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OURASUNDAY-sCHUOL PRAISE
HYMN

Onx this hsppy day wo gather,
Mid the suavhine an(f‘tbe dowers,
All arvund us joya and Llexmngs
Fall liko sofs refreshing ~howers

Our young hearts aro)fuli of gladness,
Our goung lips are full of praise,
Wo have vauo to thank theo, Father,

For the love that crowna our days.

For this Christian land we
Stretching out to cast an

For the precious open Bible,
For the holy Sabbath rest.

Smim theo,
werb;

And for Jesus Chrisg, our Saviour,
Better than all giftu}besido ;
For the bleesed Holy Spint.
Sent our timd steps to gaide.

Thouks for all, dear Lord, we bring thes,
As wo gather hero;to-day;

And may every one departing
Some sweet blessing bear away |
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TBE R1G BROTEER.

FATHERE are wany things which nobody
at bome can do half so well as the big
brother. Kor one thing, bo can keep tho
peace. If there 1s a dispute between two
of tho little ones, or & genoral row in the
nursery, the big brotber bas only to say
the word. and the belbgerents will ceaso
thoir strife.  Belligerent 13 a long word,
bus the boys who are reading Cxsar msy
tell the others that 1t 13 made up of two
1atin words, one of which means war, and
the other waging or carrying on, so that
when two children are quarrelling and
saying cross words, which may presently
causo blows, they are properly called
bolligerents, Mother 18 a happy woman if
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hand ruan to settle all that gues wrong
and set a grood example.

Nobody equala & big brother in takin
the children s part when thoy aro attacked,
whether it is by a savago dog, an occasiunal
buil 1n the meaduw, or the bad buya from
the next street.  How safo thoy focl whon
brothor Tom advances boldly to the rescuo,
snd how proud thoy aro of him, with
renson, too! for is he not strong and brave
and yoick to ach, knowing just what to do
and juet how to do it? I never yot hoard
of a cowardly big brother; did you?

ASHAMED OF FATHER.

Wit a weary face and tired manner,
an old man etered a storo on Broadway,
and looking around in a wistful way, said
to the first porson he met- “ I've stopped
for my little girl. 1 thought ehe wouldn't
wans to walk homo slone, and it's abond
time to close, ain’t it ?”

“Yes, it's time to olose,” replied the
floor-walker; * bad who is your little girl,
and where is che 1"

My little girl is Sally—Sally Denbam,
and she's here somewhere; can't you
please tell me where? I'm a little near-
gighted, or I could find her easy enough.”

“ There is no such giri in our employ,”
eaid the floor-walker decidedly; “you
must be labouring under a miatake, sir.”

“This is Rathbone's, ain't it?” the old
man asked.

“Certxinly.”

“Then she’s hera.” .

“] am quite sare, a3 I told you hefors,
sir, that thore is no girl by that name in
our employ.”

“Js there another store Lept by a men
named Rathbone 7" he asked wearily.

“Yes, I believe there is"—without much
interest—"tLree blocks further downm, I
think."

The old man went oub, and a young girl
who had heard the conversation between
him and the floor-walker, breathed a sigh
of rolief. She wa3s a now clerk, and her
nome had been registered with other new
ones, bus not as Sally Denham (although
it was Sally); it read Maud Elliot. No
one in the store knew her, she reasoned, so
why should she not call herself Maud, if
she wanted to, instead of that plebeian
Sally ? And to think her father ghould
come after her! Her face fiushed hotly as
she wondered what those proud girl clerks
all around her would say if they should
find ont that the shabbily-dressed old man
was her father. The girls were starting
for their homes, sho put on her jacket
and went out.

“I wil. give father a pisce of my mind,”
sho euid to herself, andutifally. “1 shall
ask bim never fo stop for me again. I'm
quite old eno~gh to go home alone I
think.”

She t..< a roundabout way home, It
was & pleasure to walk along the street
now, for she was dressed in a very neat

and becomming suit, the hard-earned gift
of tho dear, loving old futhor of whui she

she can trast her big hoy to bo her right-l was ashamed,

hdea.th will come, and then—"

—— —— -

——— —

But whas was thes matter ad haa? .
Sho wasr atartled ns ehe rcached he
door, and heard the commotion within,

“ Your father's killed, Sally!” waa thy B
abrupt «xplanation of a small boy cutside, §
" Ho was alookin' of you an’ couldn’s fini

ou.”

The frightened girl darted past him inf
the house, where she found her mother I
nearly wild with grief. .

“ Mother," she scbbed, “it isn'd true, is §
it, thab father is dead 1"

*“Yes; ho wos killed—was knocked over §
by runaway horses whils looking for you.
He died just aftor reaching home. Hi
lasu words wero ‘Toll my little Sally§
father tried to find her; tell her to find
ber Father in beaven. He'll watch ove: §
her to the end' Where were yon§
Sally?” B

But Sally did not answer; she simply
could nod Shoe was down on her koeuf
beside hor father's dead body, sabbing ou
her agony of grief and remorse. ;

“ I¥'s my fanlt—all mine,” her tormente! §
soul moaned. * He wouldn’s be lying hen§
ccld and etill if I hadn't bean ashamed ol §
him.”

A yoar has vassed since then, and Sully
Denham isstill a clerk ot Rathbone’s. Bu
there has never beon an evening since he
father's death tha$, as the time for closing
the store arrived, she has not heard a voies
gay, “I've stopped for my little girl I
:leought she wouldn's want to walk homs

ona.” '

CHARLIE'S PLANS

“"Werr, mo honnie Charlis, npoz whai;
is that curly head of yours so busily}
pondering now ?” .

“Y'm just thinking, Sis, what I shall d:3
when I am quite grown up. I mean to b} .
a soldier like father, and weara big sworlss -
and a cap on the side of my head—a§
And then I shall marry some nice, protiji
lady with lota of money and grand drssse
and live in a fine, beautiful home, and—-'§

Heore Charlie paused for breath.  Si}
bhad much ado to keep from laughing, bu
she answered gravely :

“ Whab then 2” . B

“Why, then,” and a shadow crept ovey
“bonnie Charlie’s™ face, “TI shall grox
old, I suppose, aud have to die; but I
don’t want to think about that.” '

“Bat, Charlie dear, you must thinl}
about it. You may live to enjoy youd
grand wishes, or God may cal} you away
while you are young; bus, €ooner or later§

Charlie was silent, ro she went on:

“Dear little one, then comes the judg§
mnt, when the small as well a3 great mus
stand before Gnd to answer for alf theig
forgetfulness of him and nsughty wap@
Think of that, Charlie, Thers no one ¢a§
belp you—no one sghield you but hic}
whom you have left out of all yor¥
plans --the Lord Jesus. Ob, deek him tirt §
the knowledge of him as your Saviourig

the one thing needful—for your happines§
now, your safety hereafter.” . :




