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OUB HOME CIRCLE.

tub text of tub wall.
Every day, or blue or gray,

Cloud or cun, aa may befall,
Turn I, with the earliest ray 

To my text-roll on the wall ;
Word of comfort, word of cheer,
Word uf coinage waits me here.
Sometimes 'tis a whisper sweet, 

Sparkling like a drop of dew !
Just to fit at Jesus’ feet,

Thence my loving L >rd to view.
And 1 meet the day untried,
With the Muter at my side.
Sometimes ’tis a bugle note

Crisp and clear, serene and high ;
Or a song ill at se ms to float 

Like a lin k's liom out the sky. 
Sometimes ’tis a battle call —
Tit at bri-f text upon the wall.
Jfow, in ringing phrase and terse 

From the lip- of prophet old,
Meets my eve a warning verse,

Stii u, defiant, eager, bold !
Nerv.d to dare whatever foe,
Forward in that strength 1 go.
Sometimes when in) spi'its droop.

Am! the gathering tears arc lngh. 
Radiant as an angel troop.

Flits a single promise by—
Promise, herald of a train.
Swift to charm away the pain.
Every day, or bine or gray.

Sun or cloud, as may befall,
Turn 1 with the dawning ray 

To my text-roll on the wall ;
Word of solace, word of cheer.
Word of failli awaits me here.

—M E Songster, in Obse'cer.

JOSEPH BENSON.
Joseph Reason was born to be 

a preacher and a scholar. Ho 
gravitated to Kingswood School, 
to Tivverva College, and to the 
pulpit by I lie lorce of a tendency 
which wu- providential. The ad
justment' of means to ends, ol 
agents to the work to be done in 
the Chm eh, is of Cod.

He was tenacious of bis opinions, 
conservât: ve in every fiber of bis 
mental const itution. Wesleyan 
theology was accepted by him 
wit In at any mental reservations, 
and he wa- ui posed to insist that 
all others called by the Methodist 
let me should <;o likewise. With 
regard to all questions of Church 
P h: !, he was content with what 
had wot kwl well, and opposed all 
changes proposed with the hope 
of doing belter.

Frail of body, be was mighty in 
intellect—a living refutation of 
the fundamental assumption ol 
materialism. His mental energy 
seemed almost inexhaustible, and 
ho performed almost incredible 
labors. At midnight his study- 
lamp was burning, and at five in 
the morning it was relighted.

A studious youth and of a 
sedate and religious turn ol mind, 
before lie was ten years old he 
was in the habit of praying daily 
in secret. In his sixteenth year 
be felt consciously the regenera
ting power of the Holy Spirit. Ho 
bad come in contact with the Me
thodists, and lie felt drawn to them 
by spiritual nllinity. .Relieving 
that Methodism ottered to him 
such a caretT of self-sacrificing 
service for (Thrift as Ins heart 
coveted, lie went to London to 
meet and confer with Mr. Wesley. 
The great leader saw that he was 
no common youth, and took him 
to Kings wood and appointed him 
classical teacher. At Oxford he 
proposed to complete his studies, 
nut his relations with Wesley and 
Lady Huntingdon caused him to 
be regarded with disfavor there. 
The Bishop of Worcester refused 
him ordination, and thus he was 
thrust out to do a work that was 
ready for his willing hands, and 
he went forth under a higher com
mission. Soon he received clear
er light and fuller assurance.
“ The Lord,” he writes, “ scatter
ed my doubts, an 1 showed me 
more clearly the way of sa1 vat ion 
by faith in Christ, j was not now 
anxious to know how 1 had resolv
ed or not resolved. 1 had the 
Lord with me in all things ; my 
soul rejoiced in his love, and 1 
was continually expecting him to 
fulfill in me all liis good pleasure.” 
His life had been providentially 
drawn into ils proper current; 
he knew and felt it to be so, and 
his thankful heart found a heaven 
on earth in the work to which he 
was called and to which he joyfully 
consecrated his life.

