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PLAYING FOOL.

An mdustnousyoung shoemaker fell into
the habit of- gpending much timeat o ssloon
near by, Ons by ¢ne his oustemers began
to désert him. When his wifo remonstrate
with him for so.neglecting his work for the
salcon, he would earelessly reply : “Ch, I've
just been down » little while playing pool.”
His little two -year-old caught the refrain,
and would often ask ¢ “Is you goin’ down
to play fool, papa?”’ Bmith tried in vain

in his own pronuncia-~
tion, asd day by day
he accosted his father
with “ Has you been
playxn' fool, papa ¥
This made n deep im.
pression on the shoe-
maker, as he realized
that the question was
| being answered in the
falling off of his cus-
tomers and the grow-
ing . wants of the
housshold, He re.
solved again and again
W Pooi"
table, but weal\ly al- -
lowed the passion of -
play to hold bim’6a
long time. Fmally
he found lnmself out’
of work,. out’ of"
money, nnd ovt of
flour. Sitting on his I
bench one afterncon,
idle and despondent
he was heard to ex-

claim : “ No work
agsin to.day; what
I'm to. do I uox’t

”

know.” “Why papa;
prattled the baby,
“can’t you run
down snd play fool
gome more " ¥ Oh,
bush! you poor
child ? groaned his
father,shame-stricken,
“That’s just the trou-
ble, Papahas played.
fool ‘too much al-
ready.” Buthenever
played it again, and
to-day his home is
comfortable and
heppy once more.—
. Temperance Boview. -
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THERE WAS orce g good woman Who was
well known among her circlefor her simple
faith and Ler great calmness in the midst of
many trials. ~Another woman, living at &
distance, hearing of her, said, “I'must.go

her strong,happy life.”” Sha went,and acopst-

with the greas faith 9 - ¢ No," replied she,

the great God.”. .

{o correct this word, The-(hild persisted |

and see that woman, and learn the secret of |
ing the woman, snid, * Are you the woman- o

%I am not the womah with - the great: fa:th '
but I am the woman with tha little falth in

GRANDMOTHER READING THE BIBLE.
Fuah, litslo feet | go sofily
Over tho echoing foor,
Graodmother’s reading tho Bikls
Thbare by the opzn door,
Al of its pagen are dearer still,
N ow ehe I3 clmozt down the hill,

'T‘he goldnn summier eaushing
Roufid her is gentiy shed—

Gold and silver together

" Crowning her bended head~

Wlnle gho followa where sainta hiave trod,

# ALL OF IT8 PAGES ARE DEARER STILL,

" Reading the blessed Bovk of God,
Grandmother’s past the morning, .
- Past the noonday sun,
And she is reading ahd restmg
After her work is ‘done s
-Now in the quieb autumn aves
Ehe ha.s only to bmd her shes.ves.

Almost through w1th tma.l,
. Almost done with care
And the dlscxplme of sorrow -
Hillowed by trust ‘and prayer,
Waxtmg tio lay her armor down
To go up'higher and toke the crown,

_‘Hof

you _'xemember what she said- when they

No iittle feet to follow
. Over this weary road,
No little hand {c lighten
. % Of 10y & weary leed 3
Children stauding in honored prime
Hless her now in her ovening-timo,

Grandmothor has closed the volums
: And by her naintly look
Teaee T know she has gatherca

QOut; of the sacred Bool 3
Rugbs sho catehes throu;?b that door
. Glimpaes of heaven s gternal ahore.
—Scleﬂ.ed.
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Aaatms o ST IS ST T4 o s i

NOW. '$HE IS ALMOST DOWN THE HILL.”

| THE BRIDGE WAS CROSSED,

“L;other Y eaid a little girl, “what did

‘Davxu. méan when he said, ¢ Preserve me, O

God, for in Thee do I put my trust 1"

“#Do you remember,” said her mother,
“the little girl wo saw walking with her
father in the waods yesterday 7"~

“Oh yes, mother, ~ Wasn’t she beauti-
ful?s

“Sho was a- gentle, loving, little thing,
and her father was very kind to her, Do

caméito the narrow brid

*1dont's like to think about that bridge,
mother; it makes me giddy. Don’ you
think it is very dangerous, just these two
loose pisnks laid across and no reiling1 If
she had stepped 2 little on either side, she
would have fallen into the water.” ‘
" “Do you remember what she said 77 re.
peated tho mother,

“Yes, mamma ; she gtopped a » minute as
if afraid to go over, and then lcoked up into
her father’s face and asked him to take hold

of her hand, rnd euid, ¢ You will take hold
' of me, dear father;I
don’t feel afraid whea
you have bold of my.
hand.’ Andher father
loocked eo lovingly
upon her, aud took
tight hold of her hand
as if she were ‘very,
precious to hun.”
“Well, my child,”
said tho mother, %I
think David felt just
like that little girl
when' he wrote.those,
words.yth h-wea-kvb

R

B “Wa.s Dand. gomg‘
- over a bndgs, mo -
-ther

"¢ Not such o bndge‘

" as tho one we. saw in-
| the woods; but he

bad come to sowe
“diflicult: place in: his
life—there was some
trouble - befors bim
"3 * that made him afraid,
. and'he looked up to
“God just as thaf iittle

girl locked up to her

fatber and said, * Pre-

serve me, U God, for
in Thee do T put my

trust,) Itis Just asif

he Lad &aid, ¢ Pleaso

take care of e, my

kind, heavenly
Father ; { do not fecl

afreid when Thou art

with wme znd taking

hold of my hand.!”

~8..8. Visitor.,

[P N
Dz, 7. L. Covrer

gays:~—The day ofter

my licensure, I
preached at Saratoga.

‘The next day a baker in tho willage

said to me, “Young man, you are a
stranger here, and yesterday I pitied
you when you began; for you did not
know what a critical audience you had
to address. But I have ‘noticed that if
a minister can only convince his congre-

gation during the first five minutes that

he cares for mothing but to save their
souls, he will kill all”the critics in the
house. ¥ I bhave, always thanked that
baker. for the besb pra.ctxcal bint I ever




