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LAY <'pose they ever do naughty things, though,

know how bad i1t feels to sit

« ' “ vout them

b Ingic lid papa tell me to think abont ¢
w sparkles was t over a new leaf,
' [low the cause this i New Year's Day. Ile said
¢ olide like my life from day i was like a elean,
a I i my iting bock, and 1 conld

wanted to. 1l
¢ Sh old writing book. 1Tt did

- ”ir l wias ~'-A~?.:ll'l!'»: to have
| blots and ero ke "5 line <, .':",'E

. I didn't « t how 1

' lear, how he tor 10 I
ery just to ‘member it.  lle
) scold one bit, only looked so

HINK. <orry., I'd rather he'd “‘v}lix;l’"‘ll me.

rv. “ Papa “ What did he sav ? That big blot was
ke to like tne blot on my life's book the |i.l_\'
ol ‘ [ % ?v!; ] ?-*‘fl} 1 }il‘, ‘)}!. ‘ never, never w ‘.
ahty < have such a blot again. That other was
for- when T staved all the afternoon with

Grace, ‘stogd of coming home, when 1

¢ knew mamma wanted me to carrv a basket |

{ things to «ld Granny RBrown. That |

5':;:m- was one where I w B
and hateful all day. Another
] "'H!l!'i!;.f look at myv eo

I hat means | wouldn't read my Bible a:d

In a few minutes little Mary rea dovy
te her father, and said

* 1 did think abont all vou said to ne
and T will turn over a new leaf, papa

) "
(ear,

And papa whispered, as he kissed her ;
* Ask Jesus to help yon.”

BISHOP BROOKS AND THE BABY.

BY MARGARET E. SANGSTER.

A poor little lnalt:-f'auui baby,
Lost, and hungry, and cold,
\Vith the chill wind pinching Lor tear-wet
cheeks
And ruffling her bright hair's gold.

For just when the busy people
Were hurrying here and yon,

Duying their gifts for the Christinas tree,
ler mother was suddenly gone.

She did not cry, poor midget,
But lifted pitiful eyes

At ihe erowd of careless strangers,
At the gray, indifferent skies.

dostled, and pushed, and frightened,

A tiny waif of the street,
With the wintry darkness falling
And the snowflakes gathering fleet.

She was seen by a great, kind giant
With swinging stride he came:

F'en then the angels in heaven
Wrote ** Saint ” before Lis name.

From the height of his splendid stature
He stooped to the little maid,

i.ifted her up in tender arms,
And bade her not Le afraid.

Azainst his broad breast nestled,
She clung like a soft spring flower
That a breeze had canght and carried
To a strong and sheltering tower.

In his thick. warm coat he wrapped hes,
The little, shivering child,

'l find vour mother, !‘.‘l“_\'.“
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hat smile, like a flash of the sunrise—

“Tis but a memory dim,

FFor the yvears are hastening oaward,
And we are mourning him.

The eold, white snows are drifting
Where to-day he lies asleep;
fter his life's long warfare
The soldier’s rest is deep.

BBut, of dear things said about him,
Of victories that he won,
No sweeter tale is tcld than this,
Of his grace to a little one. |