As a preacher lie was richly 
and variously endowed. Possess
ing largely the critical faculty, lie 
was exceptionally able as an ex
pounder of the Holy Scriptures, 
while his declamatory powers 
were such as often made his awe
struck hearers feel as if the thun
der pc ds of the final judgment 
were breaking on their startle 1 
ears. He was a revivalist. Vast 
crowds flocked to hear him, to 
whom lie preached with such 
power that they were moved to 
tears, and loud cries of anguish 
were wrung from the hearts of 
siutiers pierced by the arrows of 
conviction. As in apostolic times, 
the word its preached by him 
h i l free course and was glorified; 
s-ntl.v were converted while be was 
speaking, their darkness turned 
into light aud their mourning in

to joy. His journeys were evan
gelical ovations, great companies 
of people turning out and escort
ing him on his way. The chapels 
being too small, he preached to 
the assembled thousands in the o- 
pen air. At Gweunap ten thousand 
men and women stood before him 
at once, and under the divine 
afflatus he preached with such 
overwhelming effect that the 
saints wept for joy and sinners 
wailed aloud in the agonies of 
penitential pain. In a single 
month he preached over forty 
sermons tositfty thousand hearers. 
He was a master of assemblies, 
knowing the way to the con
sciences of men, and how to pour 
oil of consolation into their 
troubled hearts. On one occasion 
when thronged by a vaaCïnuUi- 
tudo eager to hear him, he request
ed all converted persons to retire 
to the outskirts of the crowd, so 
that the unconverted might ap
proach him and hear the message 
of God. No one moved—they 
stood as if spell-bound.” “ What! 
all unconverted?” he exclaimed. 
Like an electric thrill, the keen 
conviction of sin ran through the 
multitude, and “ conscience - 
stricken sinners fell as if slain by 
the.-e three words.”

His literary labors were abund
ant and useful. The work by 
which he is best known is his 
Biblical Commentary — a work 
which shows the fruits of bis ex
traordinary di1i •cnce and good 
judgment as^a compiler, and a 
high order of ability as an exegeto. 
It became a standard with the 
Wesleyan preachers, and still 
holds its place as a valuable con
tribution to Methodist literature, 
lie was prolific in other lines of 
literary labor— biography, pole 
mics. and the editing of the Meth
odist Magazine and of book-. Tne 
Greek Testament was his special 
study, and his accurate knowledge 
of its contents, and his spiritual 
insight, made him a master in its 
expo-dtion, a trustworthy gtiioo 
to such as were disposed to dig 
deep that they might reach the 
hidden treasures in this mine of 
heavenly truth.

lie died in 1&21 in his seventy- | 
third year, literally worn out in bis 
Master’s wm k. liis du»t sleeps in 
the City ditto) Chapel, London.

A slight, stooping figure plainly 
attired, a grave, thoughtful face, 
a well-shaped head, with a few 
scattered hairs above the broad 
forehead, a voice feeble and un
musical, with a pulpit mannerism 
ungraceful yet singularly impres
sive—Joseph Benson stands in 
bis place, a master spirit among 
the mighty men who made Me
thodism what'it is to-day, and his 
influence will be felt until the last 
chapter of Methodist history shall 
have been written amid the thick- 
coming wonders and glories of the 
final consummation.— Nashville 
Chnstian Advocate.

Now, brethren, will you persist 
in having your own way, and 
destroy the church ? It seems 
just as though the Lord had left 
us to our own devices, and we 
aren’t willing to work for him; so 
we find time to meddle with our 
neighbors. Let us pray, brethren, 
that we may nottconsume the 
church in fire everlasting.

The old man knelt, and the rest 
of the evening was spent in a real 
prayer meeting.

A WARNING TO PARENTS.
Few people seem to properly 

estimate the great wrong of fright
ening children. Nearly every 
household has its “ ugly old man,” 
or ics “great old bear.” This 
terrible old man and this great old 
bear are powerful factors in 
nursery discipline. “ Come along 
here, now,” a mother or nurse 
will say to a child, “ and let me 
put you to bed.” “ I don’t want 
to go now,” the child replies. 
“ You’d better come on here now, 
or I’ll tel, that ugly old man to 
come and take you away. There 
lie comes now.” Tais has the 
intended effect, and the child, 
trembling in fear, submits at once 
and goes to bed, probably to see 
in imagination all kinds of horrible 
faces.

