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Becauso Ho Loves Me 8o.

I love to hear the story
Which angel volces tell,
How once the King of glory
Came down on earth to dwell;
I am hoth weak and sintul,
But this 1 surely know,
The Lord came down to save me,
Because he loved me 89.

I'm giad my blessed Saviour
Was once a child like mes,
To show how pure and holy
His little ones might be;
And {f I try to follow
Hig footsteps here below,
Ha never will forget me,
Because he loves me 80.

“Toshow hi3 love and mercy,
My sweetest songs I'll
raise,
An) though I cannot see him,
I know he hears my
praise ;
For he has kindly promised
That 1 shall gurely go
To sing among his angeis,
Because he loves me so.

WHAT ALICE DID.

A gentleman was standing
one morning uon the plat-
form of a railway depot in
New Yark, holding by the
band a little girl, seven
years old, named Allce
There was suvme slight de-
tention about the opening
of the car in which they
wished 0 sit, and tha child
stood quietly looking around
ber, interested {n all she
saw, when the sound of a
measured tramp of & dozen
beavy feet made Ler turn
and look behind ner. There
she saw a sight such as her
young eyes had never looked
upon before—a short proces-
sion ot six policemen, two of
whom marched first, fol-
lowed by two others, be-
tween whom, chained to the
wrist of each, walked a
cruel, flerce-looking man,
and these were followed by
two more who came clese
bebind the dangerous pri-
gotier. The man was one
ol the worst ruffians of the
city. He had commitied a
crime, and was on his way
to the State prison to be
locked up there for the rest
of hig life.  Alice had heard
of him, and she knew who
it must be, for only that
morning her father had said
that he would have to be
sent up strongly guardad.
for it had been suspected
that some of his comrades
would try to rescue him
- from the officers.

The little company halted
quite near her, Her father,
who was buslly talking with
3 friend, did not notice
them, or probably he would
have led his child away.
Allce stood and watched the man with a
strange choking feeling in her throat and
a pitifol look in ber eyes. It seemed 50
very, very sad to think that after this
ong ride {n the sunshine. by the banks
of the river, the poor man would be shut
up iu & gloomy prison alt his lite. No
soatter how long he might live, aven it
be should become an old man, he could
never walk in tho bright sunlight a free
man agaln.
All at once the prisoner looked at her,
-an? then turned suddenly away Bat in
- gnothor moment he glanced back, ar if
“ho could not tesist tho sweet pity of that
childish face. He watched 1t for an
4ustant. his own features working curi-
usly the while, and then turned his
¢ad with an impatlent motion which
£21d- Alice that she had annoyed him.
er -tender llitle heart was gorsy In a
ment, -and starting. forward, she went

slmost close to the dangerous man, and
sald carnestly :

“I didn’t mean to plague you, poor
man-—only I'm sorry for you.
fs sorry for you, too.”

One of tho pollcomen caught her quick-
|ly up and gave her to her father, who ,
[}

had alrcady sprung torward to stop her.
No one had heard those whispered words
sava the man tc whom they wero spoken.
But, thank God ! he had h=ard them, and
| thelr echo with the picture of that tender,
Zvieved child's face went with him i
' through all that long ride, and pasaecd in

A BSAUTIYUL REPLY.
A plous old man was ono day walking

And Jesus | to the sanctuary with a Testament o his |

WON!
BY KATE W. LIANILTUX.
\WVaa 1t cracked ¥ Andreca lfted the

hand, when a friend who met him said, _Iittle tmage from the board he was carry-

* Good morning, Mr. Price.”
* Ah, good morning,” roplied he, 1

i

ing susponded around his neck. and
looked at it closely. e hoped his eyes

am reading my Father's will as [ walk bhad deceived him, but as tho lght from

along.
hundredfold wmore in this life, and in the
world to ccme life evorlasting.”

It was n word {n scason.

but went home comforted.

