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THINKING OF MOTHER.

My mother's care, her tonder oyo,

Watohed o'or iy helpleas infanoy ;

And whon within my dimpling {ace

She thought that she some swmile could trace,
For all her troubly care and pam,

Sho &pt horeell ropaid again,

She taught my infant lips to raire
‘Their lisping voice it prayer and praise;
Aud thon shio'd got e on her huee,
And tell that Josns died for me;

And very fond [ ought to bo

0! Him who was 8o kind to me.

Aud how shall ever I repay

Her kinduexs both by might and day *
1a overy wuy I'lt try t) do
Whatever's right, and goad, anl tiae,
And by obedienco try to prove

Sho has not thrawn away her love,

——
LITTLE LiGITo.

Jesus bds us shine
With a clear, pure hight,
Liko a little candlo
Burmayg in the night :
lu the world 1s durbuess,
So we must shine,
You in your smmll corner,
Aud I in mine.

Jesus bids us shine,
First of sll, for Him,

el Ho soes and kuowa 1t,
If your light is dim:

He looks down from heaven,
‘I'o ~e6 us shine,

You ig sour sinall corner,
And 1 in mine.

LITTLE SINS.

THARLIE was spending the winter with his
(_/ married sister.  Every one thought him a
good hoy; indeed, he himself was quite sure he
could do nothing wrong.
passing the pantry, he saw a box of raisins.  They
were the largest misins he bad ever seen. He
stepped in slyly and took bunch after bunch, and
then slipped away, feeling like o thief and yet
thinking, * Its only a little thing.”  This he did
day after day till there was quite a Lole in the
box of mizins.  Still no one seemed to notice it.

Ouc day a visitor told the following story at the
dinner table,

Walking through a fine park two years before,
he had seen a large seyvamore tree. A wood-worm
about three inches long was forcing its way under
the bark of the trunk.  “ Ah!" said the gentle
man who was with him, “in tiwme that worm will
kill the tree”

“ A hard thing to believe,” said his friend.

“ By and by vou will see,” replied the other.

Soon the worm was found to have got quite a
distanee under the bark.  The next summer the

One day, ns he was

leaves dropped off earlier than usual.  Something
serious scemed  the matter. When the next

summer came —just two years from the time the
The hole
made by the wormn conld be seen in the very heart
of the trunk.

“You were right,” said the gentleman, *the
tree was ruined by that worm, wnly three inuches
long.”

If a worm could do such harm, what may not
what people call little sins do to a an or weman,
a boy or girl

Charlic felt the blood rush into his face. He
was sure every one wust know aliout the maisius,
and that ihe story was told on purpose.  He did

worm hegan work —the tree was dead.

not daro look up from his plate. After dinner
they all went into the parlour, but as no ono took
especinl notice of him, Charlic concluded he must
be mistaken.  Still he began to feel now ug never
beforo that God knew all about it

The next time ho was tempted to tako from a
bhasket what was not his, he remembered what the
worm did to the tree. *“That is just what sin is doing
to my soul,” he thought. He drew back in fear
and ran away as fust as possible, nor could he rest
until he told hix sister the whole story.  Then he
went, with a lowly, penitent heart, to his heavenly
Father, asking that all sin might be forgiven, and
that, for the sake of the Lord Jesus Christ, o new
spirit might e put within him,

LITTLE THINGS.

One gentle word that I may speak,
Or ono kind, loving deed,
May, though a trifle, poor and weak,
P'rovo liko n tiny sced ;
And who can tell what gnod may spring
From such a tiny littlo thing?

Then let me try cach day and hour
To act upon this plan;

What little good is in my powor
To do it whilo I can.

1 to bo useful thus 1 try,

I may do better by and by.

GO0 ADVICE.

Dare to be honest, g@. and siucero;
Daro to pleaso God, aud you never need fear.

Dare to bo brave in the osuse of the right,
Daro with the cnemy evor to fight.

Daro to be loving and patient cach day,
Daro speak the truth whatever you say.

Daro to Lo gentle and orderly, too,
Dare shun tho ovil whatever you do.

TIHE ECIO-BOY.

