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A Little Pilgrim

Ong
Summe
down r evening, ere the sun went

When OWD,
L ¢y men were hastening from the
" tOWn g
) re ’
gch their homes—some near at
hy I‘ap%nd’ some far,—
To o 11) train, by omnibus or car,
4 meyond the reach of city’s din,—
¢ e%far stopp’d, a little girl got in,
Ty looking girl, scarce four years
Alty old ; .
°“bgllldnot shy, ber manners were 1ot
B oid ;
Ut al] alone! one scarce ecould under-
8h stand.
*t’l held g little bundle in her hand—
ut ny handkerchief with corners tied,
which did not some bread and butier
A hide ;
w Batin scarf, so natty and so neat,
as o’er her shoulders thrown.
took her seat,
And 1aid her bundle underneath her

She

arm,
And smiling prettily, but yet so calm,
She to the porter said, May I lie here?”

He apswered instantly, “Oh yes, my

i dear.”

And there she seemed inclined to make
her stay,

While once again the tram went on its
way.

The tall conductor—over six feet high,

ow scanned the travellers with a busi-

ness eye ;

But in that eye was something kind and
mild,

That took the notice of the little child.

A little after, and the man went round,

And soon was heard the old familiar
sound .

Ot gathering pence, and clipping tickets

™ too—
he tram was full and he had much to
« do.
Your fare, my little girl,” at length.
he looked @ moment, shook her little
head.—

-
I have no pennles; don’t you know,”
“ said she,
My fare is paid. and Jesus paid for
me ?"
He Jook’d bewildered—all the peopie
« smiled :
I didn't know ; and ,who is Jesus,
o child ?”
hy don’t you know he once for sin-

P ners died,
or l'tle children, and for men beside,
0 make us good, and wash us from our
sin :
.Ys thls His rat'way [ am iravelling in?”
Don't think it is! I want your fare,
. vou know.”
T told you Jesus paid it long ago:
Y mother told me just before she died,
That Jesus paid when he was crueified :
hat at the cross his railway did begin,
ich took poor sinners from 2 world
of sin ;
My mother said his home was grand and
fair ; .
I want to go and see my mother there—
want to go to heaven, where Jesus
lives,
Won’t you go too
gives
A loving welcome—shall we not he late?
O let us go before He shuts the gate :
He bids us little children come to him.”
The poor conductor’s eyes felt rather
dim,
He xnew not why—he fumbled at his

? My mother said he

coat.
He folt a substance rising in ‘his throat.
“The peoplie lstened to the little child,
‘Some were In tears—the roughest only
smiled,
And some one
amazed,
«« out of the mouths of babes the Lord is
pratsed.”
“{ am a pilgrim,” said the little thing ;
«7T'm going to heaven. My mother used
to sing
To me of Tests and hig Tather’s love,
Told me {o meet her in his home ahove,
Angd so to-day when aunt went ont to tea,
Anq looking out T eould nef father see.
got my bundle-—kissed my tittle kit s
T am go hungry--won't you fave a bitD
Anq got my hat, and then T left my

whisper’d as they looked

A lome, .

7 itt1e pilerim np to heaven in raam

: then your carrlage stopned and 1
Sould see

. ™ looked so kind

1 eaw you beckon
b e, _

\\g/’—/,

1 thought you must belong to Jesus’
train,

And are you just going
again ?”

The poor conductor only shook his head;

Tears in his eyes—the power ot speech
had fled.

Had conscience by her prattle roused his
fears,

And struck upon the
tears ;

And made his thoughts in
whirl ;

At last he said, “ Once 1'd a little girl,

I loved her much; she was my little pet,

And with great fondness I remember yet

home to heaven

fountain of his

sad confusion

How much she loved me. But one day
ghe died.”

«“ She’s gone (o heaven,” the little girl
replied ;

“g8he gone to Jesus—Jesus paid her
fare.

Oh, dear conductor, won’t you meet her
there ?”°

The poor conductor now broke fairly
down ;

He could have borne the harshest look
or frown.

But no one laughed; but many sitting by

DBeheld the scene with sympathetic eye.

T{e kissed the child, for she his heart
had won.

1 am so sleepy,” said the little one,

“1If you will let me, 1'11 lie here and wait

Until your carriage comes to Jesus® gate;

e sure you wake me up and pull my
frock,

And at the gate Jjust give one little
knock !

And yowll see Jesus there P’ The strong
man wept!

I could but think as

How oft a little one

The narrow pathway
abode ;

Through faith in Christ has read its title
clear,

While learned men remain in doubt and
fear.

