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KITTY'S PRAYERS,
Su zer httle darhing runs into my room,
Led lLips parted und checks aglow,
Iiesh and rare as the appic-tloom,
Liighter far than the roses Llvw,

“ Y, sister, como and seo!” sho crivs,
As the smooths from her brow the
tangled haira,
While wonder speaks through her violet
cyes—
“ My little kitly is saying prayers!

*“ Come and Jook thro' the nursery door !
We won't frighten her where she lies,

In the streak of sunlight on the floor,
I'olding her white puws over her eyes,

« I wonder,”—treading with light foot-fall,
Aud daintily lifting the frouk she wears,
As slie Lo 8 before e across the hall,—
“I wounder if God hears kitty’s prayers 1"
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THE PRAYING BOY.

A BoY who had been brought to the Lord
Jusus at a wissivn Sunday-schiool was anx-
jvus that his father should know the Savivur
too. His father was a wicked man who
kept a drinking saloon, and thus not only
got drunk himsell but caused others to do
so. The lad asked his Sunday-school teach-
er what he should do, for his father made
him wait on tLe cust mers, handing out the
puisun to them; and if he had not better
Jeavs hune.  His teacher told him not to
leave home, but to begin at once to pray
fur Lis father, aud she would also paay for
hin:, and for his fatlier too; and they buth
cotumetced to pray fur that father,

In afew wedks the father left off drink-
ing, aud soon after lett off selling, and went
to earn an honest living,

“Tu,” sand he, with tears running down
las faco, # somectinng hay been the matter
with my dear buy for sume tune, and the
uther day I heard a noise in the roum whete
Lo sleepa—it was a mournfur wvise~—aud I
listened ; and he was praying for me! e
prayed llmt. 1 would leave off selling—for I
had given up drinking some little time be
fure. I felt I was duing wrong, and I have
quit it all; and the next time you have a
wmeeting I am coming with the Loy.”
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WAS BEN A HERO?

“LEN, can’t you amuse Tommy for a little
while? I do wish to get this baking done;
and he is such « little feliow that le don't
know any better than to run around in my
way.  Now if he only had & rocking-horse
he would be contented to ride half Lis time,”
and the weary mother sighed as she thought
of the money necessary to purchased such a
plaything, well knowing that all their scanty
means were needed to furnish clothing and
food for the children.

“Como into my room,” said their grand-
father, as the children went toward the hall,

Little Tommy was delighted at the pro-
spects of a play in “ Ga'pa’s ‘oom,” as he
called it, and ran aleng by hisside prattling
about being “ Ga'pa’s 'ittle man.”

“But ‘Little men’ don't wear girls’
dresses,” said grandpapa, looking slily at
Tommy.

Ho scanned his frock for a moment and
then said, “3e have new pants and toat
with pottits in some day, then Tommy'll be
big man.

As there was no controverting this fact,
grandpapa laughed, and picked up his paper,
aud left them to amuse themselves.

They played “stage coach” for awhile,
Ben being the horse, an inverted footstool
the coach, while, with flourishing whip and
many a toot, toot, of the tin horn, Tommy
played the paxt of driver.

Then Ben transformed himself into a
pony, and cantered all around the room
with Tommy on his back, shouting at the
top of his voice:

“Tommy 'ide & gay ’orse
To Banb’y Coss!”

After grandpapa finished reading his
paper, ke called the cluldren to lmm and
told them the story of Sawuel, found in the
big Bible that lies upon the staud.

J ust us the story was finished, their
mother cudled them to tea, and the words of
praise Wwhich Ben recerved, wore than repaid
sim {or the sacrifice he had made.

“What sacutice 2" I hear sowme little boy
ask.

We'll tell you: His uncle had sent him

'n big rubber ball from the city, and, as
l“m’s.uurdu), L know all the boys were.
playing Lall on the common,but to plc
Lis mother, lie had remained at home .
;amuso his baby brother. Way not D Bql
lncro?

A hero is one who distinguishes himse We
by some brave or daring deed for the go. De:
of others; in the true sense of the wur. Yl
oue who gives up his own pleasure for t!
pleasure of others. I am sure you will« Bi
sny that Den did this. H

In this he was like the blessed Jesus, ¢ =
whom it is said, * Ho pleased not himselt
Will not all of you, as you may have oppo:
tunity, distinguish yourselves, as Ben du,
by words of kmdnes and-deeds of love?
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A HAPPY CHILD, Bac

Bisiior RyLt, of England says the happic P
child he ever saw v - a little girl, eigt «
years old, who was quce blind. o'

She had never seen the sun, nor moo: To
nor stars, nor grass nor flowers, nor trees, n: §
birds nor any of those pleasant things whi Ha
have gladdened your eyes all your lif:
More trying still, she had' never seen Le JO)
own father and mother, yet she was th
happiest child of all the thousanda the bishe;
had seen.

She was journeying on the railway th:
day I speak of. Nooue she knew was wit
her; yet though totally blind, she was quit
happy and conteutcd.

“Tell me,” she said to some one near b
“how many people there are in .ais cx gy
Iam quite blind and can see nothin_.” Au. §
she was told, On

“ Are you not afraid to travel alone? Rm
asked a gentleman. k:

“No,” she replied, “I am not frightene )
I have travelled before, and I trust God,a. [
people are always’ very good to me.

“ But tell me,” said the bishop, “ why ar
you so happy ?"

«] love Jesus and he loves me; I sougt
Jesus aud I found him,” was the reply.

The bishop then beguun to talk to he
about the Bible,and found she knew a grex
deal about it.

« Aud how did you learn so much of t&
Bible ? he asked

“ My teacher used to read to me, and:
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remembered all I could,” she said. ma
“ And what part of the Bible do you Lk sx
best 2" asked the bishop. b

“ T like the story of Christ’s life in t.
Gospels,” she said; “but what I like best ¢
all are the last three chapters of Revel
thll

Having a Bible with hiw, the bishop rea. -
to her, as st train dashed aloag, Rev. xx
xxi., xxii,
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