; The sad death of a little girl,
; which occurred recently, shows 
’ what a strong impression these 
“fam ies” make on the minds of 

: children. The little girl was a 
beautiful child,and everyone at the 
fashionable hoarding-house where 
Iter parents were spending the 

! summer months loved her with 
that purity of affection which a 
child so gently yet so strongly 
inspires. She would stand at the 

I gate and clap her little hands in 
I glee when her father came to 
dinner, and when he would take 
her on his shoulder, she would 
bout and call to every one to look

know all this ? Did you see it? ” 
was naturally demanded of the In
dian. “ O yes I me saw ; now 
show you.” The settlers visited 
the scene of the murder, and the 
Indian showed them the spot where 
the murderer had waited for his 
victim. He had set bis gun again
st the tree. It was a long one, 
because the bark was slightly 
grazed high up, and about three 
inches above the mark left by the 
muzzle there was a slighter mark 
made by the ramrod, showing that 
it projected three inches. The 
man wore a gray woolen coat, 
because where be had leaned

to the edge of the precipice and 
fall over. In these and in similar 
cases there is generally seen at the 
foot of the cliff a trim little boat 
house with a skiff moored close by. 
It is as necessary that the Nor
wegian farmer should have a boat 
below him as that he should have 
a roof over his head, and he is as 
much at home on the billows as on 
the rocks ; but, with all this, it is 
marvelous that such situations 
should have been selected for hu
man habitation, and it is ever, more 
marvelous that it should be possi
ble to extract the means of living 
from such places and out of such

against the tree little particles of J soil. There are many such in
gray threads had been caught by 
the bark. There was the place 
where the dog sat on his haunches, 
his stump-tail left a mark in the 
yielding soil. The murderer was 
short, because when he reloaded 
his gun he set the butt a good way 
from his feet. The trail he left 
coming and going showed he was 
white, because he turned his toes 
out. Indians never did. The 
trail also showed that the one 
coming to the tree was older than 
the one going away from it— 
hence, the murderer had waited. 
—New York Times.

A TELLING INCIDENT.
A certain New England church 

recently became the sceuo of 
much wrangling and contention. 
One of the deacons had made him
self obnoxious in secular affairs to 
several ms tubers, and the good 
brethren wore determined to oust 
him. Nearly all the members 
had taken sides for or against the 
deacon, and the church seemed uti 
the verge of dissolution. At one 
of the evening meetings in which 
the pi avers and testimonies were 
of a decidedly' personal nature, a 
venerafdo man of eighty arose, 
anil told the following story :

When l was a boy, our la in i ly- 
lived on a small farm over in York 
Stale. Une day in the fall uf the 
year, father , aud mother went 
away, and left us children to our 
own devices. They told us not 
to go away from the house, but to 
pick over beans until wo were 
tired, then to play quiet games in 
the kitchen.

It didn’t take us long to get 
tired of picking over beans, and 
wo soon growled ourselves hoarse 
playing menagerie ; then by com
mon consent, wo went to the barn, 
and began hunting hen’s eggs. 
Une old hen was sitting, and re
fused to leave her nest. My 
brother wits of an inquiring turn 
of mind, uni y cry stubborn. Ho 
was determined to know bow 
many eggs old Nancy bad under 
lier, lie seized her energetically 
by the tail-feathers, and tried to 
drag her from the nest, but site 
picked hitn in the taco so fiercely 
that be was glad to retreat. .Soon 
a bright idea suggested itself to 
him,and he shouted triumphantly,
“ I know what I’ll do, i’ll burn 
her off. He ran to the ftou.se tor 
a match, and we looked on ad
miringly while he set tire to the 
hay. You e»u readily imagine 
the result. We routed the lien, 
but wo burned the burn and the 
house.

how high she was. Une day a 
large, shaggy dog came into the 
yard, and when she ran to him 
and held a flower to his nose, he 
growled am! turned away. She was 
terribly frightened, and the black 
nurse, who stood near, was not 
slow in making a mental note of 
the impression the dog had made. 
Several nights afterwards, when 
bed-time came, the child was un
usual ly wakeful.

“ Yor’d better come heah an’ git 
in dis bed,” the nurse commaudod.

“ I don’t want to.”
“All right, den. I’segwineout 

an’ call <Jat ole dog what growled 
iatyor. When he comes an’ tin’s 
y or outen de bed, he’ll bite yor 

( head off.”
The little child grow deathly 

pale.
“ Nuthin’ would suit dut dog 

better den tor git a chance at yor. 
’Tothor night ho cotch a little girl 
across de road an’ cat her all up.”

The child screamed.
“ Gome hero don, an’ I won’t let 

him ketch yer.”
The poor little thing obeyed. 

