Tins leopard was caught on the mission farm in Central Attica. Brother  .1. N. Watson tells how lie was caught : "He had killed 
one of our goats. and we had seen leopard tracks several times around the yard.l'I had a large trap made of young trees set in the ground 
about eighteen inches, and roofed with heavy trees The inside of the trap is divided into three apartments; one partition incloses a goat, 
and the  other has a doorway through which the leopard must pass to reach his supposed prey. In this doorway is a spring connected with 
a heavy log, which drops in the outer doorway when the spring is touched by the animal. We captured him about ten o'clock on a very 
dark night. When I went to investigate, his fierce growls gave  us some idea what it would mean to he at his mercy in the woods." 
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of error, in order to know by experience where it 
leads ; for one who adopts this rule is likely never 
to retrace his steps. 

A sweet satisfaction follows communion with 
good writers,— a satisfaction not to be found in 
useless amusements. Beresford once said: " How 
I pity those who have no love of reading, of study, 
or of the fine arts. I have passed my youth in 
amusements and the most brilliant society ; but I 
can assert with perfect truth that I have never 
tasted pleasures so true as those I have found in 
the study of books, in writing, or in music. The 
days that succeed brilliant entertainments are 
always melancholy, but those which follow days 
of study are always delicious. We have gained 
something; we have acquired some new knowl-
edge ; and we recall them not only without regret, 
but with consummate satisfaction." 

In the list of precious stones the diamond ever 
stands at the head. So in the long list of printed 
volumes the Bible deservedly has the first place. 
No life can be successful without it. It is the only 
book that defies all the vicissitudes of time. 
Flames can not destroy it; evil can not subdue it; 
Satan can not annihilate it. In spite of the ac-
cumulated darkness of error and superstition 
through all the ages, it shines forth to-day in all 
its brilliancy, the light of the world. It illumi-
nates the winding pathway from the cradle to the 
grave. It comforts the bereaved. It consoles the 
sorrowing. It condemns sin. It saves the sinner. 
It is food to him who hungers after righteous-
ness. It is drink to him who thirsts for iiving 
water. Read it ; heed it ; love it ; live it; and it 
will guide you in all the varied experiences 
through which you may be called to pass, and will 
finally be to you a passport from the verge of this 
brief life to the threshold of that which is infinite 
in duration. 	 MRS. M. A. LOPER. 

The Message of the Mistletoe 
A SPRAY of mistletoe had been tossed upon the 

study table, among books and papers. My eyes 
chanced to fall upon it, as I dreamed in the 
lamplight. A few thick stems, some dull-gray 
leaves, and several clusters of translucent ber-
ries,— which to my fancy resembled the manna 
of the wilderness,— clinging together like baby 
hailstones,— that was all: yet as I studied the 
pearly things in their green setting, I discovered 
that the spray of mistletoe held for me a new 
interest; for I found that it was murmuring to 
tne in the language of wood and hillside, that 
universal tongue so few appreciate. 

It mentioned scenes long past, where solemn 
priests, pagan rites, superstition, weieness, and 
mystery appeared; but it did not )Eger there. 
It spoke of mirth, laughter, and frolic, with merry 
eyes and lips, smiling amid luxury. It hummed 
the songs of the breezes in the elm boughs, of 
running water among stones, and of the red-
bird, brilliant as his own coat, or the morning 
sky into which he sang. 

It spoke briefly of fieldland, woodland, and 
meadowland, beneath sunlight, moonlight, star-
light, and twilight; how the green things flour-
ish, how the birds build and sing, how the wild 
birds live and die, how the hills rejoice, and the 
trees make merry. It hinted that it had suffered 
from ruthless hands, from loneliness and exile. 
But the mistletoe's white berries wasted little 
time in fruitless complaints. 

Instead, it whispered most earnestly of its mis-
sion. It told of beginning life amid the boughs 
of an elm tree in a happy valley, where, per-
meated by a wonderful power endowing it with 
strength and beauty, it was prepared to go forth 
to the world as a witness to the power which 
formed it. 

" Look not at me, but at the Power that created 
me," it said. " Admire not my beauty, but the 
beauty of my Creator. My loveliness is not my 
own, but merely an expression of the loveliness 
of another. The life within my fragile shape  

comes from the great Creator of all, and what-
ever admiration I may excite belongs by right 
to the source whence my beauty springs. My 
life, like all life, is given for a purpose,— as 
is yours, earnest listener,— and is given only in 
trust. Endowed with the Maker's own life, with 
his loveliness, with his grace, with his authority, 
I have been sent to testify of his love and power. 
This testimony I have borne as best I could 
throughout my humble life. 

" And now let me whisper what every passing 
breeze and verdant branch and running stream 
is saying, too : All life flows from the same foun-
tain, and has one uniform purpose, that of praise 
to the Creator, and service to mankind. Have 
you been faithful to your trust?" 

I sighed and raised my head. The mistletoe 
berries gleamed pure in the lamplight. Outside 
the stars shone, witnessing to the power of God; 
the church bells chimed, witnessing to his love: .  
children sang, witnessing to his mercy; while 
my own heart,— beating with his life,— testified. 
like the leaves of the mistletoe, to his love and 
power. And then, with the chiming of the 
bells, there came to me a sudden sense of the 
significance of the numberless phases of existence 
all around; and, gazing long into the starlight, 
I wondered if, like the mistletoe, I had been faith-
ful to my trust. 

MINNIE ROSILLA STEVENS. 

Time, Forgive Me! 

TIME'S a thief ! I trusted him 
When he came to me with smiles. 

I had heard that he was grim, 
Stern, and full of artful wiles; 

But he seemed so frank, so kind, 
And so merry-hearted he, 

That I wholly changed my mind. 
Ah, what gay companions we ! 

Time's a thief ! He stole away, 
Quite before I was aware, 

Gold of youth, and left the gray 
Of life's autumn in my hair; 

Stole the roses from my face — 
Ah, youth's roses, fair to see —

Robbed my steps of agile grace, 
Fooled me so, and cheated me ! 

Time's a thief, I say. But stay — 
After all he was a friend. 

He has stolen much away — 
Has he not made some amend? 

He has helped me up life's steeps, 
He has given me home, and lit 

On its hearth a fire that keeps 
All cold weather out of it. 

Time, forgive me what I said ! 
What you took from me was dear. 

What you gave me in its stead 
Grows more precious every year. 

Roses fade, as fade they must— 
For the vanished things a sigh —

But, 0 Time, I will be just, 
Greatly in your debt am I! 
—Eben E. Rexford, in Woman's Work. 

Unanswered Prayers—No. 1 
THERE are many thousands of letters every year 

that are never answered, because they fail to 
reach those to whom they are directed. 

Some of these never reach their destination be-
cause the postage is not paid; others because they 
are directed to the wrong office; still others never 
find the proper place because they are addressed 
illegibly ; and others yet because the matter in-
closed is not of a kind permitted to be sent by 
mail. All such letters are examined at different 
post-offices, and are finally sent to the dead-letter 
office. 

Something like this happens to many prayers. 
They are never answered, because they do not 
fulfil the conditions of prayer. " Ye ask, and re-
ceive not, because ye ask amiss." 

