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TAXE MR.

Take my life and lot it b.
Conaecrated, Lord, te The.

Tai.. My moments and Miy dsys,
- Lot Ilium flow in coaselesae prait..

Tale Miy banda, and lot them moto
At the impulse of Thy love.

Take my font, and let tbem bo
Swift and beautiful for Tii..

Take my voine. and lot me alng
Always. only, for my Ring.

Take my lipi, and lot them ho
Fiilld witli messages Irom The.

Take my silver and my gzold,
Not a mite would I withhold.

Tale my intellect. and tiso
Every power us Thon ahatt choose.

Take my will, and make i hne
1h sahl bo no longer mine.

Tale my heart, ih is Thine own,
1h ahait bu Thy royal thron.

Take myloto; my Lord. 1pour
At Thy feet its tresanre-store.

Take myselt. and I vill bo
Ever, only, ail for Theo.

TOM.2IY'S TRO UBLES.

Hoe was always and forevor getting into
trouble of one sert or another. He had
a talent fer climbing and for t1ùmbling anmd
bumping his bead"and hurtin g bis foot,
anmd coming te grief generally. On this Fni-
day evening ho sitt on the side of lis little
Nvhite bed, Ilone boat off and one boot on,"
anmd -thouglit sorrowfully about the day. It
had been an unlucky one. In the first place
hoe had broken grandma's spectacles, then lie
bad lest motber's scissers, the pair that sbe
always "ceut eut"I with;. and bis now suzmer
paxmts were net cut eut. Thon hoe bad tumbled
frein the hay-mow, and bumaped his nose and
broken one teoth; but the last thing was te
get himseif caugbt by a boek in the barn, se
that ho could not geL loose, unless bu awLng

off witheut regard to the box by whicb hoe
had climbed tmp, ini w;iiclm case lie would be
likely te drop several foot on the bard floor.
Tommy didn't like that, soe h ung there.

I might yell," said ho te biruseîf, "but
nobody would hear me; thoy are ail tee fair
away. I might bang bore until tbey romu te
feed the horse, but 1 can't; timat will be hours,
anmd I'rn getting pretty dizzy net'."

Il Tho baby trotted eut te the barni deer,
said "Da! da!" and a few other svords that
sIc understoed botter than others did, baby
could waik botter tbrum she could talk. Tommy
looked at ber and said.

IlO, baby, I wisb you bad sense 1
Then hie hung silI. At last hoe heard bis

mother's voice in the yard, a long way off.
Then, O' bow Tommy yelled. His Veice
ticemed te pierce riglit tbrougb thc mether's
Icare. Sho fairly flow oaver the ground te the
barn. In a twinkling the stcp-laddor was
breught and arranged, and mothor elimbed up
anmd unwound bis sleeve fm-om Lhe book, anmd
she and Tommy came down. Somne way, ho
doesnt know liow, lie twistud bis foot, and
to-night it aches.

But Tommy isnt tbinking of bis foot, ho is

thinking of the troubles hoe has, and the mis-
chief ho doos, and how impossible it seems to
do any botter.

IlPraying don't do no good," ho says, dis-
consolateiy, te bis mether. IlI pray te bc a
good boy overy day; and 1 ain't nover a good
boy--,e thore 1,'

IlTomîmy," 8aid bis mother, Ilwhy didn't
yen cal on baby te hoip you to-day?1 Didn't
you wvant te get down ? I

"'curse," said Tommy; l"but what was
the uso ? I knew 8ke couldn't help mo."

IlAnd what made yen call on m?
"'Cause I wanted te get down riglit straighit

off; and I knew yen eould help nme, and I
!rLnew yen ivoukt lhclp me. so I yelled."

.Well, Tommry, if you would remomber
that of Oed, that Ho can and will; if you
truly want help, and will cail to Hini, Ho is
just as sure. O, 8urer than 1 can be. Bc-
cause, you know, Tommny, yen are likely te
get inte places where niother can't reaeh; but
Ho can reach everywhere. Remember that."

A LITT*LE CILD'S HYMN.

Thon that once, on mothor'a knee,
Wert a litho one like me,
When I wake or go to bed
Lot Thy bande about my head;
Lot mo feol Thee very near.
Jeans Chrint, )ur Savionr dear.

Bc baside me in the lUght,
Close by me Ilirongli &H the night;
Mû.e me gentie. kind, and true,
Do what mother bide me do;
Hoelp and cheer me when I fret,
And forgive viien I lorget.