Her father and mother were at an 
entertainment, and there was no 
appeal from the negro woman’s 
decision. When morning came 
the little girl did not awake with 
her glad “ good mornin’, papa an’ 
mamma." She had tossed all 
night, and a hot fever had settled 
upon her. She grew rapidly 
worse, and the next day the physi
cian declared that there was no 
hope for her. She became 
delirious, and, struggling, would 
exclaim :

“ Dog shan’t have mamma’s 
little girl ! ”

It was a sorrowing circle that 
surrounded her death-bed. The 
parents were plunged into a grief 
which nunc hut the hearts of fath
ers and mothers can feel.

Her last moments were a series 
of struggles. How hard the 
beautiful can die. She wildly 
threw up her little hands, and 
shrieked :

“ Go away, dog I ”
A gentle band wiped the death 

froth from her lips.
Again she struggled, and 

shrieked: “ Dog shan’t have—” 
but she died ere the sentence was 
finish ed,—Exchange.

THE LIFE OF FAITH.
Secure upon the flood’s deep floor 

The diver walks where oth-rs drown ;
In vain round him the waters pour,

Or strive to sink him breathless down.
HU armor break? the dang-trous tide ;

Wilh airs that range the realms ab .ve 
His vital flame is still supplied,

While safe he seeks for treasure-trove.
So may we, mid the o’eifluwintr flood 

Of worldly thought, aud in, and care, 
Stand in the “ panoply of Hod,”

Aud breathe the draughts of heavenly air.
So may we live as strangers here.

Winning the wealth of Paradise ;
1 ill that our Lord, the Life appear,

And bid usjoylul to him rise.
—E. Jthnson.

stances among the cliffs of the 
Geiranger, and they cannot be 
said to encroach on its grand 
solitude an^- more than the eyrie 
of the eagle mars the grandeur of 
the Alpine height.—Good Words.

to mo hero a long time ago. I 
did not forget it. I have been very 
sorrj1 and ashamed about it,'and 
have often since prayed to God to 
make mo a better child. Well 
you know the little meeting you 
had with the children ? Invent 
to some of them and resolved that 
1 would give my heart to Jesus 
hut I did not. Yesterday you’ 
sermon in church made me see 
what a gieat sinner I aa-, and 
I went to bed very unhappy’ Jast 

! nigl't, thinking of my sms and 
! wondering if God would torgive 

me. I don't know how it was 
but I think God must have awak- 

i ened me. It was in the night and 
1 quite dark, when 1 awoke. J 
thought of my sins, and then 
thought of all you had taught me 
about Jesus. 1 ben J got out of 
bed and knelt beside if, and gave 
my heart to him, and oh, I am so 
happy" ! and I have been awake 
ever since, waiting ihi the niorn- 

so that 1 could telling to come
you.”—Dr. G. F. P, ntecost.

A SURE WD INDIAN.
Iho story about an Indian who 

found a white man lying dead in 
the woods with a bullet-hole in his 
forehead is one of the best illustra
tions of the habit of observation 
which a detective must cultivate. 
The Indian came into the white 
settlement and told his story : 
“ Found a white man dead in the 
woods. Had hole in his head. 
Short white man shot him with 
long gun ; ramrod of gun three 
inches beyond muzzle of gun. 
Wore gray woolen coat. Had 
little dog with short tail. Had 
waited long time for dead man to

IN NORWAY.
The Gei ranger fjord is one of 

the branches of the Slor fjord, near 
its head. Though small, it pre
sents in a concentrated form all 
the most notable features of Nor
wegian scenery—steep and lofty 
clitts rising abruptly from the 
water’s edge, towering mountains, 
rushing waterfalls, dark ravines, 
dense and leathery woods. The 
fjord is one of the narrowest in 
Norway, aud the rocky walls that 
flank it on both sides are steep, 
rising in many places sheer from 
the soa to a height of 2,000 feet, 
with still loftier mountains in the 
background. The entrance to the 
fjord is guarded by* two lofty 
headlands, and from those the 
fjord winds inland for twenty five 
miles. On the north side, about 
halfway un, theie is a magnificent 
pile of rock, supported by massive 
buttresses, and surmounted by a 
bold horn which rises to a height 
of 5,500 foot. On the top of a pro
longed ridge on the southern bank 
we see a deep layer of snow, the 
transverse section of which has the 
appearance of a wall fifty or sixty 
feet high. The echoes reverbera
ting among these mountains,when 
the steam-whistle sounds or when 
a gun is fired, are wonderful. The 
walls of rock approach more close
ly, and become more precipitous 
and more picturesque, toward the 
head of the fjord. There the wild 
grandeur is most impiossivc, and 
it is intensified by the grotesque 
profiles that stand out against the 
the sky. The magnificence of 
nature is lavished in all directions. 
Tito waterfalls, which sweep over 
every ledge and till every corrie, 
add immensely to the charm of