It is certainly an interesting and important 
matter for us to consider — this failure of prayers 
to meet the desired answer. We may be sure that  

one reason there are so many unanswered prayers 
is because they are mere formal petitions. We 
have direct assurance that God can not answer 
such petitions. Many prayers are like artificial 
flowers ; they may deceive those who look on at 
a distance ; but when more closely observed, are 
found to have no life nor fragrance. God declares 
that he is a father to us, and that we are his chil-
dren. What, then, can be more painful or repul-
sive to him than cold, formal, insincere prayers 
from us? 

" Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, 
Uttered or unexpressed; 

The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast." 

Some prayers are unanswered because our 
hearts are not right toward our fellow men. We 
are holding, perhaps, hatred or revengeful feel-
ings toward some one; therefore, for our own 
good, God can not grant our requests. Christ 
states the true condition of the heart for prayer 
in that wonderful petition he taught his disciples, 

Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive them 
that trespass against us." It is impossible for God 
to hear our prayers for forgiveness while we re-
fuse to forgive those who have trespassed 
against us. 

Many shut themselves out from the fellowship 
of Christ and the forgiveness of their sins because 
they do not meet that condition. JohnWesley, at 
one time, was making a voyage to America in the 
same ship which carried General Oglethorpe, the 
governor of Georgia. Hearing an unusual noise 
in the cabin of the governor, Mr. Wesley stepped 
in to inquire the cause. Oglethorpe, who had the 
greatest respect and reverence for Wesley, ex-
cused himself for being angry and using violent 
language, by saying that he had met with a prov-
ocation too great for man to bear. 

lie then related some failure in duty on the part 
of his valet, who was standing trembling with 
fear at the anger of his master. After stating 
his fault, Governor Oglethorpe said: "But I will 
be revenged on him. I have ordered him tied, and 
carried to the man-of-war which sails with us. 
The rascal should have taken care how he used 
me so, for I never forgive." 

" Then I hope, sir," said Wesley, " you never 
sin." The governor was abashed at the reproof : 
but acknowledged its justice by saying, as he 
handed his keys to his servant, " There, take my 
keys, and behave better in the future." 

It is not an uncommon thing to find persons 
practically prayerless because they are treasuring 
wrath in their hearts against some one. And 
many who have been Christians lose their com-
munion with their Saviour, and all the happiness 
of their Christian experience, because they are 
unforgiving toward their fellow men. 

The fact that we are forgiving in spirit toward 
others is very good evidence that we are living in 
a state of mind and heart that is pleasing to God. 
Forgiveness on our part is an argument of God's 
forgiveness toward us. If a seal is pressed against 
a piece of wax, it will leave an impression, or 
mark like itself, in the wax, which, as long as it 
lasts, will testify to the existence of the seal that 
made the imprint. So one's readiness to forgive 
others is a witness to God's forgiveness that has 
been exercised toward him. 

What folly for any one to risk the loss of his 
soul by harboring revengeful feelings against 
some one who is battling with the same tempta-
tions, trials, and weakneses with which he has 
to contend. 	 ARTHUR Fox. 

" ON the clock of time there is but one word 
— Now." The present moment is all we have 
— is not this a call for the most careful living, 
the most earnest effort to " do all to the glory 
of God "? To put a thing off to some future 
time is to put it off to a time that may never 
be — for us. " Now is the accepted time now 
is the day." 	 A. B. C. 
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Only 
ONLY a thorn down beneath the green leaves, 

Hidden among roses rare,— 
Only a thorn, yet it wounded the hand 

That smoothed the clusters so fair. 

Only a word that all carelessly fell 
From the lips of a friend to our heart,— 

Only a word, but within the breast 
Still rankles a painful smart. 

Only a meek, blue-eyed floweret, 
• That bloomed at the wanderer's feet ; 
But it cheered the eye of a passer-by, 

And made one life more sweet. 

Only a kindly, earnest smile, 
That illumined a stranger's face; 

But it scattered and broke a deadly doubt, 
And strengthened a new-born grace. 

MAY GILMAN COLE. 

The Schoolmaster's Secret 
RODNEY TRISCOE came in, placed two well-

thumbed school-books on the rickety pine table, 
hung up his hat, exchanging it for another older 
and uglier one always worn at home, and turned 
a troubled face to the old lady who sat calmly 
knitting a gray stocking before the one window 
of the little room. 

" There's a new teacher in school to-day. It's 
just a week, but we've another teacher. This 
one is a lady." 

Grandma Triscoe knit off all the stitches on the 
needle. There was much surprise in the faded 
blue eyes which she lifted to her grandson's face. 

" Mr. Pembroke's been took with fever," the 
boy said, answering his grandmother's look. 
" The doctor says it'll be more'n two months 
'fore he's able to do anything. So they went 
and hired another teacher." 

" Too tad ! " said the old lady, beginning to 
knit off another needle. " And he out here with-
out any o' his folks, either." 

Rodney looked very slowly around the little 
room which served as kitchen, dining-room, and 
living-room. Beyond was the still smaller one 
where grandma and tiny Beulah slept each night. 
Rodney himself crept up a nearly perpendicular 
ladder to the loft above. 

He went over to the door now and surveyed 
the old lady's sleeping nest, then returned and 
stood silent before his grandmother's chair. 

She looked up from her work long enough to 
smile into his round, healthy, young face. Its 
troubled look was not lost upon her. 

" What is it, dear ? " she inquired, very gently. 
" Say, gramma, we're dreadful poor, ain't we ? " 
His grandmother nodded. 
" But Mr. Pembroke, he is awful poor, too. 

An' he has no money to pay his board, an' no 
folks, neither, an' Mis' Comin says he has to 
leave right away. She says that she can't board 
him fer nothing, an' he told her he'd pay her when 
he got well, too. An' she just says she won't 
keep him." 

The boy's tones expressed considerable indig-
nation. 

Mrs. Triscoe was a very thin, tall old lady, as 
erect as when she was twenty. She stood up 
now, carefully placing her knitting-work on the 
shelf above her head, and laid a firm hand on 
the boy's shoulder. 

" Well, I guess we are not so poor that any 
sick man need go without a home," she said. 
" You go watch at the door, and when you see 
Farmer Bond go by, ask him to step inside. It's 
just about time for him to be a-takin' in his 
butter and eggs." 

She then applied herself to making some 
changes in the small sleeping-room, removing 
the little girl's crib to the outer room, and put-
ting fresh, snowy linen on the bed which she 
was surrendering cheerfully to one in greater 
need that herself. 

" Well, now here I be, Mis' Triscoe." The loud, 
hearty bass of Farmer Bond's voice rolled in 
from the doorway, and his cheery old face was 
good to see. 

Grandmother Triscoe made her little, prim, old-
fashioned bow. 

" Thank ye for coming, Mr. Bond. I just 
wanted to ask if you'd be good enough to stop 
at Mis' Comin's on the way back, and bring out 
a sick young man in your wagon? Rodney'll go 
with ye and help, and here's two comforts to 
make his ride easy." 

The farmer opened his eyes. 
" Who is the young man ? " he inquired. 
" It's the new school-teacher," answered Mrs. 

Triscoe. 
" Where's his folks ? " 
" Well, I hear he has no folks. I'm going to 

be folks to him as well as I can for a spell," she 
told him. 

