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1DUR *,OURO £OLKS.

SE-IIlING 711F BAI?!,.

Who wants to biry a baby.
For Bobby hia8 ono e a de?

Yen, ho would trado iittlo sitter
For a uice new *aggon, ho said.

*WouldySon eoU my baqby!" '
Mamma said lu surprise,

fluRggng tigbter the dariing,
Kisaing tho fast elosod oyes.

"Why not?"I a8ked Bobby, boldly;
1Who wants babies here ?

Thoy'ro not as good as waggons;
No indeede, not noir.

"Harry hasn't a baby,
And ho gets &long very Weil;

Bo 1 told a man this morning
I'd give him lle BelUe."

But ha pausodl te look aI tho baby
As she Iay in mamma'à hip,

With lier blue eyes cIoied in alumnber,
Takinig lior morntng nap.

"Sho's an awful pretty baby,
Isn't she, mamma?" ho sait!;

And as aho movod in ber elumber
Ho patted the golden head.

Around his chubby firiger
Closed tho dinpled hand so whîite,

And Bobby emiled with pleasure
As hi olt il hold him tighit.

"I a'poso we'li kiud of misa ber
After she'ài goDe." hoe Raid;

And! again, te quiet hier moving,
Ho stroked the sbiuing head.

Don't you tUink that xnaybo papa
WiIl buy me, if 1 amn gool,

A waggon, so 1 couit! kcep baby I
rd 11k. il lots if ho would."

Just thon tho blue eyes opened
With a sweet, bewitching smile,

And little Belle sat uprlght
In lhe cutost baby styla.

Mamma, this baby's lovely,"
Seo Bob'by boldly sld;

"Ând it'e worth a thousand waggonst
For ono caxl tapon ber head.

l'in goiug to tell the shopman
I gnos I will Dot brade,

For Beile's worth aIl tho waggons
And tops and balle ever made.-

IdTHO USH-AL T HIA VE NO OT'!!ER G ODS
BEPORE M[E."

Annie was standing in front o! thc glass.
gettingr ready for Sabbath bchool. -"1 heard
Mms Joncs- tell mother the other day I was
prettier than ever," she said haif aloud. I
wonder if she wiIl sc me te-day ? This bat
18 80 becoming. I enly wislb ay 'sasi %vas a
better celour. Lot nce see-this curi will have
te ho done over again-I wondcr what tic
Catechisrn questions arc this afternoon. Il
look ever thoîn whilc mother is getting Willie
ready. Oh, yecs, the finit two commandînents.
I can't see what Dr. E'lgerton wilI iind te say
about themn. I don't Nvorship false goils or
make graven images. I suppose bo'll tell us
about the peer heathen cbildreu in India. Oh,
deur, this curl isn't, rigbt SeL Viol], l'in glad
l'in net a beathen-that I k- now what la righ t,"
and with a final look at the glass, Annie took
Up ber pretty parasol and started for Sabbath
School.

The ministerjiid tallc about the peer little
heathen Èle i explained tue an.swers toi

the seheel. Annie feit more than ever glad
that she wvas net ene of tbein. While she
was thinking this, aihe caughit Mr,;. Jones,
whose class wvas near theonee where she sat,
Iooking at lier for a moment.

,«I suppose suie is saying te berseif, 'How
pretty Annie looks iu her new bat,' she
thougbt. "'Hew dreadfully plain Sarah Brown
is! And how like a friglit sbe dresses !"

Just as she was trying te got a glixapse of
hiersoîf in the glass doors of the library ceue,
.she caugbt a sentence of Dr Edgcrten's talk
about the losson. He wvas saying that there
wore idol-worshippers even among eidren ini
Christian lands, these wvlo thought more of
thoir pretty faces and fine clothes than ef Qed.
Ho %vent on te speak of thes things, and of
other ways iu whichi children breke these
conîmandimonts; but Annie heard ne more,
e.xceptirig soinething about their being more
sinful than the poor heathen, because they
liad been se iiîuch botter taughit.

These wcere new tbougbts te Annie. She
was really a sensible little girl about most
inatters, notwithstanding ber foolish vanity.
She wvent very quietly beome frein Sabbata
seheel, thinking vcry busily about herseif and
the beathien childreu. I ain g]ad te say that
thoughi she did not get curod eof her fault at
once, she did in timo-and this day made a
bcginning.

I wonder if there are any other little girls
or boys whob worship theinselves in this or in
any ethor way ?

H 0 W NEL LIE Fo RGA VE S USIE.

