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BIBLE'S SWEET
VERSE.

At u beautiful watering piace
noted for its bold seu-cliffs and
its smooth,wide-spreading beach,
a gentleman one day commenced
drawing with his stick some
large letters on the sand. A
group of children gathered round,
when the gentleman  kindly
said, ** Now, my little friends,
I want your help. -Will you
bring flints and large pebbles,
and put them in the little chan-
nels that 1 have made in the
sands 27 Willing hands and feet
were instantly in motion ; and
before long the Gospel text—

TS LEST

“ GOD IS LOVE,”

Yea, this shall be our lofty strain,
God is love
Winle endless uges roll along,
In concert with the hesvenly throng,
This shall be still our sweetest song,
Gl s love

CHAPTERS FULL OF
NAMES.
BY HOPE LEDYARD.

The children had come to
read their morning chapter with
mamma. Philip, as usual, came
last. Not that Philip did not
love to read his Bible; he
liked to get his mother all by
himself and read over the chap-
. ter about Naaman the Syrian, or

talk about Juseph’s history ; but
‘the regular morning chapter
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[the use,” you vught to read the

“ Well, mother, what’s the
use ? The chapter was full of
nothing but hard names. ]
don’t see the use of reading
* Salute Rufus,” and a lot ot‘i
other fellows with ruch dreadful
names,”

* Dear, even if you don’s ¢ sce

chaptercarefully and reverently,
because it is God's Word. But
that chapter has taught me a
lesson this morning, so you see
it 1s of use.”

*“Tell me, wother; I always
like a chapter you've talked
about.”

“ As you each read over those

sure that a Christian

gives great pleasure somctimes,
and we are all too apt to forgoet
these little things. Don’t you
know, Philip, how you always
want to know whether Uncle
George says anything about you
in his letters 7’

“ I declare, mother, [ never
thought ofit! I s’posc then we

ought to try to remember folks’

names ?”

“Yes, my son. I am quite
who re-
members names well will find
it a great source of good. 1
know a boy whose whole life
was changed because a kind
Christian gentleman remember-
ed his name. The boy was
called < Dirty Jack’ by the

appeared in large letters on
the beach. With numerous
pieces of seaweed a border
was formed around the text,
giving it -the appearance of
being in a large picture-frame.
By this time a goodly com-
pany, both of adults and
children, had  gathered  to-
gether, o whom the gentle-
man gave adeeply interesting
address, which was enlivened
by thesinging of various well-
known hymns. The attention
of both voung and old was
riveted, and some of the
parents who were present felg
grateful to God that their
children had been favored to
hear the Gospel so simply and |
carnestly preached.

Some  of these  childroy,
like the one represented in
the picture, afterwards formed
the letters of the Bible's
sweetest verse in the clean
white sand, and as they did
so they thought of the pre-
ctous lessons which thie good
man  who delighted to carry
out the Saviour’s command,
* Feed my lambs,” had taught
them. May they never forget
the lessons and impressions
of that day  Muay they, and
all our readers, be able to say

from the heart—

Oh tell W carth’s remotest buund,
ib ]U\u *

In Choist we havo redemption found :

God is Lo,
138 blood has washed our sina awav,
Hin Sparit turned owr might tg day .
And now we can rejeice to say,

God is love

How happy 1a our portion hero *

God s love,
His pronuses our spirita choor :

God is love,
He is our sun and shiold by day,
Our help, our hope, our strength and rtay ;
Ho will bo with ur all the way

God is love.
What thonght my boart and flosh ahould fasl

God is love.
Through Chnst I aheil o'cr doath provail .
Through Jordan's swell T gd?d o

an'z swell T need not foar .

Xy Saviour will bo with me there,
My hoad above the wavce to bear

Gexl gn dov

In Heaven we ahallsang again,
God is love,

' always seemed tointerrupt some
plan  of Philip’s. He would
Just have his dog (who was
being ¢ broken ™ to drive) bar-
nessed, or he would be making
a boat when his sister would call,

“Phil, mamma’s waiting to
read.”

On this morning I want to
tell you of, Philip felt quite put
out at bring called, and every
time Lis turn came to read he
bad to be told the verse.

“ Philip,” said his mother,
when the reading was over.
*“wait a moment; I want to
speak to vou. My boy, you did
uot pay any attention.”

<

and
women, I thought how a true
Christian vught to try and re-
member his friends—remember

nasmes of different men

them by name; send kind
messages to them. Paul, who
had the care ofall the churches,
did vot forget Rufus and his
mother, Philologus and Julia.
As you read ¢ Greet Mary, who
nath bestowed much labor on
us,’ I felt ashamed to think I
had sent no message to poor
sick Mary Reilly, who wassuch
a faithful servant to me years
ago. Just a few kindly wdtds of
love, in a letter; the mere
mention  of one’s own narie

other boys in the villuge.
Poor fellow ! he could hardly
help ~ dirty, for his
father uraaic and his mother
was a very shiftless, carcless
womnan, that had never taught
Jack to be neat and clean.

« Well, one Sunday some-
body coaxed Jeack into the
Sunday-school and after the
school wus opened the super-
intendent cume to the seat
where Jack was and asked
his name. The boy was shy
and “did not answer, and
another boy saia, * Oh, he's
Dirty Jack.

“Jack was very angry,
but the gentleman sard kindly,
¢ T am going to give this boy
his real name. [ shall enll
¥ him John—it's a splendid
name for it was the name of
the oue whom Jesus loved
best when He was on earth.’

“ Jack didn’t come 1o
school the next Sunday ; his
father in a drunken fit had
given him a black eye, but
two weeks after the same
gentieman was walking near
Jack’s house and saw himn
playing with some boys. He
walked up to them and shak-
¥ ing hands, said,

{ * Why, John, my boy, how
d'ye do? .I wish youd walk
a little way with me’

* Now that boy was so pleased
to be remembered and to he
called by a decent name that it
made him wish he was more
worthy of such akind friend.
He began to try and keep~his
face and hands clest, and then
had to comb his hair to matcb,
and then his clothes looked so
bad, compared with his clean
hands, that he never rested till
he had earned money encugh to
get some decent ones; and now
that John is grown up he says
that he might still be Dirty Jack
if it hadn’t been for that
kind gentleman remembering
his name.”
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