Two hours later, the sick young man, hot with 
fever and wrapped in one of Mrs. Triscoe's gay-
est comfortables, staggered into the house, sup-
ported by the stalwart farmer and Rodney, who 
soon had him resting in grandma's high, old-
fashioned bed. 

Before leaving, Mr. Bond made a trip to his 
wagon, returning with a sack of flour, a small 
jar of butter, and a basket of fresh eggs which 
he had not tried to dispose of in the town. 

" I reckon if you kin give up the only bed 
you got to sleep in fer a stranger, I kin afford 
to help this much," he said, placing the butter 
and eggs on the pine table beside Rodney's school-
books. 

Now this donation was a new thing, and the 
farmer ordinarily would not have dared to make 
it, for Mrs. Triscoe's pride was a thing to be 
respected ; but " circumstances alter cases," and 
the old lady thanked him with real graciousness. 

That evening, little Beulah groped noiselessly 
to the bed, and laid a cool hand onothe young 
man's hot forehead. 

" I know your head hurts," she said, "'cause 
it's so hot. Once I had fever, too, an' I was 
awful, terrible sick, an' gramma she just cured 
me. An' you needn't be one bit scared, not the 
littlest, teeniest bit, fer gramma'll cure you. 
Gramma just knows lots. An' she'll get the 
doctor fer you, too." 

Thus the child prattled, passing her active 
fingers, meanwhile, over the sick man's features, 
for poor Beulah lived in a world of perpetual 
night. No ray of light had penetrated that dark-
ness since her second year, when a spell of ill-
ness had left her sightless. This, and not poverty, 
was the sorrow of grandma's life. But Mrs. 
Triscoe was a brave woman. No one ever heard 
a complaint from her lips, and she tried in all 
ways to make her old eyes do duty for the eager, 
bright-minded child. Grandma' never could for-
get the happiness of the hour years ago when 
the life of her little granddaughter was spared, 
and Beulah was a dear, joyous creature, not, as 
yet, realizing the full extent of her very great 
loss. 

During the weeks that followed the day on 
which Mr. Pembroke was brought to the little 
cottage, Grandma Triscoe devoted her energies 
to the care of her patient, being relieved from  

her almost constant attendance at the bedside 
by Rodney after his return from school each 
afternoon. There were dark hours when the sick 
man's life hung by a mere thread, days when 
hope died in the heart of the boy who grew to 
love the stranger more and more during those 
long weeks of suffering; but grandma never lost 
hope. " He is in God's hands," she would say 
daily, and little Beulah never failed to add: "An' 
in yours, too, gramma." 

But there came a day when the wasting fever 
left Mr. Pembroke, and the light of reason strug- 
gled slowly back to the eyes looking unnaturally 
large now in the thin, colorless face. And three 
glad hearts rejoiced and gave thanks in the little 
cottage that night. 

Strength returned but slowly to the sick man 
at first, but after a time he was able to sit out 
in the yard under grandma's one big apple-tree, 
and drink in the soft-breathed summer wind that 
whispered of near-by meadows where the new-
mown hay lay green and fragrant, and brooksides 
where the waving flowers nodded to one another 
across the rippling waters ; and then it was that 
new life seemed to infuse itself into his veins. 

He began thinking with something akin to 
alarm of the deep inroads. his rapidly increasing 
appetite must be making upon poor Mrs. Tris-
coe's scantily provisioned larder. But never was 
he allowed to feel for an instant, what was in 
reality the case, that his benefactress was practis-
ing the most rigid self-denial in order that he, 
the stranger, should not want. And his eyes 
never tired of looking upon the sweet, serene 
face that wore habitually the calm restfulness 
that ideal old age always wears. 

And while Mr. Pembroke talked to little Beu-
lah, and told her wonderful stories, he tried to 
think of ways in which he could repay in some 
small measure the great kindness that had been 
lavished upon him. 

" Rodney," he said, quite suddenly, one even-
ing when he was testing his newly recovered 
strength by walking a short distance with his 
young friend, " I wonder if you could keep a 
secret. I mean keep it from everybody, even 
your grandmother. Of course, ordinarily I would 
not ask thiii but there are reasons why she must 
not be told. 

Rodney gave the promise very readily. 
Mr. Pembroke flung himself down on a grassy 

hillock by the roadside, and his companion fol-
lowed his example. The man's eyes were fixed 
intently on the eyes of the boy. 

" You are young yet, Rodney," he said at 
length, " and I do not suppose you know just 
how it feels to want some one thing with all the 
strength of which your soul is capable. I am 
thinking of little Beulah. I have looked and 
looked at those lovely sightless eyes of hers until 
the desire that she shall some time see is above 
every other wish. I want to have all done for 
her that is in the power of man to do. In that 
way alone shall I feel that I am trying to repay 
yourself and your grandwther for your great 
kindness to me. Of course, I do not mean the 
money debt to your grandmother. I hope to pay 
that as soon as I am able to work. It shall be the 
first work I take in hand — and I shall do it 
gladly. But money of itself could never pay her 
one tenth of her tender care of me. Now I 
wrote several days ago to a college mate of mine 
who is one of the physicians in the most cele-
brated institute for the treatment of diseases of 
the eye and ear in the United States. He has 
promised to have Beulah's eyes examined by a 
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great specialist. From what I have been able to 
tell him, he holds out hope that an operation 
may restore her sight. I shall soon leave with a 
surveying party for the rest of the summer, and 
I hope to earn enough to come back and take 
your little sister to the institute, and her grand-
mother, too, of course. But Beulah's eyes must 
be examined before your grandmother is told 
there is hope of her seeing. At her age, to raise 
her hopes only to disappoint would be too cruel. 
Science is doing things more truly wonderful 
every day." 

Grandma Triscoe scarcely knew the strong, 
active young man with the red-brown hue of 
health upon his face who walked into her little 

—cottage one morning in November. The survey-
ing expedition had proved even more profitable 
than he had hoped. 

A few days after, Mrs. Triscoe and little Beu-
lah took their first trip to the great city near, 
in care of the young schoolmaster. This he had 
brought about by his pleading that as they had 
cared for him, it was but right they should let 
him care for them to the measure of a little out-
ing before he settled down to his fall work. 
But not even then, save to Rodney, was the 
school-teacher's secret known. 

" I will get the verdict of the physician first, 
before I tell her, but we will hope for the best, 
Rod," he had said to the boy the night before 
the trip was entered upon. 

It was a week later, just as Grandma Triscoe 
was packing her little hair trunk for its return 
trip, that Mr. Pembroke came into her room, 
leading Beulah. A soft, tender light was on the 
child's face, and the gentleman's voice was husky 
as he told where they had been, and also that 
it was the belief of the physician that Beulah's 
sight could be restored. But Mrs. Triscoe was 
too old a woman to build securely on so slight 
a thread. Fervently she thanked the young man 
for his interest, but quietly shaking her head, 
she said, brokenly : " It is kind of you to think 
of it, but I must not let my old heart dwell on it 
for long." 

Grandma Triscoe returned to her home alone, 
and little Beulah was left in the hands of the 
physician, while her kind tutor remained as her 
guardian. 

It was a glorious December morning, clear and 
crisp. The sun was shining through the window 
of the little cottage, resting lovingly on the old 
gray cat curled by grandma's knitting ball. The 
door opened quickly, and Beulah ran with a glad 
cry into her grandmother's arms. 