A little child ! the Tord oft uses such

To break or bend, the stoutest heart
to touch,

Then by His
cease,

And gnides us once for ever into peace,

from the car I stept,
has found the road,
to that Dlessed

Spirit bids the conflict

And ihen along the road the news we
bear, .

We're going to heaven—that Jesus paid
our fare!

NAN'S OBJECT-LESSCN.

Nan was very critical on & certaln
summer morning.

«1 don’t like cream toast.
some peaches,” she moaned.

« But yesterday morning
for toast,” said the mother.
this cn purpose for you.”

«T’s burned,” said the child.

“(Qh, no; only prowned the least bit
too much.”

Nan managed to eat a few mouthfuls,
but there was a scowl on her smooth
forechead, and her face, that could be
very sweet, was decidedly sour.

«'ghe ism't feeling well,” thought
mamma. «The morning is hot, and
she is tired out with school.”

This was partly true. But Nan was
a robust little body, and easily regained
her physical losses. The fact was that
she had been petied a great deal, and
had come to think her wishes ought to
be the law of the housebold.

After breakfast the seamstress, who
was making a frock for Nan, required
sewing silk and buttons. !

The child was asked to g0 to the shop
for them. * But, mamma, my toe hurts,”
was the instant excuse. So Miss Gardner
was set at something else till Bob should
come up from the office and could be
sent on the errand.

At dinner time nothing was quite
satisfactory. The roast beef was too
rare: the pudding sauce too tart. Papa
exchanged glances with mamma.

“Thig mupst he stopped.”’ he said, but
what they

I want

you wished
* Jane made

Nan  did wot nnderstand
meapt,  That evening the little girl
syent up fo pana fuil of enthnsiasm about

a litte drawing ahe had made. The
fa‘hor scowled in a most nnamiable way,
fanlt possible with it.

and fonnd oil the
rap tried havd fo Veen hack the tenrs,

put finally gave up and went away sob-
L,

CHow cenld you 2 gujd MAIMWL

-

In a day or two there was to be a ride
into the country, a lunch with a friend,
and a return by moonlight. Nan sup-
posed that she would go as a matter of
course. But she soon found out that
she was to be left at home.

« 1t is too much -trouble to take you,”
said papa.

« And your toe,” added mamma.

“ And the warm weather which you
are afraid of,” continued papa.

“ My toe is better,” pleaded Nan.

« But the lunch won’t suit your fasti-
dious taste,” said papa. “ The Browns
live very plainly.”

Nan ran sobbing to grandma’s room.
The dear old lady drew the child within
her loving arms.

“«Do you not see’” sald the gentle
voice, “that your father and mother are
trying to show yourself ag in a mirror ?
Papa found fault with your drawing that
you might see how very unpleasant it is
to be criticised. You took great pains
with your little sketch, but mamma takes
pains every day in ordering the dinner,
and Jane takes pains in cooking it. You
wish to have the pieasure of the drive,
and the visit; but you do not care to be
helpful when help is necded and so give
pleasure to others.”

The lesson was a very plain one, that
even a child conld understand. It was
hard to sce the carriage drive off with-
out her on that bright afternoon; there
were tears and sobbing, but the experi-
ence was not in vain

When the father and mother came
home that night, they found a subdued,
appreciative little girl who was Vvery
glad to be talked to and kissed, very
pleased with the flowers and bonbons
that had been sent to her by the little
Browng, and very resolute in her deter-
mination to be sunny and satisfied with
what came to her instead of sour and
complainingﬂ.—Examiner.

LIE—NEVER.

Not long ago, on board an English
steamer, four days out from Liverpool, a
small boy was found hid away behind
the cargo. He had neither father nor
mother, brother nor sister, friend nor
protector, among either passengers or
crew. Who was he ?  Where did he
come from ? Where going 7 Only nine
years old, the poor little stranger, with
ragged clothes, but a beautiful face, full
of innocence and truth ! Of course he
was carried before the first mate,

« How came you to steal a passage on
poard this ship?”’ asked the mate sharply.

«“ My step-father put me in,” answered
the boy. *“ He said he could not afford
to keep me or pay my fare to Halifax,
where my aunt lives. I want to go to
my aunt.”.

The mate did not believe the story.
He had often enough been deceived by
gstowaways. Almost every ship bound
to this country finds, one or two days out
to sca, men or boys concealed among
the cargo, trving to get a passage across
the water without paying for it And
this is often troublesome, as well as ex~
pensive. The mate suspected some of
zailors had a hand in the little boy’'s

the
escapade, and he treated him Dpretty
roughly. Day after day he was ques-

tioned about his coming, and it was al-
ways the same story—nothing  less,
nothing more. At last the mate got
out of patience, as mates will, and, seiz-
ing him by the collar, told him unless
he confessed the truth, in ten minutes
he would hang him at the yard arm. A
frightful threat indecd !