SA TIS FIED.
Do y7ou know the origin of the 

word satisfied ? Satis is a Latin 
word meaning full. To be satis
fied means to be made full, with 
no room for any other wish. How 
impossible, therefore, for things 
which relate only7 to time to satisfy7 
an immortal soul ! A lady who 
came into a large fortune, built a 
splendid fhansion and called it 
“ Satis House,” thinking that as 
she now possessed all the heart 
desired, she would be perfectly 
happy there. But alas ! she had 
to find, as others have found, and 
are every day discovering, that 
money cannot buy happiness 
Her life was very dieary7 and sad 
in spite of her possessions, and it 
cndedln her growing terribly de
pressed (still seeking the happi
ness of which her heart was ca
pable in earthly things, which 
cannot possibly minister to spiri
tual needs), and one day the mis
tress of Satis House was found 
dead, having herself let minuted 
the life which had become so un
bearable to her.

Header,that lady7 is not the only 
one who deceives herself in think
ing that her life, lier inner and
spiritual being, can be satisfied ashamed to say that he refuses to 
with the things of this world ; nor i do something because it is wrong 
is she the only one to awake to or wicketl or because lie fears God 
the fact that life may Lear an out- or is a Christian. He ought to 
side label, “Satis House,” while take no part in the ridicule'of sa-

A BOYS RELIGION.
if a boy is a lover ol the Lord 

Jesus Christ, ho can’t lead a 
prayer-meeting, or be a church of- 
beer, or a preacher, hut lie can be 
a good boy, iu a boy’s way and in 
a boy’s place. He ought not to 
be too solemn or too quiet for a 
boy7. Ho need not cease to be a 
boy because he is a Christian. He 
ought to run, jump, play, climb 
and yell like a real boy. " But' in 
it all he ought to show the spirit 
of Christ. He ought to be tree 
from vulgarity aud profanity. Ho 
ought to eschew tobacco in every 
form, and have a horror of intox
icating drinks. He ought to be 
peaceable, gentle, merciful, gen
erous. lie ought to take the part 
of small boys against Ut go boys, 
He ought to di-eourage lighting. 
He ought to refuse to be a party to 
mischief, to persecution, to deceit 
And above all things, lie ouglt,* 
now and then to show his colorst 
He need not always be interrupt- 
ing a game tu say that be is a 
Christian ; but he ought not to he

within the heart, “ out of which 
are the issues of life,” there are 
aching void and an anxious long
ing ; the mere profession of being 
satisfied is as an empty7 name,» 
foolish mockery ! — Morning 
Thoughts for our Daughters.

cred things, but meet the ri
dicule of others with a bold state
ment that for the things of God 
he feels the deepest reverence.— 
Royal Road.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

NOW I LAY ME.
Golden head, no «lowly bending,

Little feet no white mid hare,
Dewy eye», half «hut, halt opened, 

Lisping out her evening prayer.
Well «he know« when »hr ia saying,

” No > J lay me down to sle.-p,”
’ fi« to God tiiat she is praying, 

Praying him lie- *oul to keep.
Half asleep, and murmuring faintly,

“ If I shou.d die before I wake,”— 
Tiny fingers clasped so saintly—

“I pray the,Lord my soul to take.”
0, the rapture, sweet, unbroken,

Of the soul who wrote that prayer 1 
Children’s myriad voices floating 

Up to heaven, record it there.
If, of all t! at has been written,

I could choose what might he mine, 
It should be that child’s petition, 

Rising to the throne divine.