" Oh, gramma, I can see ! I see you cow ! 
And that is Buddy. And I can seer. Pem-
broke and every one. But I have waad to see 
you most of all. You, gramma, you " 

Mrs. Triscoe turned with streaming eyes to 
Mr. Pembroke, whose own eyes were wet. But 
no words came to her quivering lips. He 
understood her thought, but shook his head very 
gently. Then he took one of the brown, toil-
worn old hands in both his own and bent over 
it as if she were a queen, saying, in low, clear 
tones : " I was a stranger, and ye took me in.' " 
— Young People's Weekly. 

Make Your Opportunities 
SOME boys and young men are fond of saying 

what great things they would do if they had such 
opportunities as some  ethers have. Nonsense ! 
" This country," says some one, " is another name 
for opportunity." Mr. Garfield once said, " That 
which is at the bottom of the sea to-day may float 
on the summit of the highest waves to-morrow," 
and his life was a splendid illustration of the 
statement. Boys, make your opportunity, as Lin-
coln made his in a log cabin in the wilderness. 
Make it as Henry Wilson made his, during his 
evenings on a farm, when he read one thousand 
volumes, while the other boys of the neighborhood 
wasted their evenings. Make it as the shepherd  

boy, Ferguson, made his, when he calculated the 
distance of the stars, with a handful of beads on a 
string. Make it as George Washington made his 
when he mastered the rules of mathematics with 
a bit of chalk on the side of coal wagons in the 
mines. Make it as Douglas made his, when he 
learned to read from scraps of paper and posters. 
Make it as Napoleon made his, in a hundred im-
portant situations. Make it as the deaf, dumb, 
and blind Helen Keller is making hers. Make it 
as every man must, who would accomplish any-
thing worth the effort. Nothing can be accom-
plished without labor. Get at it ! — Children's 
Friend. 

A Garden Fair 

A CHILD'S pure heart is like a garden, where 
Seed, scattered lightly, take a ready hold, 
And grow and flourish in the pliant mold, 

Bringing a lavish harvest, sweet and fair, 
Or bitter in its weedy rue and tare. 

Ah, sower in this garden, bright and fair ! 
Sort well the seed that carelessly you hold; 
Drop but the fairest in the ready mold , 

And 'tend them well. Pluck out the weedy tare; 
And cherish all the pure, white blossoms there. 

BENJAMIN B. KEECH. 

Report of the Young People's Society 
at South Lancaster, Massachusetts 
THE New Year has found our Society grow-

ing in numbers, and in interest in the third an-
gel's message. At this time we feel to consecrate 
our moments and energies to preparing for the 
portion of this great work that God has committed 
to us. We aim to prepare for our future mis-
sion by faithfully improving the present. Three 
thoughts we aim to keep in mind: " Withhold 
not good from them to whom it is due, when it is 
in the power of thine hand to do it." " What-
soever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy 
might." "Now is the day." Surely these ad-
monitions should impel us to greater earnestness 
and activity in doing our heaven-appointed work. 

Our meetings usually have been held Sabbath 
afternoon ; but for the past few weeks we have 
been meeting at a quarter of seven on Sabbath 
morning. These early meetings have been the 
most interesting, and, apparently, the most profit-
able. At this hour of the day we are fresh in 
mind and body, and can give all our strength to 
the subject in hand. The lessons in the IN-
STRUCTOR on the life of Luther .and other Reform-
ers, have been an inspiration to us. One can 
not well afford to miss these lessons. If we 
pass through the perilous times before us, we 
must have firm characters like the Reformers,—
characters founded upon the Word of God. 

We have used our papers as the basis of 'our 
missionary work. The young people have sold 
a large number of the special Signs. Some of the 
young women have been successful in selling the 
papers upon the streets of cities. Each week 
a club of Signs and Sentinels is sent out by the 
Society. Quite a quantity of clothing has been 
gathered, and is being made ready to send to 
the South, or where most needed. Two large 
barrels of clothing and provisions were recently 
shipped to a worthy family in Rhode Island. 

We expect soon to begin the work of distribut-
ing tracts. We hope by this means to scatter the 
seeds of truth broadcast, yet wisely, throughout 
some of the large cities. May the blessing of 
God rest upon the work of all our Young Peo-
ple's Societies during nineteen hundred four. 

HOWARD M. LEE, President. 

The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers in New 
England 

THE breaking waves dashed high 
On a stern and rock-bound coast, 

And the woods against a stormy sky 
Their giant branches tossed; 

And the heavy night hung dark 
The hills and waters o'er, 

When a band of exiles moored their bark 
On the wild New England shore. 

Not as the conqueror comes, 
They, the true-hearted, came ; 

Not with the roll of the stirring drums, 
And the trumpet that sings of fame; 

Not as the flying come, 
In silence and in fear ; — 

They shook the depths of the desert gloom 
With their hymns of lofty cheer. 

Amid the storm they sang, 
And the stars heard and the sea ; 

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 
To the anthem of the free ! 

The ocean eagle soared 
From his nest by the white wave's foam ; 

And the rocking pines of the forest roared —
This was their welcome home ! 

There were men with hoary hair 
Amid that pilgrim band; — 

Why had they come to wither there, 
Away from their childhood's land? 

There was a woman's fearless eye, 
Lit by her deep love's truth ; 

There was manhood's brow, serenely high, 
And the fiery heart of youth. 

What sought they thus afar? — 
Bright jewels of the mine? 

The wealth of seas, the spoils of war? — 
They sought a faith's pure shrine ! 

Ay, call it holy ground, 
The soil where first they trod; 

They have left unstained what there they found— 
Freedom to worship God. 

— Mrs. Felicia Hemans. 

THE WEEKLY STUDY 
The Pilgrim Fathers 

Scripture Study:— 
Matt. 22: 15-22; Rom. 14 : 22, first sentence. 

Make this a ten- or fifteen-minute study of the 
principles of religious liberty. 
Parallel Reading:— 

" Great Controversy," Chapter XVI. 
Outline of Parallel Reading 

.  The source of persecution in England. 
2. Who were the Puritans ? Tell the story of 

their flight to Holland, and later to America. 
3. Read the parting words of John Robinson, 

their pastor. 
4. The Puritans suffered great hardships that 

they might enjoy religious rights; but they them-
selves established persecution. Tell the story of 
Roger Williams. 

5. Relate the incident in which these words 
were spoken, " Yes, from those who hire him." 

6. Tell how various errors which have endan-
gered, and at times have taken away, the liberties 
of the people, stole their way into the early his-
tory of the United States. 

To the Leader 

Seven persons may be appointed to present this 
lesson. The first should give the Bible study ; 
and one of the above divisions of the reading 
lesson may be given to each of the other six 
persons. These topics should be written on slips 
of paper, and given to the ones selected, at least 
one week before they are to present the topics. 

Arrange also for a suitable person to read or 
recite " The Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers," by 
Mrs. Hemans. Or if you have the music, the 
words may be sung as a solo. 	E. R. P. 

" HE who shuts his heart on his fellows can 
not open it to his God." 
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Pleasure Abiding 
Tins world is a mixture of sobs and laughter, 

A strange, sad medley of smiles and tears, 
Unheeding the things that are coming after, 

Only the present to it appears. 
All unheeded the heavenly splendor 

That shines from the throne of God above, 
Slighted the invitation tender 

That comes from the pitying heart of Love. 