Once vert Thou In cradle laid,
Baby bright in manger shado,
With the ozen and the oows,
And the Iamnbe ontaide the honne;
Now Thou art above the. sky:
Caaist Thon hear a baby cry'

Thou art nearer when va pray,
Situ Thon art so lar sway ;
Thon my ltl hymu will haar,
Jeins Christ, or ~Savour dear,
Thon that once, on motbor's kno.-
Wort a little one hike me.

JEA NIE AND HER BIG BIBLE.

Jeanie was a littie Scotch girl who lived
fair back during the days of* the bloody per-
secutions under the reckiess Charles 1I. It
wvas a bitter time. Soldiers were marching
ail over the country, driving people froni their
homes, barning their bouses, and putting
many innocent persans te dicath. Jeanie's
parents were pious people, and their turn
came at last te be driven 1 rom their homo.

One afternoen the cruel seldiers were seexn
advancing, and the poer folks had te leave
their cottage and flee with what valuables
they could carry. Jeanie was given the big
family Bible fer hier load, and bier father told
bier tbat she mnust bc very careful with it, and
neot have it get burt, nor lose it by the way,
" for we could net live," said ho, « without the
good Book." She wrapped one of bier dlean
gowns around the Book, and started with it
in bier hands, following lier father and niother,
caeh of whom carried a child. The fugiLives
directed theïr stops toward the neit village,
where thero was a strong old church that
ceuld bo used as a fort, and which thV~ boped
te reach Mefre their enemies camne up.

À 8ti-eam lay in their way, and this thoy
dared not cros8 by the bridge fer fear ef their
pursuors So tboy hasîtonod te, a place in the

rivor whero some eitopping-etones hiad been
laid down for tho convenionce of foot-passen.
gers. It.was quàite dark wben they reached
the batik, and the water ran swift in its chan.
nel. But they did not besitAc. The fatlier
waded acrogs carrying the others, ono by one.
in bis arms, until Jeanie %vas loft alone. Fea.r.
ing, solitude more titan tho dangers of the
stroamn, the young girl follnwed her fatiier on
bis Jast trip, stepping carefully froni stono te
atone. But it was ge dark new that aBoi coula
scarrely see tho wvay bofore lier, and presontly
lier foot shipped and s9he went down te the
bottom.

In bier danger she did net forget, however,
the treasuro entrusted te bier care. As lier~
feot went dowvn lier arms went up, axtd hier
precieus burden wvas held above bier head.
She struggled bravely against tho current, and
though the water, came up te lier waist 8he
managed te keep on teovard the shore, hold-
ing tho dear old Bible as higb as she coula
raise it. Her fa ther met ber before she gaiined
the banlk, and chlsped botli bis treasures in
his strong arms.

" Fatlmer," said the brave little mnaid, "-you
told me ta take care of the dear old Bible, and
I have done se."

Several pistel shots %vere beard at that
moment, and the sound of approacbing horse.
mon. The fugitives found concealmnent in&
cliff ameng the rocks, anmd fortunately ivere
net discovered. After thoir pursuers bad
rode away they issued frem tbeir retreat, and
soon after reached the churcb in safety.

Jeanie married in ater years, and lived
happily with bier husband te a geod old age.
Tho great Bible became hers aftor bier fathe's
death, and in it were recorded the nanes of
bier seven children. It is stili in possession of
bier descendant,3, un a well-preserved condition

Jeanie nover fergrot that nigbht of peril %vhen
she carried the old Bible threugb the deep
waters. Wben she was dying she dreame.]
of bier girlisb exploit, and cried eut, "m Fin *I
the deern river-in the deep river; but I viU
bold tmp the dear old Bible. There, fatier
take tbe Book."

With these words she ccased te breathe.

4 TitIEE Bengali Christian women have ma&e
aprcaching tuonthe banks of the Gangeg

on behaif of thpir heathen sisters, wbo gathez
in large numnhers there. Sometimes as mani
as 100 woeon listcned te the gospel of puri

1fication, net tbrouigh the waters of the Gangs,
1but by the precieus bloed of Jesus Christ

TAxE your Bible with you te t1he Suni
sebool. Your familiarity witb it will enab!t
yen te find quickly any book, chapter, oe
veise that is called for. Takeo it wîtli you to
church, and find the chapter wbich the mini-
ter reads, anmd the text when ho announcesii
Te bo a ready Bible scholar is a great honou:

EvERY Sunday scbool sebolar, bowevra
younfg. or however eld, sboigd bc the owner
a Bible. It will cost sometbing te get aBle',f
but cren a fine une will not cost as muchai
somne of the garments you wear. Make yonu
Bible your daily companion. Read one

morechatersovey day. You cannot kmo*
how mucli it will holp yen toýbuild tmp 84~l
character, and lesd te a. good a.nd noble lift'

(AucusT sud, Mi.


