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iDUR OUNG £OLKS.
HIDNrG F.ROMf PAPA.

Pspa otbis baby t
eahe eerywhere,

Under chairs and tables,
WVith tbe greatest caret

Pulls asdo tbc curtain,
Peeps behlnd bbc door t

Nover secs the bittle hoap
Carloa Up on the iloor.

Neoier heare the whisper,
"lMammao, dou't you tell t"
Nor the little laugliter,

Muffied, 11ke a bell t

Off ho scampors vrildly,
uting beoe and tbero,

Ovcrturning ovcrything,
Witb tho Rreaet caret

eaua~ bas a Vlsit,
S rttmg on bis percli.

Mama' apron pooket
Sufferis by tbc searoli t

"INow I am a i e80
Ebephant at play-

That 1 muet balco a rosI
A minute by the way,

ll Iay My weary head,
On Ibis littie rug."1

Under mamma's bowel,
Lay ber darling suug 1

Then the mcrry scraniblings
Papa lauigbcd 10 seulI

"And you didn't lhik, now,
That it coula bie mu?"

"11T GROWS WORSE."1
111HS wu the honcat confession of a boy

Twho cill into a wreng habit. Ho knew
it au wrong; ho regretted it; ho confessed it.
In bis way liu fouglit against it. Tie flghlt
was not always a bard nor a protractcd one.
Once in a while hie forgot te fight; soinetimes
hoe fought but7 féebly and with but baif a
heurt; hoe yielded oftener tItan ho resisted.

In one of has heurs of deep sorrew because
of the wron, hoe came to bis father to whom
hoe had frankly cenfessed the whole matter
before. IlFather," said the doar fellow, bis
eyes fai of tous, IlI amn sure it growvs -worsc."

"lI bave large hope for yen, Miy boy, beeause
yen feel this anxicty, and because yeu sec that
it grews worse. Si lways groNws worse if
we do net fight iL in thec right -%ay."

Il'But what ia the right way V" askod the
boy, eagerly-

"Il hat la the rigbt way te fight diseue, My
son?

"That depends upen the diseuse."
"Veil suppose it la some diseuse that yen

sec proves fatal wvith other peeple, and which
you ha.e tried in your ewn way, by rest and
dieting and the use of xnany remedies, te
cure ?"

1I should go te xuy dector."
'Whist wonld yen say te hM V"

"'VeIl, I should tel him what, wu the mat-
ter, and asIc hlm, for meýicine."

"Afrter that, what?"
«II sbonld take the medicine as hoe teld me,

and do everything cIse that hoe directed."
"ISuppose yen go te Dr. Blakeweli about

Yeu; sin?
"lThat would ho ne goed," said% the boy.

"He could net cure niy sin; hol bas no medi-
qino for .tbat."«

"lHas me, nedicine for si? la there ne
Phy3giciau =a~ cure ybu V"

"Father, Is -ewbatyou are after; I und~

stand whiat you moan. But Jesus doesn't
seemn reaI to me, liko Dr. B1akoell, He is un-
seen, and net to bc seon by our modtal eyos.
f How can Igo toHim V
r lYour si is real, is it not 1 The thoughits

'and feelings out of which-it grows aroe mal.
You could oasily enough stop tho outward act
if it woro flot for the inward and powerful
feelinùgs which corno boforo tho act."

IlCertainly," said tho boy. IlThere ia iny
most serious trouble; xuy hbort is wrong."

"'You don't mean that your real beart-the
lieart that you cau foc] beating in your breast
-you don't mean that your physical heut is
unhealthy ? You have no heart-discase in
that sense V

«'QO course net. I mean that my spiritual
*heart (I suppose you would call it), my heut
that loves and bates, that feels pleasure and
pain, that resolvea and desires and suffers-I
inean that this heurt la diseased. It loves sin;
it chooses sin; it yiclds te sin."

IlThat boart which you now describo is vorýy
i'eal, althoughi yeu do not sec it, and although
it la not a physical or 1 roui' thing. Do you
flot think so, iy soin ?Ï

"I eil, ycs, if that la reai -shiceh brings ache
and sorrowv, and discouragement and fear."