Multitudes, seeking an earthly treasure, 
Pressing and crushing the grapes of sin, 

Will find but pain in the wine of pleasure, 
And a heart of sadness the breast within. 

And the glittering snares the world alluring 
Are apples of Sodom and grapes of gall. 

Ah, there's no joy in this world enduring, 
Only to come when the Lord shall call ; 

Only to come with prayers most fervent, 
Working for Jesus, as seasons fly, 

Laboring earnest as faithful servants, 
Hoping reward in the by and by. 

Ah, there's a joy beyond all telling, 
Waiting for us on the farther shore ! 

Ah, there's a rapture the bosom swelling, 
To know that the gladness is evermore ! 

L. D. SANTEE.  

the fowl of the air, and over the cattle, and over 
all the earth, and over every creeping thing that 
creepeth upon the earth." Gen. I : 26 ; see also 
Ps. 8: 4-8. 

Adam was the king of the whole. earth; and 
if sin had not come in, he and all his posterity 
would be living on the earth to-day, in the home 
that God gave to ,them in the beginning. But 
when Adam yielded himself to disobey, the do-
minion which he held, passed into the hands of 
Satan, who became the "prince of this world." 
John 14: 30. But Christ, the second Adam, came 
" to seek and to save that which was lost" (Luke 
19: io), which included the dominion of the earth 
lost by the first Adam. At one time Satan took 
the Saviour up on a high mountain, and showed 
him all the kingdoms of the earth, and their 
glory, and said, " All this power will I give thee, 
and the glory of them: for that is delivered unto 
me ; and to whomsoever I will I give it." Luke 
4: 5-7. Satan, having the dominion that he had 
wrested temporarily from Adam, offered it as a 
bribe ; but Jesus spurned the gift, choosing to buy 
it at the cost of his life, and give it back to man. 
He entered on a conflict with the powers of dark-
ness, even going down into Satan's prison-house, 
the grave, and wresting from his grasp the keys 
of hell and death, and coming forth from the 
tomb a victor. " And thou, 0 tower of the flock, 
the stronghold of the daughter of Zion, unto 
thee shall it come, even the first dominion; the 
kingdom shall come to the daughter of Jerusalem." 
Micah 4: 8. The " first dominion " is the domin-
ion given to Adam ; and through Christ, the 
" Tower of the flock," it is restored to the " daugh-
ter of Jerusalem," the church, or people of God. 
" And the kingdom and dominion, and the great-
ness of the kingdom under the whole heaven, 
shall be given to the people of the saints of the 
Most High, whose kingdom is an everlasting 
kingdom, and all dominions shall serve and obey 
him." Dan. 7: 27. 

The earth restored to the saints of God will 
not be as it now is. God purposes to wipe sin 
from the map of the universe. " There shall be 
no more curse" (Rev. 22 : 3), and Eden beauty 
will he seen everywhere, and the glory of the 
Lord will fill the earth. It will be a new earth. 
" For, behold, I create new heavens and a new 
earth : and the former shall not be remembered, 
nor come into mind." Isa. 65 : 17. " Neverthe-
less we, according to his promise, look for new 

• heavens and ' new earth, wherein dwelleth right-
eousness." • 2 Ater 3 : 13. " And I saw a new 

Cloven aril a nevi/.  earth: for the first heaven and 
tge fist  earth were passed away ; and there was 
no more se 
it, Peter looked for it, and John in apocalyptic 

Re, 	21: I. Isaiah prophesied of Rev.  

vision saw it. Surely this makes the matter 
certain. 

And 0, what a lovely scene greets our vision 
there ! Our souls long to behold its glories. 
" Mid  the inhabitant shall not say, I am sick." 
Isa. 33:24. Sickness and disease will be gone 
forever. " The wilderness, and the solitary place 
shall be glad for them; and the desert shall re-
joice, and blossom as the rose." " Then the eyes 
of the blind shall be opened, and the ears of the 
deaf shall be unstopped. Then shall the lame 
man leap as an hart, and the tongue of the dumb 
sing." Isaiah 35. " And God shall wipe away all 
tears from their eyes; and there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall 
there be any more pain : for the former things 
are passed away." Rev. 21 : 4. 

Glad day, may it soon dawn ! There happiness 
will never end, and joys and pleasures will he 
complete. Family circles will be restored, and 
friends long parted will meet in an eternal re-
union. No messenger of death will then cross 
the threshold of our home. None will be racked 
with pain, or scorched with fever. There will be 
no partings, no abrupt farewells, no forms bowed 
with the decrepitude of age, but the vigor of 
youth forevermore. And this beautiful home is  

prepared for all ; none need be left out. Our 
Father opens wide the door, and bids us enter, 
and be at home. There we shall behold Adam, 
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, patriarchs and proph-
ets, the widow who cast in the two mites, Paul, 
and the good of every age, and best of all we 
shall see Jesus, who died to redeem us from sin, 
and give us a life of bliss through eternal ages. 
That reader and writer may be there, I devoutly 
pray. 	 G. B. THOMPSON. 

WHAT IS GOING ON 
IN THE WORLD 

THE citizens of Paterson, New Jersey, are tired 
of anarchy. The anarchists recently found the 
hall in which they were to hold a public meeting 
dark and firmly closed, with policemen guard-
ing it. They appealed to the mayor, but he did 
not feel inclined to allow them entrance. 
" Why ? " asks the New York Commercial Ad-
vertiser, and then answers its own query : 
" Simply because Paterson has had its fill of phil-
osophic and all other anarchy. It has been held 
before the country as the home of anarchists, and 
its good name has been seriously injured thereby. 
Its law-abiding citizens refuse to tolerate any 
more of it. They do not stop to ask if harm 
can be done by excluding professional anarchists, 
but they know harm can be done by letting them 
in, and they are acting in accordance with their 
experience." 

CHICAGO, " the City of Strikes," has supplied 
lately a most remarkable spectacle — funeral pro-
cessions guarded by the police. This was owing 
to the strike of the Livery Drivers' Union. The 
strike has become very bitter, and many indig-
nities have been visited on funeral parties by 
strikers or strike sympathizers. The editor of 
the Week's Progress says : " Surely this is the 
limit. We do not care to pry into the possibilities 
of so depressing a situation, but it is obvious that 
union labor, if it carries its truculence to the point 
of desecrating the dead, needs a lesson." Even 
contending armies have allowed the quiet, un-
molested burial of the dead. Think of citizens 
of the same city, neighbors perchance, ruthlessly 
interfering with a father taking his only child 
to the cemetery,— a task that crushes the life, 
even though upheld by the sympathy of the world. 
Who that keeps in touch with the progress of 
events, and observes with an eye enlightened by 
the truth of God, can not see that the nations 
are fast filling up their cup of iniquity. 

ENGINEER Cavaliere Pino, of Genoa, has suc-
ceeded in perfecting two long-needed inventions, 
— the hydroscope, an optical instrument by which 
the bed of the sea may be examined ; and an 
elevator, by which any object may be picked up 
from the sea bottom. When the hydroscope is 
fitted to a ship, an image of the water and the 
things in it, can be thrown upon a screen on 
deck. The instrument can be so adjusted that it 
will reflect not only objects lying beneath it, but 
those around and above. 

