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moets an appointment, is on hand in the
Supndsny-schoo] and church, and when the
minister looks %o tind you, why you are
thoro within arm's reach. Be reliable;
tho very ono to whom peoplo can trust
dearost, weightioss intercsts Havo that
crown of trustworthy, roliable, solid char-
actor.,
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JESSIE FINDING JESUS.

IN a wretched tenement in New York, a
f1ttio garl stood by her mother’s deatn-bed
» nd heard her mother's last words,  Jeasie,
tind Jesus.”

When her mother was buried, her father
toock to drink, and Jessie was left to
ruch care as n paor neighbour could give
her Uno day she wandered off, unmissed,
a basket n her hand, and trudged through
one strc.b nfter another, not knowin

Jesur. At last sho stopped from utter weari-
ness, in front of & taloon. A young man
staggered out of thy door, and almost
stumbled over her. He ustered passion-
ately tho name of him whom she was
seeking.

“Can you tell me where he is ?” she
inquired eagerly.

te looked at Ler in amozemend. * What
did you say 7" he usked.

“ Will you please teil me where Jesus
Cnrisp 187 for I must find him,"—this time
with great carnestness.

The young man looked down curiously
4% her for a minute without speaking ; and
then his faca sobered, and he said, in &
broken, husky voice, hopelessly, “1 don't
snow, child ; I don’t koow where he is”

Pyor Jessie trudged on; but soon a rude
boy jostled against her, and snalching her
vasket from her hand, thirew it into the
=treot. Orying, she ran to pick it up. Tho
novses of a passing strect-car trampled hex
under their feet, and sho knew no mors

1ill she found herself st- ‘ched on a hos-

pital bed. When the dcctora camo that
night, they know that she could not live
until the morning. In the middle of the
night, after sho had beon lying very still
for a long time, apparently asleep, she
suddenly opened hor eyes, and the nurse.
bending over. heard aer whisper, while
hor face lighted up with a smile that had

| some £ heaven’s own gladness in iy, “ O

Jesug, X have found you at last!”

TRUTH-LOVING JOHN.

In made a pretby picture in the twilight
hour, or just at bed-time—that of happy
little John, sentad on o foot-stool at his
mother’s feet, his blue oyes looking confid-
iogly into her loving f.ce, while he asked
question afler question, or listened to the
story she might be telling, the while
smoothing back from his forshead the
sunpy curls that fell in the way. Very
often ho ea$ there. Ho was an only son—
his mother's datling—and there was no
one else $o occupy thad cherished place,
save a beautifal little sister. A happy
home this little boy had. The best of
Ohristian fathors came in and wenb oud
before him, setting a worthy example; and
then the loving mother and * wee sister”
were a joy for ever. Surrounded as he
was by an atmosphere untainted by evil
influence, it is not surprising that his open
nature absorbed much that was good. Ah!
Jittle John was much mois blssssd in his
bome life then many boye who have no
protection from evil, and never see or hear
anything good. Like most children he
was fond of hearing stories, and whenever
his mother related onse, he would invari-
ably usk with great earnestness, ¢ Mother,
is §bat a true story?” If somebimes in-
fcrmed that a story was only a “ made-up”
one, he would show displeasure, and say
almost indignantly, “ Mother, please don's
tell me any ‘ made-up’ stories—' made-up’
shings are not true; are they mother? I
wanb to hear abous things that have hap-

g .u
where showens. She had started out to find Jpeped sure enough

Jobn's mother was often puzzied to
know how to eatisfy her little boy on this
point. To his simple understanding what-
ever was ‘made-up’ was altogether false,
and bis artless mind could make no dis-
tinction in the matter. This gnileless
child reached maturity, carrying along
with him his early and intense love for
truth. Deceit, sham, pretence, anything
mesn and underhanded, his honest soul
abborred. Some faulis of tcmperament ho
had ; but still he was true-hearted. To
be truthful and honess is a very important
part of & gentleman's character, and not all
the fine looks in the world or the mosb
fascinating address or great riches, can
make up for what is lacking in this respecs,
To bs truthful means that one is not only
to avoid speaking falsely; bub that he is
also to act sincerely about everything.
Surely there is nothing praiseworthy in
wearing & mask o deceive unwaty or even
silly people. So, whatever line of policy
the world may suggest, remember $hero is
nothing noble in acting a false park Be
true o the truih.
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ALWAYS GROWING.
T. C. HARBAUGH.

WiaT do you do in tho ground, little seed
Under the rain and snow,
Hidden away from the bright blue sky,
And lost to the madcap sparrow’s oye!
* Why, do you not know ¢
I grow.”

What do you do in the nes$, little bird,
When the bough springs to and fro?
How do you pass the time away
From dawn to dusk of the summer day ?
* What ! do you not know ?
I grow.”

What do you do in tho pond, Jitéle fish,
With scales that glisten so?
In and ous of the water graes,
Never ab rest, 1 seo you pass.
“Why, do you nus know 1
I grow.”

What do you do in the cradle, my boy,
With chubby cheeks all aglow ?
What do you do when your toys are put
Away aund your wise little eyes are shud !
“Ho! do you not know ?
I grow.”

Always growing! by night or day
No idle moments we see.
Whether at work or cheerful play,
Lot us all be able to say,
"“Iao the gooduess of God
We grow.”

——

THE LITT® £ STROKES.

“Mavma®' smd Nedie, throwing down

her book, * 1 can never learn this lesson, (
am just completely discouraged.”

*“My dear liitle girl,” said her motber
passing an arm lovingly around her snu
drawing her to the window, “look over
thore at the side of the road, where a msr
ie cutding down that greas tree. He ha.
been a long time ab work upon ib, stroke
by stroke, hour sfter hour,—chip by cbip
filying off. Does he give up and say, ‘!
never can bring down thistree?’ No; h
labours o, little by little, stroke by stroke
and by-and-bye, with a terrible crash, the
old ocak will come down. Drop by drop
wears away marble ; and don’s you remem-
ber when we were climbing the mountais
bow we sung going up, slep by slep, and
bhow ab lash, when we had reached the top,
what & glorious vision bursé upon ou
view ?"

Nollie smiled and returned 40 ber $ack
She could hear the woodman’s axe on the
sturdy tree, and the sound of thote steady
strokes seemed fo give her sirength.

After awhile she spoke again, “I haw
felled the tree, mamma; I have climbe
the mountain.”

“And you have my heartfols congrate
lations,” replied her mother. *Itwill I«
always thus, dear, that you gain life's vit
tories, stroke by siroke, ster hy sig
Never give up!”
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