PROZEN OUT.

beside him in bis dreary cell. The
kceper wondered greatly when he found
that bRis dreaded prisvner made no
trouble, and that, as timo passed on, he
grew gentle and more kindly every day.
But the wonder was explained when, long
months after, the chaplain asked him
how it was that he had torned out such
a differcnt man from what all had
expected to sce.

“It's a simple story,” sald the man.
‘ A child was sorry for me, and she said
that Jesus was sorry for me, wo, and her
pity and his broke my hard heart”

You see how easy a thing it {5 to work
for Jesus. Surely any onc of you may
show sou are “of God.,” I{n come snch
simple way as that in which Alice gave
proof that the Mastor's hand hed touched
her heart.

. Strike wiilp the frpn 42 Lot. ° |

PROZEN OUT.

Why, he bas bequeathed me A, the dusty window streamed full upon

the gay figure, tho flaw showed only too
plainly. The boy's foce, so happy only

His Christlan , & fow moments beforo, 13 le and
friend was In circumstances of affliction, , troubiled. Roroken |

Could he havo broken It with
any jostlinx of tho tray ?

He had trled to be so
careful, but he had stumbled
a little onco at a step In o
dark doorway

“He sald he wouldn't
have any careless fellows
about him.” sald Andrea.
repeating the words with
which the gruff overseer had
doubtfully engaged htm
threo daya* before. * Ho
said nine out of every ten
boys couldn't be trusted.
and he supposed I'd be just
ltke the rest.*

Andrea had meant to show
that ho was very unliko the
ordinary boy; that he was
the most fafthful. willing
and careful boy that could
be found anywhere. He
had been so glad to got this
place Onls he and the
dear mother tn the shabby
hume koew shat this chan.e
meant to them after the
long search for work Taey
had planued what comfortsa
the slender earnings would
bring. and haé been so
happy over it * If he should
lese It now ! He could not
bear to think of that. Why
need he aray anything abonut
the statuette when ho did
not feel sure that its mar-
ring was any fault of his *
Perhans it had been done at

. tho kilu, and, sanyway, if he
simply put it with the others
no one +would evor know
how or when the accident
had bappened.

But this valued place was
not tho only new thing that
had come to Andrea latoly.
What was that last Sunday's
lesson at the mission school?
That Jesus sat as a * refiner
and purifier of silver.” As
the workor {n silver watches
the metal in the furaace
and knows §t is pure when
he sees his image reflected
in it, so Christ is watching
our hearts to sce his iiko-
ness there.

* And to spoil that tmage
—{talschood or dishonesty.
or any wrong thing would
dn it: the teacher sald so—
would be a great deal worse

than breaking this one,
whatever it costs me,”
mused the Dboy very
soberly.

So, with slow stepa and
rad face he carried the
marred figure to the dingy
little office where tho over-

seer was busy with his papers. * That 7
The man’s practiced eyes understood 1t

These poor little birda scem almost {all fa a minute, and tho bos'a explena-

frozen to death, don't they ?
languidly they peep out of their half-
clesed eyes. The very severe winter
weather i{s sometimes fata]l to the dear
little fellows. Just outside of my win-
dow a number come to pick the berries
of the Virginia creepes. But when these
and everything else are frozea hard, I
hope my young readers will scatter some
grain or bread-crumbs for theso little
feathered fricnds of ours—they will be
very grateful, Z essure you. Rcemem-

.

“He prayeth best who loveth best

All things both great and small;

For the dear God who loveth us,
He made anq lovath all,”

hed
~.

See how , tlon was scarcely heard.

“ That was
done In the firipg. Go and put it among
the refusc.” Then he destowed a curf-
ous glance upon Andrea, and the eyes
under the bushy brow twinkled for a
minute, * What jossessed you to come
ond show it if you thought it was any
fault of yours? Maybo you are the
tenth boy, after all !”

Then he turned to hiz papers again,
and Andrea went away with his heart
singing.

Only an hour {n a poor boy’s lfe ! Juat
a2 common little inclden in a porcclain
maanfactory, it may secem to some, and
acarcoly worth tho telling, but it is of
such things as these that the wateking
angols say :

* Another victory =wom I’