The elevator is quite as remarkable an inven-
tion as the hydroscope. That its service will be 
welcomed, is shown by the fact that during the 
last forty years more than three thousand persons 
have applied for patents upon inventions pur-
porting to he able to supply the want. It is said 
that on an average one hundred eighty ves-
sels of more than five hundred tons sink every 
month. The record of last February revealed a 
loss of five hundred sixty-three ships, only 
one of which has been recovered. There cer-
tainly can be no lack of work for the hydroscope 
in locating sunken vessels, nor for the elevator 
in raising them. 

Home of the Saved 
ONE of the sweetest words ever heard is 

" home." The vision of home and mother never 
fades from the heart. One may travel amid the 
eternal frosts of the north, or among the waving 
groves and balmy breezes of the south; be pinched 
by poverty, or revel in luxury ; be exiled amid 
barren rocks and mountains, yet ever and anon 
the memory of home will float in upon him. It e,  
may be a humble home, a hut, perchance, crumb-
ling and old, unattractive to strangers, but to him 
it is home. Though now he may be a wanderer, 
white with the frost of many winters, and bend-
ing beneath the weight of years, the•home scenes 
live in the memory. 

I once read that the Russian exile sometimes 
before leaving his home forever, will bow down 
and kiss the ground, and then take with him to 
his abode amid the snows of Siberia a handful of 
the earth — a relic of home. Yet dear as is home, 
there are many sad recollections, things we would 
fain blot forever from our memory. Sin is here. 
Satan, with hellish intent and sullying touch, has 
entered the home to mar its tranquillity. Lonely 
sufferers lie wasting with disease, lifts lamp  burg, 
ing but dimly. Beneath the cerements of  in de vb  
tomb lies a head pillowed in dust,.whi 	as once *iv 
a part of a home circle,  mow brolf forever! 
Misfortune has caused many a heat" if ache! In-
temperance has transformed  thous2rfasibf  once 
happy homes into pandemonium. The mose en-
during home is ephemeral, its joys are transient. 
Brothers and sisters separate, and wander in dis-
tant lands ; fathers and mothers are borne to their 
final rest, and the home is no more. 

But there is a home where these sad scenes 
will never be enacted, a " house not made with 
hands, eternal in the heavens p".and amid His 
trials and burdens • our mine retrt to the " home 
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came first to the city. The watchman at the gate 	2. What time . 
of Mahanaim saw .Ahimaaz running toward the Verse 2; 7er. 25: r r 
city, and he told the kin', who was sitting in the 	.3. What part, of 
gateway, waiting fa the news. As soon as he was yet unexRlained? 
was near enough to be heard, Ahimaaz called 
the king, " All is well."' He came and fell down 
at David's feet, and said, " Blessed be the Lord 
thy God, which hath delivered up the men that 
lifted up. their hand against•my lord the king." 

David took no notice of the tidings of victory. 
His one thought was for his son, and he said, " Is 
the young man Absalom safe?" Ahimaaz did not 
know how Absalom met his death, so he said, " I 
saw a great tumult, but I knew not what it was." 

By this time Cushi had reached the city, and he 
greeted the king with the words, " The Lord hath 
avenged thee this day of all them that rose up 
against thee." Again came the question that was 
all-important to David, " Is the young man Ab-
salom safe?" It was Cushi's sad task to give 
David the news of his son's death, and he did it in 
the gentlest way possible, saying, only, " The ene-
mies of my lord the king, and all that rise against 
thee to do thee hurt, be as that young man is." 
That was enough for David. He went up to the 
chamber over the gate, weeping as he went, and 
saying, " 0 my son Absalom, my son, my son 
Absalom ! would God I had died for thee, 0 
Absalom, my son, my son ! " 

The people heard how David was sorrowing for 
his son, and they came stealing into the city as 
though they had been defeated instead of being 
victorious. " And the victory that day was turned 
into mourning unto all the people." 

Questions 
1. What did Hushai advise David to do? 

What way did David go, and where did he take 
re'fuge? Who befriended' him there, and what 
did they do for him? 

2. Where did AbsalOm's host encamp? Tell 
how David arranged his army. Who. were set 
over the companies, as  leaders? What command '  

THE SABBATH SCHOOL 

INTERMEDIATE LESSON 

v-The Death of Absalom 
(January 3o) 

LESSON SCRIPTURE : 2 Samuel 18. 
MEMORY VERSE: "  Like as a father pitieth his 

children, so the Lord pitieth them that fear him.", 
Ps. Io3 : 13. 

.Pt 
Hushai, the Archite, sent a message to David 

by Jonathan and Ahimaaz, the two sons of the 
priests, telling him not to lodge in the wilderness; 
but to hasten over Jordan before the morning 
light, and enter Mahanaim. Here the king's 
friends brought to him food and drink, and beds 
and basins, and everything that he and his fol-
lowers needed. Absalom and his host followed 
David over Jordan, and pitched in the land of 
Gilead. 

King David numbered the people that were with 
him, and divided them into three companies. He 
set Joab, and Abishai, his nephew, and Ittai, the 
Gittite, over the three divisions of the army. He 
did not like to send the people forth to fight for 
him while he stayed in the city, so he said: " I 
will surely go forth with you myself also." The 
people knew that his heart was grieved at the.  
thought of going to war with his'beloved son, so 
they told him that his life was worth ten thousand 
of theirs, and that the best he could do was to stay 
in the city, and send them- help as they needed it. 

David stood at the.city gate as the people passed 
out, and each company heard him charge. their 
leader: " Deal gently for my sake with the young 
man, even' with Absalom." 

The most of Absalom's followers were inexpe-
rienced in warfare, and they fought without order, 
and " the battle was there scattered over the face 
of all the country." Joab, Abishai, and Ittai, with 
their hosts, were mighty warriors, and the serv-
ants of David smote and overcame the ser vants 
of Absalom. The thickly wooded country hin-
dered the movements of Absalom's army; "and 
the wood devoured more people that day than the 
sword devoured." 

Absalom himself was caught in the wood. He 
was riding upon a mule, and his long hair was 
caught in the branches of an oak-tree. He was 
lifted off the back of his mule, which ran away 
from under him, leaving him hanging by his hair 
in the midst of the oak. A man came and told 
Joab, " I saw Absalom hanged in an oak." Joab 
was very angry with the man because he had not 
slain Absalom. He said he would have rewarded 
him with ten shekels of silver and a girdle. But 
the man answered : " Though I should receive a 
thousand shekels of silver in mine hand, yet would 
I not put forth mine hand against the king's son : 
for in our hearing the king charged thee and 
Abishai and Ittai, saying, Beware that none touch 
the young man Absalom." 

Joab had been so long a man of war that his 
heart was hardened by the shedding of so much 
blood, and not even for David's sake would he 
spare Absalom's life. He took three darts in his 
hand, and thrust them through the heart of Ab-
salom, whom he found yet alive in the midst of the 
oak. The death of Absalom ended the battle. 
Joab blew his trumpet, and his followers left off 
pursuing the Israelites. 

Cushi was sent by Joab to carry David news 
of the battle. But Ahimaaz was so anxious to 
tell David of the victory that he outran Cushi, and 

• 4. At the conclusio 
peared to Daniel ? Dan. 

