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How to Be a Hero.
1Y EMILY JAIE MooRiE.

"I Snouto lilkO to bo a lcro,"
Said a little lad onie day,

As he gazed upon the picture
Of a soldier, tail and gray.

" You can be a hero, darling,"
Was his grandna's soft reply,

"If at play you're fair and honest,
And you scorn to tell a lie.

"If you stifle angry feelings,
Sinful thouglts crush firnly down,

Ever praying, always trying-
Yours shall be a hlero's rown.

-"For remember this, ny darling,
Hero hearts of mlen grown old

Beat at first in breasts of children
Who were tender, true, and bold .

Four Stçps to desus.
FLORENCi felt that she iust be r

Christian. ler heart was heavy with
the knowledge that it was sinful. For
nany days slie had been carrying this

burden alene. She did not 'hink site
could speak to anybody about it. She
had been away in liers bed-rooni'alone,
and prayed mnany tines, and still all was,
liard and icavy in. lier little heart.
"Oh, if I knew how to believe," she
would say to liersolf. "And Mr.
Marlette says it is easy. If I could
only ask hii ?" Mr. Marlette was lier
dear, silver-haired pastor. At longth
a thought struck lier: "If I cannot
talk with him, I can write hii a little
lote."

When Mr. Marlette found an en-
velope directed te him, which sormie one
lad quietly laid on the large Bible in
his study, he was surprised to find a

note fron his littie friend Florence.
Wlien he read it lie was very glad, too.
" The dear child I what can I say to
lier? lie thouglht, Then he closed
the door and asked as it ýie were a little
child going to a father, to be guided in
answering that note. And I think lie
was. He began it with Florence's
own question, and this is wlat le
wrote:

"How shall I cole to Jesus?" "The
desire te cote now, is the first stop.

" Feeling my sinfulness and danger,
and need of bis lelp, is the second
stop.

" Feeling that lie is both able and
willing to lielp and save me is the
third.

" And then asking hlim to do for nie
what I cannot possibly do for myself
is the fourth.

"Four stops te J esus. That's all.
Perlhaps I should say there is but one,
and that very short. Out of the heart
gushes the prayer, 'God be imerciful
to nie a sinner; ' and on the vings of
the prayer the soul flics te the Saviour,
in a momtent saying:

' Here, Lord, T give imyself away,
'Tis all that I can do.'

This seeus to be short, simple, and
the onîly way to the Saviour. May
mîy dear Florence find it se !"

Florence read the iote carefully.
"I think it is the third stop I nîeed,"

she said. "I have the first stop and
second and fourth, and will bolieve he
is able, yes, and willing to save me."
So taking the third stop, ind thon try-
ing the fourth, it was not very long be-
fore Florence felt in lier heart she had

1 found the answer te lier own eariest
question, "How shall I cone te Jesus?"
And she said, with a glowing face, te
lier pastor:

"It is an easy way."-Ghildren'8
Friend.

"Ilis Love to Me."
To an invalin friend, who was a

trenbling, doubting believer, a clergy.
inan once said, "When I leave you, I
shall go te my own residence, if the
Lord will; and hvlien there, the first
thing that I expect to do is to call for
a baby that is.in the louse. I expect
te place lier on ny knee, and look
down into lier sweet eyes, and listen
to lier charming prattle; and, tired as
I ai, her presence will rest mie, for I
love the child witli unutterable ten-
derness.

« But the fact is, she does not love
mie; or', te say the mnost for lier, she
loves me very little. If mîy heart were
breaking under the burden of a cruslh-
ing sorrow, it would not disturb lier
sleep. If my body were raloked with
exeritiing pain, it would net inter-
rupt her play with lier toys. If I
were dead, she vould be aimused in
vatching rimy pale face and closed eyes.
if my frIetids camlie te reinove. the
corpse te the place of burial, she would
probably clap lier hands in glec, and
in two or tIree days totally forget lier
papa. Besides this, she has never
brouglit me in a penny, but has beon
a constant expense on my hands ever
since she was born. Yet, although I
an not rich in this world's pos-essions,
thore is net moenù enough in this

world to buy muy baby. How is it?
Does she love mie, or- do I love lier ?
Do I withliold ny love until I know
sie loves ie? Aiii I waiting for lier
te do soiething worthy of nmy love
before extending it to lier?"

lOh, I see it," said the iick ianus,
whlila the tears ran down hib cheeks,
" I se it, learly ; it is ne> mîîy love te
God, but God's love to Ie, I oughit te
be thi:'-ing about; and 1 do love liiim
now as I never loved ii before."

Frein that timte his peace was like a
river.

A Lord in the Family.
A rPoious, silly schoolboy was one

day boasting how nany rich and
noble relations he had ; and having ex-
hausted his topics. lhe turned with an
important air and aisked one of his
sclioolfellows-

"Are there any 'lords' in your
famtily ? "

"lYes," said the little fellow, . there

is one at least; foir I have often heard
mother say that the Lord Jesus Christ
is our elder Brother."

The boy was right ; and as le grew
up it was lis privilege to know ilore
of this elder Brother, and to tell the
perishing multitudes the tidings of
lis grace. Blessed are they vio have
eue Lord in the fainily and who know
him as their elder Buotlier and their
everlasting Friend.

Mon FY and fame are the g 'fav
that men work hardest fWesqe
death ene is worth to tl* &
nuch as the otler.
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