LITTLE boy once went home to his mother
A and said, “Mother, sister and 1 went out into
the ganlen, and we were alling alout, and there
was some boy mocking us”  How do vou mean,
Johnny 1" said bis wother.  “Why,” suid the
child, *1 was calling out ‘Ho " and this boy said
‘Ho Sol said to him, !Who are you?’ and he
answered, *Who ave you !’ 1 mid, <What is your
namel”  He said, “What is your name?’ And 1
said to him, *Why don’t you shew yourself ¥ He
said, *Shew vourself ' Aad I jumped over the
diteh, and 1 went into the wood, and 1 could not
find him, and 1 came hack, and said, ‘If you don’t
come out I will punch your head;” and he said, <1
will punch your head.”™
So his mother said, “Ah, Johnny, if you had
said, ‘1 love you,” he would have said, ‘I love you.?
If vou had said, ‘Your voice is sweet,” he would
have said, *Your voice is sweet.”  Whatever you
said to him, he would have said back to you.”
Aud the mother sid, “ Now, Johuny, when you
grow and get to br a oy, whatever you will say
to others, they will, by and by, say hack to you;”
and his mother tock him to that old text in the
Scripture, “With what measure ye mete it shall
be measured to you again.”

THRE LITTLE SNOWDROPS.

. H, that 1 could do more good in the

( world!” moaned a little snowdrop. It
was in a pot with a number of other snowdrops,
and when they heard what this tiny one said, they
all shook their heads, and said that they wished
the same.

Did I say all? No, one snowdrop, who wus
actually a day older than the rest, aund consm-

quently onc day wiser, smiled when she heand
thoir wish, and said, “All in good time, my
friends; all in good time. 1 heard our mistress
say to-day that sho would send us up to tho Hall
soon, to seo if tho lady would buy us for her
garden,”

Tho littlo snowdrop's curiosity was nroused, and
they all eagerly inquired if the old snowdrop knew
mwore; but that was all she knew. So they put
their little white heads together in consultation,
aud longed greatly for the timo to come when they
would be taken from Mrs. Hulson’s humble cot-
tage to the great Hall, where the squire lived with
his wife and little daughter,

Before a week had pussed, the snowdrops came
into the possession of the squire’s duughter, Alice.
She took great care of them, and was greatly
pleased with the dear little white blossoms, so pure
and lovely.

THE BIRD WHO WOQULD NOT BE
FOOLED.

HERE do you think n bird once built its
nest?  On the edge of a quarry of slate;
so near that when the rock was blasted, picens of
the flving and falling slate frightened and inco\l-
moded the poor bihd very much. It was a thrush.
Yet she did not change her quarters.  But being
a pretty observing bird, she noticed that at the
ringing of a bell the men started and ron.  “Ah”
thought the bird, “T'll run too.” So the next time
the train was fired, and the bell rang to warn the
men away, the thrush flew from her nest and lighted
among them; indeed, close under their feet. The
explosion over, she returned to ber nest, and they to
their work. -

This she did whenever they blasted.  Of course,
it highly diverted the men, and visitors wére told
of her sensible and discerning conduct.  They were
anxious to see the thrush.  The slate could not be
blasted to gratify visitors, but the bell could be
casily rung, and it was, The bird heard it, and
down she flow.  After a few times she saw herself
hoaxed, and when the bell rang again she peeped
over her nest to see if the men left.  1f they did
not, she sat still and cocked her head as much as
to szy, “No, gentlemen, 1 am not to be fooled
amin  Life in my nest is too serious to be trifled
away for your amusement.  No more make-believes
to me. I see through you”

The thrush family is large.  Blackbirds belong
to it. But thix, I suppose, was the stone thrush,
which loves to build among the rocks. It lays
from three to five bluish-green cgy, and isa lively
little creature.  lts song is very sweet, and it
pours forth its notes day and night, as @ it could
do little else but praise God for making it.

WHAT CAY RUB IT OUT?

T Y son,” said his mother to o flaxen-haired

j',\'l boy, who was trying to rub out_some
pencil marks he had wade on paper, “My son, do
you kuow that God writes.down all you doina
book? He writes every naughty word, overy dis-
obedient act, cvery time you indulge in temper,
and shake your shoulders, or pout your lips, and,
my boy, you can never rub it out.”

The little boy’s face grew very red, and in a
moment tears ran down his checks.  His mothor
looked carncstly at him, but said nothing more.
At length he came softly to her side, threw hix
arms around her neck, and whispered, “Can the
blood of Jesus rub it out?”

Dear children, Christ's blovd can rub out the
record of your sins, for it is writlen in God's holy
Word, “The blood of Jesus Christ, His Son,
cleanseth from all sin.”