5. What did the an 
Verse 23. Evidently w 

6. How much of 
days does Gabriel say 
Dan. 9: 24. What 
period ? Verse 24. 

7. Into what perm 
divided ? Verses 25-27. 

8. When were they to begin? Ver 
what year was the final commandment 
and rebuild Jerusalem given? Ezra 7 : 7, margin; 
note  2. 

9. Beginning in 457  B. C., to what date would 
the seventy weeks, or 490 years, extend?- Thirty-
three years after Christ, or some time in the 
year A. D. 34. 

to. How many years were represented by the 
first division of the seventy weeks - the seven 
weeks and threescore and two weeks of verse 
25 ? - 483 years. 

I I. Beginning in 457 B. C., to what date does this 
time extend ? - Twenty-six years after Christ, or 
some time in  A. D. 27. 

12. What event marked the close of this period? 
Verse 25.- The coming of the Messiah, the 
Prince. 

13. When did this take place? Mark I: 1o. 
Note marginal date. In A. D. 27 Jesus was bap-
tized, and his public work as the Messiah was 
begun. In John I : 41 he is called the Messias, 
or the Anointed. The 483 years were to reach to 
the Messiah, or the anointing of Jesus for his 
ministry. 

14. How much time still remained of the 
seventy weeks which had been set apart fo: the 
Jewish people ? 

15. Whatwas to take place In 
Verse 27, first clause. In the midst of the week 
what would the Messiah do? Second clause. 

16. What occurred just three and one-half 
years after Christ's baptism, or in the spring of 
A. D. 31? Note 3. 

17. How much time still remained to the Jews? 
- Three and one-half years. Did the gospel cease 
to go to the Jews exclusively in A. D. 34? See Acts 
8:1-5, 25. Date in margin. 

did Ahimaaz tell him? What questien•did.David • 18. Hotionany years were yet left of the 
twenty-thre• .htindred? - 23oo minus 490 equals ask? What answer did Ahintaat ware?  What. 

lo.  Addlinpato  years to A. D. 34, when must 
floie  period of 2300 years terminate? - 

of 1844  A. D. 
ven1 v#s to take place at the expira- 

8. What did David's mourning show? What 
may we learn from his love for Absalom? What 
words did David write that show this? 

9. What would David gladly have done fib 
Absalom ? What has God done for us? 	• 

IO. How did the people feel when they heard 
of the king's grief? How did they come into the 
city? Into what was the victory turned? 

3. It he midst of this,  ast seven-year period, 
or week, just three and one-half years from the 
autumn of A. D. 27, when Jesus was anointed the 
Christ at his baptism, he was crucified (the 
spring of  A. D. 31), thus causing the sacrifices to 
cease. 

IT is a pleasant sight to see any one thanking 
God ; for the air is heavy with the hum of mur-
muring, and the roads are dusty with complaints 
and lamentations.- Spurgeon. 

did David give to these chief men?' 
3. What sort of country was it where the battle 

was fought ? How xlid this affect • the battle? 
Which side was victorious? 

4: Tell what accident befell Absalom. What 
did Joab say to the man who told him of it? How 
did the man answer? How did Joab treat 
Absalom? 

5. Who was sent•to carry the.news to David? 
6. Where was David waiting forlinews? What 

was he told to do? •. • • , • 1.46  • 

• 7. What news did Cushi give the g? . What, 
did David again ask? Repeat"  C '  s answer. 	e ut 

What did David do when he heard of this? ‘`. 	*49. Wh . 	. 
tmi  this End? Dan. 8: 74. 

Notes 
I. Since e vision of chapter eight was in the 

last year S Belshazzar, and the prayer of the 
ninth chapter in the first year of Darius, who took 
the throne on the death of Belshazzar, the time 
between the chapters need not have been more., 
than a few months, or even weeks. 

2.  Since it taps the commandinents of Cyrus 
 

(0  C. 536 ---.EZTallI) ; of DalignS (B. C. 5I9 - 
Ezra 6) ; and of 1111rta4rxes (B. C. 457 - Ezra 7), 

V- The Two Thousand and Three 
Hundred Days 

(January 3o) 
LESSON SCRIPTURE: Daniel 9. 
MEMORY VERSE: "  And the vision of the even- 

ing and the morning which was told is true : 
wherefore shut thou up the vision ; for it shall 
be for many days." Dan. 8: 26. 

Questions 
1. What did Daniel set himself to do soon 

after/the experiences mentioned in chapter eight? 
Dad 9 : 1-3 ; note I. 
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g sun over 
tre  frost.: 

the water 
was running along the streets, scuring into the 
gutters, singing a merry little song  !s  it went, 
as if in very delight at being free again. 

And the earth was smiling back at the sun, 
even the half-dead grass blades on the wide lawn 
so lining to borrow something of their coming 
greenr ess to show their joy in ,tike sunshine. 

-- And 	that rewinds us the ice s not the lily 
thing that melts beneatheunsfine. 	A. B. C. 

'The 	yen .11Ilars 
THE ancients th 	t very much of pillars, or 

a 
supports, in archit 	These gave the beauty 
and strength to the striscture. The weight which 
a pillar supports must be sufficient to show the
need of the column, and the column must be 
of sufficient weight and strength to support that 
which rests upon it. 

Think through all the record of the Saviour's 
life here upon earth, bring together all the ele-
ments of character his work revealed ; and you 
have the ideal Christian life,— a life so full of 
strength and courage, and so weighted down with 
love, that millions of perishing souls have felt  

its rescuing power. This is the weight to be. 
supported; for we .must be like him; we must 
each have a character that .can stand the $anic 
tests that his endured. 

Is the weight sufficient to demand strong pil-
lars .for its support — Yea; the strongest ! 
" Wisdom hath builded her house, and hewn out 
her seven pillars." Wisdom builds well and true; 
for if even one of the seven pillars is faulty, the 
whole house is endangered. King David, Sol-
omon, Hezekiah, and impetuous Peter nearly lost 
their all because of one weak column. Enoch, 
Joseph, and Daniel builded strongly; and we find 
them well able to withstand all the storms of life. 

Each pillar adds an individual grace and 
strength to the temple, yet the beauty of each 
is many times intensified by the soft, rich glory 
radiating from the central column, which is so 
placed as to reflect with its own the splendor of 
all the others. 

Love is the central pillar. This is the force 
of the universe; without it nothing could exist. 
Love centers the interest of all heaven upon this 
lone world so full of unkindness and heedlessness, 
of crime and sin, disease and death. Love brought 
the Son of God to Calvary to free the earth from 
its blight of sin. It offers freely to cleanse us 
from all evil, and to give us an eternal home 
in the earth made new. 

This is love, Christ's love. It is the power 
that moves the lowliest and the highest to noble 
deeds. To it the mother, teacher, minister, orator, 
and philanthropist owe their power to influence 
lives; yet it is fast dying out of the world. When 
the Son of man corneth, shall he find love on the 
earth? But heaven is filled with it; and it is 
for you and me if we will only take it. 