Poor child, with not a friend to stand
by him! Around were the passengers
and sailors of the mid-day watch, and
hefore him the stern first officer, with
his wateh in his hand, counting the tick,
tick, tick of the minutes as thev swiftly
went.  Therr he stood, pale and SOrTow-
fnl, his head erect, tears in his eyes;
pbut afraid ?—mno, not a bit !

Ficht minutes were already gone.
“(ply two minutes more to live,” cried
the mate.  “Speak the truth and save
voue e hov”

“yay T opray 07 a=kad the child, look-
ing up into the havd man's face.

The officer nodded his head; but sald
pothing,  The hrave hov then knelt
down on the deex, with eloened hands

1 , . * i . . Qo

i ' H
Lord’s Prayer, ani then proved the dear

Lord Jesus to take him home to heaven.
He could die: but lie——never ! All-eyes
were turned toward him, and sobe broke
from stern hearts.

The mate could hold out no longer. He
sprang to the boy, took him in his arms,
kissed him, and told him he believed his
story, every word of it. A nobler sight
never took place on a ship’s deck than
this—a poor, unfriended child willing to
face death for truth’s sake.

He could die; but lie—never! God
bless him ! Yes, God stands by those
who stand by Him. And the rest of the
voyage, you may well think,- he had
friends enough. Nobody owned him be-
fore; ewerybody now was ready to do
him a kindness. And everybody who
reads this will be strengthened to do
right, come what will, by the conduct of
{this dear child.—Sel.

THE CROOXED TREE

“guch a cross old woman as Mrs.
Barnes is! I never would send her Jelly
or anything else 'again.” said Molly
Clapp, setting her basket hard down on
the table, “She never cven said, "’
“Thank you, but ‘Set the cup on the
table, child, and don’t knock over the
bottles’ Why don’t your mother come
herself instead of sending you ? Il be
dead one of these days, and then she’ll
wish she had heen more peichbourly.” T
never want to go there again, and I
ghouldn’t think you would.”

“Molly ! Molly ! came quick and see
Mr. Paws straighten the old chervy
tree ! called Tom through the wind w
and old Mrs. Barnes was forgotten s
¥olly flew over the green to the next
vard. :

Her mother watched with a good deal
of interest the efforts of two stoat men
as, with ropes, they strove to pull the
crooked tree this way and that, but it
was of no use.

«1¢'s as crooked as the letter S, and
has been for twenty years. You're just
twenty vears too late, Mr. Daws,” said
Joe, as he dropped the rope and wiped
the sweat from his face.

“ Are you sure you haven’t begun
twenty years too lote on tobacco and
rum. Joe ?” asked Mr. Daws.

« That's a true word, master, and it's
as hard to break off with them as it is
te make this old tree stralght. But I
signed the pledee last night, and with
CGtod’s help T mean to keep it

«With God’s help voun may hope to
keep it, Joe” responded the master.
« Qur religion gives everv man a chance
to reform. No one need despair so long
as we have promises of grace to help.”

« That’s my comfort, sir.”” said the
man, humbly, “but T shall tell the hoys
to try and not grow crooked at the be-
ginning.”

«“ Mother.” said Molly as she stood by
the window again at her mother’s side,
«1 know now what is the matter with
old Mrs. Barnes. She needn’t try to be
pleasant and Xind now, tor she's like
the old tree; it’s twenty vears too late.”

«1p’s mever too late, with God's help.
to try to do better. but my little girl
must begin now to keep back harsh
words and wunkind thoughts; then she
will never have {o sav. as Joe sald abornt
the tree, ‘it is twenty years too late.”
—Child's World.

How many of us have spent weary,
wretched hours over our mf@hematics —
and to those to whom figures do not
come with ease, what a task it is! There
was, however, a voung French lad, named
Blaise Pascal, whose father had to hidr
his beoks so that the boy might not study
mathematics too much. At the nage of
twelve, Pasecal rediscovered for himself
elementary gecometry. At sixteen, he
composed a treatise on Conic Sections,
and af nineteen he invented a calenlat-
ing machine to aid his father, who had
taken a positicn in the Treasury Depart-
ment of the French government. You
sec this boy could not he kept down, so
great were his gifts. Though he died in
1682, hefore he waz forty vears old, he
lived long erough to become one of the
greatest philosopbers and scholars of his
time ; to-dav his writings are read all
over the world, and be remains one of
the most astonishing of the famous men
of al times.—* Old  Tleads on Yonng
Soatiers” Aribur Hoeber, in the
Jupe §it. Nicholas
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