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Our WPoung jolks.

THE BOOKS OF THE BIBLE.
In Genesis tho wor % was made by God's creative band ;
In Ex;)dus the Hebrows marched to gain the promisod
and ;
Lovitious contains the law, holy, just aud good ;
I\'umborls x‘-)e;lcords {10 trilosonrolled : all sons of Abraham’s
blood.
Mosos in Deuteronomy records God's mighty deeds ; .
Brave Joshua into Canaan'a land tho lLost of lsracl leads,
In Judgea their rebellion oft provokos tho Lord to smito ;
But Ilutl;1 records tho faith of one woll plessing in his
sight. .
In First and Secoud Samuel, of Jesso's son wo read ;
Ton tribo:’ in First and Second Kings rovolted from bhls
seed.
The First and Second Chronicles soo Judah captive mado;
But Ezra leads a remnant back, by princely Csrus’ aid.
The city walls of "ion Neliennah builds again, .
\While Esther saves her poople from tho plots of wicked

men.
In Job we read how faith will live boneath aftliction s rod ;
And David's Panlms are precious songs to overy clnld of

God.
The Proverbs like a gondly stong of choicest pearls ap.

pear.
Ecclesiastes teachios man how vain are all things bere.
The mystic Song of Solomoun exalts sweet Sharon's Roso ;
Whilst a(’:‘hriat. the Saviour and the Ring, the * rapt Isaiah"
ows,
The warnivg Jerominh apostato Israel scorns ;
His plaintive Lamentations then their awful downfall
mourns.
Ezekiol tells in wondrous words of dazzhing myster:es ;
‘While kings and empires yet tocome, Danicl in vision sees.
Of judgment and of mercy Hozea loves to tell.
Jool desc.ri)lics tho blessed days when God with man shall
well,
Among Tekoa's herdemen Amos received his call ¥
While Obadial prophesies of Edom's final fall.
Jonah cnshrioes u wondrons type of Chirist, our risen Lord,
Micab pronounces Judab lost —lost, but apain restored.
Nahum declares on Nineveh just judginent shail be poured.
A viow of Chaidea’s coming doom, Habakkuk's visions
give.
Next, Zuphaniah warns the Jews to tarn, repent and live,
Haggai wrotoe to thoso who saw the temple built again.
Angd Zecharish prophesied ot Christ's triumphant reigo.
Malachi was the last who touched the high prophetic

cond ;
Its final notes sublimely show the coming of tho Lord.

v,

Mattl, o, AMark and Luko and John the holy gospels wrote,

Desoribing hhow the Saviour died—Ris life and all He
taught.

Acts proves how God tho apostles owned with signs in
every place.

St. Paul in Romans teaches us how man is saved by grace.

The apostle, in Coriuthians, instructs, exborts, reproves,

Galatians shows that faith in Christ alone the Father

loves.
Ephesizns and Philippians tell what Christians ought to
bo

Colossians bids us live to God and for oternity.

In Tkessalonjans we aro taught the Lord will come from
heaven,

In Timothy and Titus a bishop's rule is given.

Philemon marks a Christian's love, which only Christian’s
know. g

Hebrews reveals tho gospel prefigared by thelaw.

Jawes teachies, withont bholiness, fuith is but vain and

ead.

8. I’etm;l points tho rarrow way in which tho saints aro
led.

John, in his three epistles, on love delights to dwell.

St Jude gives awlul warning of judgment, wrath and hell.

The Revelation prophesies of that tremendous day

When Christ—aund Christ alone—shall be the trembling
sinner's stay.

WHAT ALICE DID.

A gentleman was standing one morning on the
platform of a railway depot in New York, holdiag
by the hand a little girl, seven years old, namned
Alice. There was some slight detention about the
opening of the car in which they wished to sit,
and the child stood quietly looking around her, in-
terested in all sho saw, when the sound of a
measured tramp of a dozen heavy feet made her
turn and look bebind her.  There she saw a sight
such as her young eyes had never looked upon he-
fore—a short procession of six policemen, two of
whom marched first, followed by two others, be-
tween whom, chained to the wrist of each, walked
a cruel, fierce-looking man, and thess were follow-
ed by two moro who camo close behind the danger-
ous prisoner. The man was one of the worst
ruffians of the city = He had committed a crime,
and wason bis way to the State prison to be
locked up there for the rest of his Efe.  Alico had

heard of him, and sho know who it must be, for
only that morning hor father had said that ho
would have to be sent up strungly-gunrded, for it
had been suspected that some of his comrades
would try to rescuo him from the oflicers.

The littlo company halted quito near her, Hor
father, who was busily talking with a friend, did
not notico them, or probably he would have led
his child away. Alico stood and watched tho
man with a strango, choking feeling in her throat,
and a pitiful look in her eyes. It seemed so very
very sad to think that after this one ride in the sun-
ghine, by the bauks of the river, the poor man
would be shut up in a gloomy prison all his life.
No matter how long he might live, oven if he
should become an old man, he could never wall; in
the bright sunlight a free man again.

