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FAMILY DEPARTMENT.

*YOUR LIFE IS HID WITH CHRIST IN
GOD."—0Col, . 2.

Oh! let my life be hid with Thee,
My Saviour, Christ in God !

Until at last—my spirit free—
I reach Thy blest abode !

In sweol communion I would blend
My hidden life with Thine,

Would have Thee, Lord, mine Inner Friend,
My Comforter Divine.

Thon, when the surface of life’s stream
Is ruflled up by sin,

What'er life's outward guise might secm,
1 rhould have peace within.

E'cn as the mighty ocean deep,—
When sudden gales arise,—

Beneath, its waters calmly sleep:
In peuce its bosom lies,

e So may Thy never failing peace,
‘Within my breast flow on,
Till all its joys and sorrows cease,
And lifo’s hard battle’s won.
—Jeanie.

ALTAR FLOWERS.
Standing one day by an altar,
1 longed for an angel’s pen,
To trace its flowers on my mem'’ry,
As thoy look'd in their beauty then ~

Tu thoir fulness of red and white,
In their delicato placing rare,
In iheir ehoon #nd shadow light,
As they leaut on the perfumed air.

And u eofl brecze passed me by,

And 2 something whisper’d me then,
And 1 felt on my inmost soul

The swiflt strokes of an angel's pen.

And the red and the white are there,
All the'beauty of sheen and shade,
Doep down in my soul’s deop mom’ry,
‘Whero the pen of the angel stray'd.
Wlonsoever I reach my Home
In the amaranthine bowers,
TLen mothinks 1'1] thank the angel
Who traced me those Altar Flowers.
—Ellen Crosse,

KITTY AND “PLEASE.”

Kitly had of late got a bad tone to her voice.
Tt was a tone of command, very unbecoming a
little girl. Inetead of saying ‘will yon be kind
cnough to do this or that? in a gentle tone,
ghe said ‘Do this,’ or ‘Do that,’ like a little
tyrant. Her mother, as you may woll think,

wag very sorry, and talked with her little girl |

about this new fault,

Ono day her shoe como off wkile she was
playing. Whon it was near dinner-time she
called Bridget to put it on,

‘Bridget,” sho said, ‘I want my shoe on.
it on quick, for my pa will come soon.’

Bridgot was doing something olse in the
closot, aud did not immediately come oat.’

Bridget,’ sho called again, ‘dont you hear
me? Come and put my shoo on.

Her mother was in the next room, and over-
hearing hor littlo daughtor, said:

‘Say “‘please,” Kitty, and Bridget will put

our shoo on/’

Kitty pouted, and did not speak. She took
her ahoo, sat down on the floor and tried to
put it on horself, which was all very well hed
sho mot done it angrily, for children ought
always 10 help themselves. Kitty tugged and
tuggced at hor shoe, but ber little, fat foot hav-
igg grown fatter since the shoe was bought, it
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fitted very tight,in fact, Hitty ‘could not get
the shoe on. B2 T

Soon she heard her papi’sHtep in the entry,
and began to ory. SR e

‘Bridget will help yém,, Kitty,’ said her
mother, looking into her chamber; ‘ask her,
my ohild.’ DU

But Kitty looked ‘No, I*sha’'n't, though she
did not say s0 in so méhy words. The din-
ner bell rang. !‘ .

You stay here, Kitty, 'nnﬁl,-,(' you can ask
Bridget properly to put of} yopr ehoes,” and her
mother went down stairs, |

Kitty turned very red snd, purst out into a
hard, angry fit of crying,, ,Thom she got up,
ran into a little dressing,ypom and shut the
door. O naughty, foolish Kitty! How much
trouble she was making hersef! and how griev-
ed her parents were to seg o dear little Kitty
in her own high chair at the;table! and for
such a resson, too; that was;the worst of it.

By and by her papa came up stairs, and not
finding her i her mother’'s room, went to the
little room. S

The little girl jumped np from the corner
and going towards him, said:

‘O papa, ‘‘please” would not come out of my
threat; it stayed there ; it {lmostcohoked me;
but it will now.’ ar

She took her father's hand, and tfaking up
the shoe, went to find Bridget; snd when she
found Bridget, she said : PN

‘Please, Bridget, put my shop.on & naunghty
little girl's foot.’ .

Bridget did it very willingly.—Then she ran
dowr stairs and throwing her arms around her
‘mother’s neck, said, with a'tear In her eye:

‘Mamme, “please” did stay:in my throat so
long that it felt big and slmoat ichoked me;
but, mamma ita oat, and I think it will come
quick next time. Please kiss mo; mamma, I'm
very =orry.’ TR S

Kitty did not get choked'-so 'again. She
found it easy to say ‘please’ afterwards; and
‘please’ made the little girl &' groat many
friends.—A&. S. Visitor. BT
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THE HARD PROBLEM.