CONVERSION OF A CHILD.
I was at this time pastor of a 

large church in Boston. Special 
interest arose among our people, 
and I was holding a few extra 
meetings, and giving some ad-

tho scone. In some cases they are ' dresses to the children and young , . - -
all dissolved in spray before they 1 peuple. 1 was greatly pleased to Hi1"7'* .1 ,L ''e
reach the middle of the rock. hCU Lucy7 at several of the meet- ” ho wins? Si a
Uthers appear to drop directly ■"#*» coining of her own accord,
from the clouds, or to pour them- Due Monday morning, a week or
selves forth front the overhanging 80 after this, as 1 was going down
mists. The finest of all is the to the dining-room, she intercept-

THE TWO MEN INSIDE.x
An Indian once asked a white 

man to give him some tobacco tor 
his pipe. The man gave Inin 
a Ioosj handful from Ins pocket. 
The next day ho oumo hack and 
asked for the wlv j man ; “ For," 
said he, “I found a quarter of a 
dollar among I o tobacco.”

“ Why do « you keep it?” 
asked u by-s' ndcr.

“ I’ve go a good man and a bad 
man bore,” said the Indian, po nt- 
ing to his breast ; and the good 
man say7, ‘ It is not mine; give it 
back to the owner,’ The bad man 
say7, ‘ Never mind, you got it, and 
it is your own now.’ The good 
man say, ‘ No, no I yrou must not 
keep it.’ So I don’t know what 
to do, and I think to go to sleep, 
hut the good and bud men keep 
talking all night, and trouble mo; 
an i now I bring the money back 
1 feel good.”

Like the old Indian, wo have 
all a good and a had man within. 
The bad man is Temptation, the 
good mini is Conscience, and they 
keep talking for and against many 

do every dap. 
Stand up fin duty ; 

down with sin. Wrestle with 
Temptation manfully7. Never, 
never give up the war till you 
win.—Early Dags.

come along. How do you

group of falls called the Kniv- 
slaafosscrne, or the Seven Si-tors, 
the streams of which cross and re- 
cross, separate and reunite many 
times, forming, when the water is 
abundant, an elaborate network of 
silver threads covering the whole 
face of a broad and dark precipice.

High upon the cliffs we see 
little guards, or farm houses, in 
positions in which it seems in
credible that human beings can 
live. Some 1,000 feet up the cliff: 
there is a glassy ledge not more 
than 100 feet wide, and above it 
there is another cliff 2,000 feel 
high. Un this lodge the hardy 
Norseman has built a log hut for 
his family aud a shed for his cattle. 
The farm can bo reached only by 
a tortuous path which goes zigzag 
up the bed of a roaring torrent. 
The supplies of the peasants must | 
be carried painfully up this path, 
or must be drawn over the face of 
the cliff by ropes. When the 
parents go out to the hill to work, 
or descend to the shore lo fish, 
they tether their young children | 
with ropes, lest they should stray

cd me at my study door. I was , 
surprised to see her down so car- . 
ly, for she was not u-uully the 
first to come down to breakfast. 
She came towards mo with a 
strange eagerness. 1 saw by her 
face and the tears standing in her 
eyes that something unusual had 
ha ’poned to move her. I said 
“ What is it, dear ?”

She made no reply at once in 
w irds, but with a bound she flung 
her ai ms around my neck and bev 
gun to cry and sob, not as if in 
sorrow, but with gladness, hug
ging and Caressing me all the time.

Fiesently she said, “ Papa, 1 
have got something to tell you.”
I at once turned and drew her 
with mo into the study. And 
catching her in my arms she sat 
on my knees in the same chair 
where a tew months before she 
so unwillingly sat to receive my 
rebuke and instruction in right
eousness.

“N°w tell mo all about it, 
dear, ’ I said to lier.

“ Well, papa, you know how 
naughty I was when you talked

A GOOD PLAN.
The children lived in a little 

cabin home, and all three of them 
—Nell, Hob and Lizzie—were tak
ing a gay “ make-believe” ride on 
an old log. Fido jumped and 
barked as if lie enjoyed the fun as 
much anybody.

A gentleman who was pa-sing 
down the road stopped and laughed.

“ Good morning, little folks ! 
That is rather slow riding. 
Wouldn’t you like a horse and 
carriage ?”

“ Yes, sir,” said Bobbie ; “ but 
we haven’t any, and so we are get
ting the most fun we can out of’ 
what we do have.”

Was not that a wise answer ? 
How much pleasanter tins world 
would he if all the little people— 
and big ones too—would stop fret
ting about the things they cannot 
get, and make the best of what 
they have!

Do you know any verse in tho 
Bible that teaches us to be satis
fied with what
beam.

we have ?—Sun-
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