Little Nollie Palmer was a sweet little (girl
abeut five years of age, and every night she
lovod te knool down by ber mothcr's side and
pray. One of thc prayers that sho was ia the
habit of using was d'The Lord's Prayer." One
nîgbit, after being undressed, she kneelod
dowu as usual, and began te say,"« Our Father
wbich art in heaven; " but when she get as
far as -Forgive us our dobts, as we forgive"
-she stopped short, anid burst inte tears.
IlWhat is the matter, my cbild ?" Ilaid ber

iziother.
O1 , mamnia, 1 did net pray it ail, and I

can't pray it. I nustn't pray it," she rcplied.
And why- net, Nellie ?'"

"Because, inamîina, I bavon't forgiven Susie
Flanders for spoiling my doll's face this morn-
inoeo

"But 1 thought that yeu ba<l forgiven ber,
Nellie, wlhen yen saved the orange fer ber to-
day at di,,ner."

I tbeugbt se tee, inammia, but you know
I bave net scen ber yot; and when I think
of that great ink-spot seakcd into the wax,
and think hew wicked Susie loeked, niy
heart feels wicked tee; and I'm afraid if she
âbou1d look se at ine agnin, that I couldu't
give ber tbc orange then, or forgive ber
either."

"'Net if yeu renmember tbat it is just such
as sho whom Christ kdld you te forgive ?"I

"Oh, dear xnamurna, 1 don't know iIl said
Nellie, stili sebbing. -"Poor dolly's face will
nover bc dlean again, and Susie need net
bave done it; it would have been casier te
bear if it haw been au accident,"

IdYes, 1 know, NeIlie, and there would 4
leas te fergive; but if you cari do it now, it
will 1>0 etigier for you te forgivo greater
wrongs wlien you grow older."

diWby, mammna, what could be greater?
Dolly's face is spoilt."

IlIt would bc grester, when you are grewn
up, Nellie, te bave tiomebedy put a grent
black spot on your cliaracter by siander. il
is dene to sornebody overy day, Nellie, and
you rnay not escaipe; and if you cannot for.
give a wrong te dolly, how will yeu bc able
te do better towards one against yourself P I

IdBut, mamma, hiow can I inake forgive.
noms when it won't corne itself inte iny
heart? "

diYou can pray te Christ to send it, can't
you ? I

IdYes," shc answcred, slowly ; " but 1
would rather yeu would ask for me flrst,
îîlease do; won't you, mamna 1I

So the mother seught the grace of forgive.
ness for the littie girl, who then prayed for
herseif, and te ber surprise addcd the Lord's
Prayer. And she whispered, as sho rose up,
"J1 wasn't afraid te say that then, maniuna,
for I feit fergivcness eming into niy beart
wben wc were praying(,; and I shani't be
afraid te give her the orange to-morrow."

T] WO A Y~S 0F KEEPINO THE
SABBRAT)!.

There were twe farmers. One loved his
Bible, reverenced the Sabbath, loved his
Creater, and believed that He was a prayer-
answcring Father.

The other was an infidel, rcgarding ail days
alike. Ho ploughed, sowed, reaped and la-
boured on the severith day the same as on the
other six days.

WVhcn the barvesting was over, and the
grain lîad ail been gatbered inte barns, the
infidel's crop, 'as found te ho by f ar the
largest, a hail-storni havýing 'visited bis friend's
farin, destroying the greater part of his grain.

IlHow now, 'Nceighbour Brown," said the
infidoi, wisliing te turn the joke upon his
friend, "you keep the Sabbatb, and what have
you gained ? An empty barn. 1 worked on
each day of the week alike, a.nd sec the result;"
ani h,3 waved bis hand teward bis large and
well-filled barn.

His neighbour quietly replicd, "Friend
Gray, God dees tiot settie ail is accounts in
Octeber.",

DO IT NOW.

Because, if you don't do it new, it %viil
probably ho inuch harder tei de when it mnust
ho donc. If this is the ncxt dutv in order, do
net shirk it. It nay net ho picasant, but it
will flot probably get any pleasanter frein
heing put off. Itis neta good plan togratify
your personal preferences by letting one duty
jostle eut axiother. Procrastinatiýn .is indeed
a theft. It is a great blunder te consider ià
erily a theft of time. It robs you net alone of
time and an equivalent which nxay b.
rcckoned in money, but of moral force, of
8treng sinewy purpose, and of ail the resuits
whieh corne from prompt and decisive action.
It makea you a alave instead of aready, cheer-
fui doer.
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