Trust is another pillar. " Trust ye in the Lord 
forever; for in the Lord Jehovah is everlasting 
strength." Trust implies complete submission. 
No cloud can.  darken the life of perfect trust; 
upon it the sunbeams always play. " Thou wilt 

-k-e--ep him in perfect peace, . . . because he trust- 
eth in thee." Words can not tell all that Jesus will 
do for those who trust,him implicitly. Mr. Meyer 

-says, " He will keep your hearts whiter than 
snow ; he will put himself as a shield between 
you and all manner of hurt. He will make you 
his special charge. He will quench your thirst 
from the brimming chalice of his own love. In 
perpleicity he will guide; in peril he will pro- 
tect; in necessity he will provide for all your 
need." Could one ask more? " Blessed is the 

. man thatstr.istitth.in  him." 
ilA  leailiabli spirit  is a strong pillar in wisdom's 

'Ten le. " Hear 2 my son, and receive my say-
in , and' ee years of thy life shall be many." 

4 
 

can •ri t unto thine own understanding." 
'44̀ 	insWeirtruction, be wise, and refuse it not." 
Rear this pillar, and you will be saved from the 
lanient of a wasted' life, " How have I hated in-
struction, and my heart despised reproof ; and 
hike not obeyed the voice of my teachers, nor in-
clined mine ear to them that instructed me! " 

Truth is a pillar, hewn of the purest marble. 
Strange as a miracle, yet true! a single flaw 
in this column will throw a dullness over all the 
rest, even making their beauty appear forbidding. 
All the ills of earth follow in the wake of false-
hood and deception. These in Lucifer caused 
the very throne of God to tremble. The angel 
of the Lord in passing breathed upon the Assyr-
ian army, and it was dead. More fatal to the 
beauty and strength of youth is Deception's 
breath. 

Strict integrity may lead to the prison, as it 
did Joseph, yet God will see to it that sometime 
the throne is yours. Whatever the cost, be wholly 
truthful. It throws a holy radiance over the 
lowliest life. It is a " pearl of great price." 

Where truth is, there is justice. " A false bal-
ance is abomination to the Lord; but a just weight 
is his delight." If the pillar of justice crumbles, 
angels can not steady the temple; it mus fall. 
To he just to God, to our fellow men, ar d to  

ourselves means much. It means to be j 
criticism, in judgment, in deed. 

The next pillar is-  zeal. " The zeal of thine 
'house hdth eaten me up." " Wist ye not I must 
be about my Father's business? " " My Father 
worketh, hitherto, and I work." The love of 
Christ constrains one to be energetic. Love is 
ever active. Zeal, then, guided and controlled 
by consecrated knowledge, goes forth to the world 
to do life's work with an energy that wins. 

The seventh pillar is loyalty. Elijah and 
Moses built so strongly upon this great pillar 
that neither Baal nor Egypt could wrest their 
foundation. So many are the things to turn one 
from the path of duty, that to be safe, to be loyal. 
he midst follow the admonition, " Turn not to 
the right hand nor to the left. Let thine eyes 
look right on, and let thine eyelids look straight 
before thee." 

If ever God and_iruth needed loyal men and 
women, it is to-day. Our Father hasgiven, borne, 
and suffered that we might come into possession 
of our eternal home freed from every stain of 
sin. It is almost won; all are now called upon 
to help in the final struggle for liberty. Shall 
we desert our Saviour at this time,— an hour 
more critical than that one in Gethsemane when 
he sweat great drops of blood? or shall we stand 
loyally at his side to work until the victory is 
won? The glorious spoil of the battle is to be 
ours. Then better were it for the Lord himself 
to desert the field than for you or me. 

"Though He Slay Me" 
How many young people are ready to finish 

that sentence with Job? — to exclaim, from the 
heart, " Though he slay me, yet will I trust in 
him "? Not long ago I heard an earnest woman, 
whose sweet, strong character and bright Chris-
tian experience have been an inspiration and 
uplift to countless young people, relate an expe-
:ictice she passed through as a girl. 

" I was converted when I was sixteen," she 
said r " or I thought I was. But constantly, con-
tinually, there were questions coming up that 
called for decision — should I attend this gather-
ing? could I with propriety join this merrymak-
ing? might I wear this? must I leave off that? 
— until at last, instead of enjoying the service • 
I had entered, I became almost unhappy. It was 
a daily battle between a sense of duty, and a de-
sire to do as I had done before I professed Christ. 

" At last there came what was for me a su-
preme test,— to enjoy or to forego a certain 
pleasure. For days I carried on a warfare in 
my mind concerning it. It seemed at times that 
I could not give it up; yet even then I realized 
that on my decision, in a certain sense, was in-
volved the stability of my whole Christian expe-
rience. Finally, I put aside the question at issue. 
and made up my mind to decide once and forever 
whether I would serve the Lord, or choose 
my own way. And I decided then that I would 
serve him,— that no matter if I were not saved 
at the last, I would serve him faithfully. Front 
that day to this, that decision has been a source 
of strength to me in the hour of temptation; for 
with the greater question settled, the lesser ones 
lose their power to perplex and harass." 

To that decision, dear young friends, we must 
all come. It is not that we serve the Lord 
Christ in order that we may be saved — oh, no ! 
Shall so selfish a motive actuate our service for 
him who " for our sakes " gave .up all, enduring 
the cross, despising the shame? — No! but let us 
decide, firmly, bravely, whole-heartedly, that " we 
will serve the Lord." That decision will be a,  
bulwark to our souls in the hour of conflict, a 
shield from the poisoned arrows of doubt and 
unbelief, a firm foundation upon which to build 
our Christian experience. Nor let us put off the 
decision, but decide now, and learn the sweet-
ness and peace that complete self-surrender 
brings. 	 A. B. C. 
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CITY street and country lane, asphalt boulevard 
and village highway, were covered with ice — 

• two inches deep, and smooth and firm and shining 
as glass. The people walked softly, with rubber 
heels and soles and overshoes to keep from slip-
ping; and though the horses stepped gingerly 
on the treacherous footing, many fell, and were 
injured. The trees were weighted to the breaking 
point with their unaccustomed load; and the tele-
graph wires in a whole district were down. Men 
worked like beavers — hewing and hacking and 
cutting away at the thin plate of ice with which 

Ili 

	

	the world was armor-coated, sprinkling ashes and 
salt and sawdust, prying and scraping: but with 
all their efforts they accomplished little. 

Then one morning the sun rose, smiling 
brightly. " When will men learn that they can 
not melt ice with shovels and hammers and 
picks .' " he. exclaimed; " I will show them a bet-
ter way" So he smiled down on the earth,—
smiled warmly and kindly, even when it did not — 
smile back; but frowned instead. How could it 
smile, indeed, when its face was all frozen stiff ? 

frowns, do not dis- But frowns, even frozen 
courage the sun. Well he knows that sunshine 
will melt ice — so he kept right on smiling, and 
the sunshine fell soft and warm on the frozen 
face of the world. By and by a tiny, thin, waver-
ing puff of vapor was seen curling into the air 
along the eaves of a near-by roof;. then an-
other, and another — seer a mqmeitt, then van". 
.ished. And presently — 	 mistaking 
that signal — was sounded a musical little tate 

r *Inn. q 
• 

caused by the drip-dropping of 'w 
down the eaves-trough. 	a 

By noon the victory of fie s 
the frozen earth — of the sunshiA 
—was assured; and an hour or two 
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