"lNow, my preci-ous boy, take yeur unseen
buý real sin and sorrowv te the undeen but real
lEhysician. To do it you need not go any-
whoe; Hoe la bore. You need not see any-
thing; yotl do net sec tho sinful heurt, you
,,saut t'O have cuita. You mwist Utiuik. You
must read in the Bible about Christ, that yen
may tktink truc thoitjghts about Him. T~ou
must think prayers to Him. Ta?., te Hlim: tell
Hlm ail about the trouble. Ti-ut Him. Obeij
Hlm.",

IlIf I could enlyfeel that Hoe is real !" said
the bey.

IIBy feeling your need, and by this -kind of
thinking, talking, trusting, and obcying, you
wili soon feci the reaiity of Jesus Christ, the
Saviour £rom sin. in tho meantime, tako
your troubles te Him in the moment of tenip)-
tation; then, thinking about Him, resist. He
will help you."

I arn glad you have said thes things te
me, father, I will try; but won't yen help
me?"

The father felded the bey te bis beart, and
wbile both wept, the father prayed.

"lOne -'hing," said the boy, "lI bave been
afraid of:- it la that God would hate me for
my sin. But if you ]ove me like this, father,
won't God also love me ?

I love yen, my daxling boy, and hato your:'
sin; and God is a father. WVe need net be
afraid of Him. Hoe butes8 sin and loves us.
.As yen cerne te mie go te Him. Trust lm."

From this little talk with bis fâthor the boy
found strongth; aud the boy's father, wlien
hoe was alone, said, IlO my Father la hecaveni
dost Thou love me as I love rny bey? Then I
will trust Theo more.>'

A BOY TO BE TRUSTE».

ASa boy eue niay trust," said I te
i. myseif ef littie Fred Lincoln; "<and

the mother of sncb a son la happy and geod;
I know sho is!"

"And what great tbing bas Frcddy doue?"'

asks my 'wonderîng littie reador. IlAnd bow
do you know bis mothor la happy and good?
she's away off in the south, and boere Fred is
iu Boston, at hie &=nes."

It wvas net a gréat thing that this little -boy
did, who won my confidence and bigb respect.
Itw;as a hit thing. Ah, but littie acta involve
great principlea.

Vie woro ail sitting at the tea-tabie, a happy
and hungry sot, after our long ridu. A plate
of cakè was handod round, ricli and nice-look-
ing enough te tompt even a weak atomach.
As it came to Freddy, ho raised bis hand te
take a piece, thon stopped, and turning te, bis,
sistor, wlio was a littie older than hoe, said in
a low voico:

"lShall 1, Bell? would mothor lik,,e te have
me take it?"

«II thiink net," said the sister; <'it is richei,
cake than mother givos us." N

Thon IlNo, thank you," said Fred; and tho
plate went by.

Perhaps ne eue at the table observed this
exeept myseif; but I could read in the bright
face of our little friend the happinesa which
follows seif-denial and oedience. A cbild
who regards his parents' wishes and commands
cqually in their absence as in their presence
is really trustworthy, and cannot fail te give
ricli bappinesa te those paren L-' bouts.

la there anything Vyou cu learu, of Freddy,
my little reader?

A CIIILD'S FR4 YER.

Lord, look upon a littie child,
And teacli me how'to pray;

Make me obedlient, gentie, rnila,
A&nd Iad, me day by day.

Keep mo from every sort of harm,
Prom, every thought of il!;

Protê4 me witli Thy guiding srm,
.Ana mako me do Thy wll

So ma'y I grow up year by year,
Mid atili increas in a.

That when my work in fmàahd bor,
I =&y beho!d Thy faco

MONR Y.

Mnyborrowed in a foe

Money wasted in a Mrena
Loat beyoud. redeeming.

Hloarded. it in 11k. a guest
Won ili mnxionz aoeking,

Giving nothing for bis board
Save the cmr ot koeping.

Spent in good, it 1e,êi a jO7
Twice its worth bebind it;

Ana Who thug h. lbat it hmr
Shall hercafter Sudit..

LOVE .LIGHTENS LABO URT

0- NE morning I found Dors busy at lier
'3 ironing-table, smotihing the towel§ and

stocicings. t
IlIsn't it bard for the littie arma ?" I asked.
À. look of sunahine came into bier face, as

she glanced towarda ber mother, wbo. was
rocking the baby.

'It isn't bard work when 1 do it :for ;mam-
nia," she said, soffly.

How true it is -iat love makes'labour
sweet.

HEART work must be God's work. Only
the great 'heart-maker can be the great heurt.
breakerr. If I love Hlm zuy heart wiil ho
filled with His Spirit and be obedient, toisi
conimands.-Baxter.
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