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gýgae ton1 the ýMgrn14J.
I DID THIS FOR THEE.

î suffered mach for thee,

More than thy tongue can tell,
Matt. xxv. 39.

«0 bâtter agouy,

To rescue, thes from bell.

1 saffered mach for thee:

Luke xKxii. 44.

nom. v. 9.

1 Pet. ii. 21-24.
-What canst thon bear for Me?

"ndI have brougblt to tbiee,.And 0 John iv. 10-14.
Down from my home aboya,

John ili. 13.
Salvation ful and free,

Rev. xxi. 6.
My pardon and My love. 1

G~reat gifts I broughlt te, thee:
Psa. lxviii. 18.

Wbat hast thon brought te, me?

ýOh, let thy life be given,no..1.

Tyyears for Him be spent
2 ôor. v. 15.

Werld-fettems ail be riven,

And joy with snffering blent.11 Pet. iv. 13-16.
I gave3Myself for thes:-

Give thiou thyself te, Me.
Epb. v. 2.

Prev. xxiii. 26.

JUDGING BY APPEARANCES.
A humming bird met a buttemfly, and being

pleased with the beauty of bis person and tbe
glory of bis wiugs, made an effer of perpetual
friendsbip.

III caîi not tbinkz of it," was the reply, "'as
yen once spurned me, and called me a drawl-
ing doIt"

"&Impossible!" exclaimed the humming bird.
'tg aliways liad the bigliest respect for sncbi
beautiful creatures as you."1

"Perhaps yen bave nowv," said the otber,
"but wvheii you insalted me I was a caterpillar.
Se lot me give yen a piece of advice: Nover
insuît the huimble, aLs they may soma day be-
come yonr superiors."*

"CAN'T RUI3 IT OUJT."

"Don't write there," said a father te his son,
wbe was writing wit~h a diamond on the win-
dow; "You can't rab it out."

Did it ever occur to you, my child, that you
are daily writing tbat which Vou can't rab
out ?

You made a cruel speech to your mother the
othor day. It wrote itself on bier loving beart,
and gave ber great pain. It is there now, and
hurts bier every time, she thinks of it. Yen
can't rub it out

You whispered a wicked thouglit one day
in the ear of your playmate!1 It wrote itself
on bis mind, and led him to do a wicked act.
It i a there now; you can't rab it out.

"1NOBODY'S CHILD."
.Alady visitîng an asylum for Friendless

Orphan Cbildron lately watclbed the littie ones
go tbrough their daily dmi11, superintended by
the matron, a firm, bonest woman, to whom.
ber duty biad evidently become a mechanical
task. *QOe littie toddler burt bier foot, and the
visitor, who bad children of bier own, took bier
on ber knee, petted ber, made bier laugli, and
kissed bier before slie put bier down. The
ether children stared in wonder.

"What is the inatter? Does nobody ever
kiss you?" asked the astonisbed visiter.

"N~o. That isn't in the rules, ma'am,1 -was
the answer.

A gentleman in the samne city wbo one
momning stopped to buy a newspaper from a
wizened, sbrieking nowsboy at the station,
found the boy folloiving biixu every day there-
after, with a wistful face, brushing the spots
from bis clothes, calling a cab for hlm,' &c.

"Do yon knowv me?" lie asked hlmi at last.
The wretched littie Arab laughed. "No.

But yoiî called me «my cbild' one day. I'd
bike te, do soinething for you, sir. I tbought
before thiat I was nobody's child."

Christian men and wvomen are teo apt te
feel, whien they subseribe to organized chari-
ties, tbat they have doue their duty to the
great armnv of homeless, friendless waifs around
them. t%:teuchl, a kiss, a kind 'word, may do
much tewards saving tho neglcctcd littie one
wbo feels it is 14nobody's chuild," leachiing it as
no money can do, that Nçe are all children of
one Fatheér.

XVliei Christ would lical or lielp the poor
outcast, Hodid not sendlhim mouey; but bo
came close and touchced hiim.

If yen bave enly canctle-liglit. bless God fer
THE LIGLIT 0F THE WORLD. it, and nIe wiIl give yen1 stamlighit; whien yen

get starlight, praise God for it, and Ile will give
There canuot bo a secret Christian. Grace _yen iuenliglt; lion ý-vn get moonhight, rm

' Like eiltmentld in tbie and; it betrayeth, 1joicoimit, and le will rive you stinlght- praise
itself. If yeni truly feel the sweetness of the'HTira sCîl more, audt lb fe %il makh 10Iighit of
cross of Christ, yen will bu constrained te con- 1Yar sun as the liglit uf savon days, fur the Lord
fess CJhrist before men.ý-McCheyne. I Himself shaîl be the ligbl. of your spirit.
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