All at once the prisoner looked at her, and then
turned suddenly away.  But in another moment
he glanced back, as if he could not resist the sweet
pity of that childish face. Ho watched it for an
instent, his own features working curiously the
while, and then turned his head with an impatient
motion which told Alico that sho had annoyed
him. Her tender little heart was sorry in a mo-
ment, and starting forward, she went almost close
to the dangerous man, and said earnestly :

* %I didn't mean to plague you, poor man—only
A

I'm sorry for you. .And Jesus is sorry for you,
too.”

One of the policemen caught her quickly up and
gave her to her father, who had already sprung
forward to stop her. No one had heard those
whispered words save the man to whom they were
spoken. DBut, thank God ! he had heard them, and
their ccho with the picture of that tender, grioved
child’s face, went with him through all that long
ride, and passed in bheside him in his dreary cell,
The keeper wondered greatly when he found that
his dreaded prisoner made no trouble, and that, as
time passed on, he grew gentle and more kindly
every day. But tho wonder was explained when,
long months after the chaplain asked him how it
was that he had turned out such a different man
from that what all had expected to seo,

“It’s a simplo story,” said the man. ¢ A child
was sorry for me, and she said that Jesus was
sorry for me, too ; and her pity and His broke my
hard heart.”

You see how easy a thingitis to work for Jesus.
Surely any one of you may show you are * of God,"
in some such simple way as that in which Alice
gove proof that the Master’s hand had touched her
heart.

THINGS THAT LAST.

——

Let us look at thoso things that “ will never
wear out.” .

I have often heard a poor blind girl sing, “Kind
words will never die!” Ah! we believe that
these are among the things that © will never wear
out.” And we are told in God's own book to bo
“kind ono to another, tender-hearted, forgiving
one another.”

“The word of the Lord will never wear out.
Though the grass shall wither, and the flowers fall
away, the word of the Lord endurcth forever.” (1
Peteri. 24, 25.)

The life of the righteous will never wear out.
They will live in the world to come as long as
God shall live ; but the death of the wicked will
last forever.

Tho joys of the kingdom of heaven will nover
wear out.  The people of this world seon die, but
the enjoyments of that world will nover end.

The crown of glory will never wear out. The
crown of the winner in the Olympic games soun

i®

faded ; the crowns of kings all wear out; but the
crown of glory will nover fadoaway. (1 Poter v. 4.)

The “now song” will never wearout. 'Wo hear
sometimes that somo of our tunes are worn thread-
bare, but that will never be said of tho new song,

Which will you choose, the lasling, or that
which fades away? The things of time or eter-
nity 7 'Will you choose wealth, honour, fame or
tho joys-of heaven, eternal life, the crown of glory
and the “ new song "%

May God enable us to tako a wisoe choice, and
with Joshua may we choose to serve the Lord.

SCHOOL-BOY HERQISM.

Two boys were in a school-room alone together,
when some firework, contrary to tho master’s pro-
Inbition, exploded. The one boy denied it ; the
other Bennie Christie, would neither admit nor

b deny it, and was soverely flogged for his obstinacy.

When the two boys got alone again, * Why didn't
you deny it? " asked the delinquent.

“ Becauso there were only we two, and one of
us must have told a falschood,” said Bennie.

“Then why did you not say that I did it?”

‘ Because you said you didn’t, and I would share
the falschood.”

The boy’s heart melted, Bennie's moral gallantry
subdued him,

When the school resumed, the young rogue
marched up to the master’s desk, and said: « Please,
sir, I can’t bear to bo a liar—1I et off the squibs,”
and burst into tears.

The master’s eyes glistened on the self-accuser,
and the unmerited punishment he had inflicted on
his, school-mate smote his conseience. Before the
whole school, hand in hand with the culprit, as if
the two were paired in the confession, the master
walked down to where young Christie sat, and sgid
aloud :

 Bennie, Bennie, lad, he and I beg your pardon
—we are both to blame ! .

The school was hushed and still, as older scholars
are apt to be when something true and noble is
being done—so still, they might have heard
Bennie's big boy tears drop proudly on his book as
ho sat enjoying tho moral triumph which subdued
himself, as well ag filled all the rest ; and then, for

want of something clse to say, he gently cried :

%t Master, forever !”

The glorious shout of the scholars filled the old
man's eyes with something behind his spectacles,
which made him wipe them before ho resumed the
chair.

TUHE DUSTY ROOM.

A young girl was sweeping o room onc day when
she went to the window-blind, and drew it down.

“It makes the room so dusty,” she said, “to
have the sunshine always coming in.*

‘The atoms of dust which shone golden in the
sunbeans were unseon in the dimmer hight. The
untaught girl imagined it was the sunlight which
wade the dust.

Now many persons imagine themselves very
good people.  One poor old man, who lived all his
life without & thought of love to God, seid he was
willing to die. He didn't owe any man a shilling.

I tho Spirit of God should shine brightly into
such a heart how would it look? It would show
him sins enough to crush him. This light of the
Spirit i like the sunshine in the dusty room.- It
roveals what was before hidden.  When wo begin
to feel unhappy about our sins, let us never try to

put away the feeling. Don't let us put down the
curtain, and fancy thoro is ne dust. It is the
Holy Spirit's voice in our hearts. He is showing
us ourselves, and better still, He will show us the
true way-to heppiness.

*



