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From the Top tm the Bottom.

A, QUITW TRUi: STORY.

-Wheèn Itwas a little. girl, I was
very plump :i T*1oundaloutb i
think my face inust have looked
rathei' lilië a sinaIl Ifu11 moon and
I knowI had *ëry red' cheeks, and.
a. quantity of tieht little cùrls ail
over ny head, just the color of a
new penny, fresh from the niint. 1
had very dumpy 1ege, and gene-
rally wore a straight upand-down
pinafore made of white diaper, and.
tied behind with strings..

I believe I was usually fairl
well-behaved,. but. what, I. have to
tell.you now is the terrible story
of a piece of disobedience, and how
I got punished for it. Our house
was a tall one, and our niglit-nur-
sery _was above the .. day-nursery,
at the back of the house, up two
flights of stairs while my mother's
room was further up again, - so
that it .was quite. a climb to get
there.: .:.

Nów, the back-stairs had: no car"
pets on them and::they were: very
steep, and ;tisted about: lik& a
corkscrew, sotha it ws ri-iuV
dangerous for little peopl& toä d
up and down tem.

My mother liad givin orders
that we younger childrèn should
use the front stairs instead, as they
vere much easier, and being car-
peted, less likely to hurt us if we.
slipped-and for a long time I
never thought -of disobeying ber.
But one day a wonderful thing
happened. A new baby arrived,
a little brother, to my delight, and
I was told that.I might go up to
my mother's room to say 'How do
you do ?' to hiin. It was hard
work to tear myself .way from the
new brother, but when he wanted
to be covered up,. and .go to -sleep,
ny mother saic it was time for me

to go down again, and I obeyed
her. I don't k1now whethere if was
the siglit of the little. infant's help-
lessness that made me feel .un-
usually proud and independent,
but when I came to the top. of the
back stairs. I .stood still a moment
to think.

'How: I should like to try them!'
I said in my heart. 'Mother is so
busy witbithe baby that she won't
know, and I am quite sure I could
go dòwn all righf. ý I wi]l be very,
very careful.'

The bouse was quiet, and no one

was about. So, holding on to the
railings,. 'I put first. one foot and
the. thre otlier. cautiousiy down,
andfelt that iy perilous journey
had really begun;

It Was dark, as tlie swing door
at the top closed behind me, and
quaked inîwardly, but would not
allow, e-ven to myself, that I was
fr ghtened. After three or four
steps I began to feel more confi-
dence, and, I suppose, was not so
careful, for, at an awkward, cor-
ner. my foot slipped, and it was all

aiways, never forget that, even
when you are quitealong, and in
the daik. And now you have a
new littIe. brother, you ought o be
extr'a gôod, to set him" an exam-
ple. You will try won't you?'

So said, 'Yes,' and I did trye
för I was altogether ashamed 'f
inyself, and I hoped that no 'one
would ever tell the baby of the
naughty thing his sister did on the
very first day -tbat she ever saw
him.-'Children's Friend.'

over with me! . . 'God Clàims Me.'
Tryin o regin myooting,Trying regain my , When the late .Earl Cairns was

lost my hold on the banister, and
a little boy, hle. .hearKIl three. words

down I went, crash, tumble, bang!i whicli made a memorable. impres-
with a terrible feeling that--I was sich made a e ale u '

sinupon hi,'God cansyu.
going to be killed, and that it was Then came the question, 'Wlat ar

entirely my own fault. n cam the qition, ' am
Being, as I told you, plump and gsmg tI with t an? He

roundabouft, I bounded likeown it and give
. 1a myself to God'' He went homecand notf content with descending :'m d bis mother, 'ent home

ene flight, I rollèd across the land-

ing, and down the next oneg finallyme
inghtingdon mi next ate, bot- At school and college his mottoaligliting, o n mý bead af. the bof- «b
tom. was. 'God elaims me.' As a mem-

You may imagine tha bër of Parlianent, and .ultimately

s re me as Lord Chancellor, it was still

eservant caine rushing to God clàims me.

pck n eip and I mmnberå dis- .W:len be was appointed Lord

ti t a I had onCucellor be was a teacher of a

mn forehead, andhat a lot of but large Bible class, and his minister,
fer thbey rubbedifo it thinking that lie would have no

All the rest of thdeCay I felt siek fie to devote to fhat purpose,
and miserable. I could not play said to hin, 'I suppose you. .will

nior eat, nor do anything but sigh, now be obiged to give up your

and think of my poor aching head, class?'
and wonder wby I bad.been so fool-. 'No,' was Lthe reply, 'I will not;

God dlaims me.' 'SundyFin.
ish as,to fancy mny own way was G ca .- nday Friend.'
better than ny mlother's. After .
all, tôuzh it is hard o. believeý A Gentlemanly Boy.
soimetimes, grown-up* people do
know what is best for ône;,and that
lesson, though it was a severe one,
did me a great deal of good.

I did not get any other punish-
ment ifor being disobedient. My
mother thought that what I had
had was more than enough.

'Do you know, Flossy, that you
were very nearly killed?' she. said
-to me afterwards. You *migit

have been picked up dead at the
bottom of fthe stairs, or.you might
have hurt your back and grown
into a poor little cripple, with no-
thing but pain and suffering be-
fore you all your life. We must
thank God for having spared you,
and we .must thank Hlim to make
you a bettér girl. No one who is
not obedient can ever be of mucli
lise, à id it is no good to fhink it
safe to do wrong things because
you are not seen-God sees you

(Hr. L. Charles in 'Temperance
Record.')

A gentle boy, a manly boy,
Is the boy I love to seýe;

.An honest boy, an upright boy,
Is the boy of boys for me.

The gentle boy guards well his lips,
Lest words:that fall may grieve:

The manly boy will never stoop
To neanness, nor deceive.

An honest boy clings to the right
Through seasons foul and fair;

An upright boy will faithful be
When trusted anywhere.

The gentle boy, the nanly boy,
Upright and honest, too,

Will always find a host of friends
Among the good and true.

He reaps reward iii doing good,
Finds joy in -giving joy

And. earns the right to bear the
name-

'A gentlemanly boy.