I know of a boy who wa'gi?preparing to enter
the junior class of the New: York University.
He was studying trigonometry snd I gave him
three examples for his next ‘lésion. The fol-
lowing day he came into my z'_'gﬁm to demons-
trate his problems. Two of them he under-
stood, but the third—s very xificult one—he
had not performed. I said;ﬁd. "l?i;m‘. “Shall I

help you?” R

“No sir, I can and will de it:if you give me
time.” : FooT o

Isaid. “I will give you'all the time you
wish.” 13 e

The next day he came int¢ niy” room to re-
cite another lesson in the sama study.

“‘Well, Simon, have you ¢worked that ex-
ample ? " I

¢‘No, sir,” he answered; “butL can and will
do it if you will give me a liftle more time."

¢‘Certainly, you shall havetallsthe time you
desire.” oR

I always like those boys wlic 4x% determined
to do their own work, for th‘e& make our best
scholars, and men, too.  The third morning
you should have seen Simon lenter thy reom,
I knew he had it, for his whole'face told the
story of bis snccess. Yes, Lb'had it, notwith-
standing it had cost him many hours of the
severest mental labor. Not only had he solved
the problem, but, what was of infimitely greater
importance to him, he had belin™ to  devslop
mathematioal powers which, utidet the inspirs-
tion of “I can and : will,” he hak- dontinned to
cultivate, until to-day he is profeRadr of mathe-

matics in one of our largest colleges and ome of

the ablest mathematicians of his years in our
counntry,

My young friends, let your motto ever be,
“If I can, I will.”— Evangelist.

SPONSORS.

Sponsors (or God parents) are provided by
the Church to be real helps in Christian nurture.
They ought always to be communicants of the
Church. To stand and blunder through the
responses in Baptism, to attend Church only
st one ceremony, to give the child a little pre-
sent, and ever after to forget the responsibility
agsumed in snch sponsorship; such s course
does only harm. It remders the Sacrament a
mere hollow form and the relation of sponsor
& mockery. But frue sponsorship, entered into
prayerfully, intelligently, and followed up by
persistent, kind, wise, instrnctive, personal in-
fluence, is & grand help in the Church. In that
case, the decease or carelessness of paronts
does not deprive the child of all Christizn nur-
ture, while a Christian parents’ influence is
strengthened. True, our frequent moves break
up the relation between God parent and God
child, and other things often hinderit; but
even 80, much more might be made of it than
we have ever dared to hope for. Can we not
improve in this matter ?—Ch. Life.

CAN'T AND TRY.

Can't do it sticks in the mud; but Try soon
drags tho wagon out of the rut. Tho fox said,
“Try,” and he got away from the hounds when
they almest snapped at him. The bees said,
“Try," and turncd flowers into honey. The
squirrel said, “Try,”” and he went to the top of
the beech tree. The snowdrop said, ‘Try,”
and bloomed in the cold snows of winter. The
san said, “Try,” and spring soon threw Jack
Frost out of the saddle. The young lark said,
“Try,” and he found that his new wings took
him over hedges and ditohes and up where his
father was singing. The ox said, “Try,” aud,
ploughed the field from end to end. No hill
too steep for Try to climb, no clay too stiff for
Try to plough, no field too wet for Try to
drain, no hole too big for Try to mend.

“BUT GOD DID.”

A brother and sister were playing in thc
dining-room, when their mother set a basket of
onkes on the tea table, and went out.

“How niee they look,” said the boy, reach-
ing to take one. His sister earnestly objected,
and even dxew back his hand, repeating that
it was against their mother's direction.

“She did not count them,” said he,

“Bat God did,” snswered the sister.

So he withdrew from the temptation, and,
sitting down, seemed to meditate,

“You sre right,” said he, looking at her with
a cheerful, yot serious air; ‘“God dves count;
fox the Bible says, ‘the hairs of our heuds aro
all numbered.’ ”

The highest, the best, the most permanent
plessures are those which are not sought, but

which come from the faithful fulfilment of life's
duties and obligations. Indeed, eager search
after pleasure in any direction is always fruit-
less, because it implies a condition of mind to
which enduring happiness is a stranger. Sel-
fishness and enjoyment may dwoll together for
a brief season, bnt the latter will soon wither
away under the scorching influence of the

former.

Two little girls were playing Church. One
said, “ Now we are going to have prayer, you
kneel down and be a real Christian, I'll just sit
down and put my hand up to my tace, I'm go-
ing to be one of those stylish Christians,’”



