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that may be a whole year), unless 'some good
little boy or girl helps to get it off for him.
-Nov, we can .learn a little lesson, from this.
ltiïs bâter to stay at home and do what moth r
and-Ifir say, for if you steal away you nay get

ito frouble, and then you will feel so unhappy.
41Yes, èvén'if 'they don't scold you but only -laugh
at you, you will feel unhappy, and perhaps you

hwill get into. some kind of trouble that willstick
6toyou'for atong time. It is not easy, sQmetimes,

Uô wipe out the effects of a sin. Make up.your
minindùÎhen. to obey what is said to you at home,

Pnd bd satisfied with all that is provided for you
ühere, and try to be a credit and not- "a dis-
,grace to fhe family."

PUTTING HEART IN IT.

HE custómer was a prudent matron from
the country, careful in her shopping.

"Itis a pretty piece of god.s," she
-aiand just the col our I want ; bift

I amafraid it will not wash."
Oïe of- uie sh6j. girls behin4i.tl& ounter

bowed- indifference and turned 'away. The
the:hid.eagerly, " Are you going to .anotfier.

.paof'the'store, -madam ? For it ià my lunch
!h'ui and I will take a sample to thé bîsement,
aüd và.sh and diy it for, you before you corne
lbaak."

The colour of the fabric proved to be fast, and
the custonier bought it and asked the name of
the obliging shop-girl. A year afterward she
was again in the same store, and on inquiry
learned that the girl was at the head of the de-
partment.

"She pùt as much life into her work as ten
other women," said the manager.

One of the most prominent business men of
New York said once, " I have always kept a
close watch on my employees, and availed, my-
self of any hint which would show me which of

- then possessed the qualities requisite for success
for themselves and usefulness to me.

" One day, when I was passing the window
of the counting-room, I observed that the mo-
ment the clock struck six all of the clerks, with

. but one exception, laid down their pens, though
in the middle of a sentence, and took up their
hats. One man alone continued writing. The
others soon passed out of the door.

"'Petit,' said one, 'has waited to finish his
paper as usual.'

"'Yes. I called to him to come on, but he
said that if this was his own business he would
finish the p. per before he stopped work.'

"' The n.,re fool he! I would not work for
a cora4any as for myself'

'he men caught sight of me and stopped
talking, but after that I kept my eye on Pettit,
who worked after hours on my business 'be-
cause he would have done it on his own,' and he
is-row-my junior partner."

"GOD KNOWS."

On-i wild and dark was the"vinter ni8ht,-.
Wheaz th*enigrant h1þ 'wentidown'.

Butjust outside of-téharbour·bât
In the siglit'of ihè stailed town e

Thè winds thëy howled and éèa it'roàrèd,
And never a soul cuoild sleep ,Sve i4e little ones on their.mothei's breasto,
Too yoùng'to watch and deep.

No boat could live-on the angry surf,
No) rope could reach the land:

Tilere were bold, brave hearts 'pon the shore,é There,'vas many a ready hand:
Wom.en vho prayed.and men.who strove

When prayers and wòrk vere-niyn-
For the sin rose oveï the awvfulioid

And«tlie silence of the main 1

All day tie watchers paced.thesands--
All day.-they scanned the dêep

Al night the booming minute-guns
Echô d'from iteep to step.

"Give ùp-the'dead, 0, cruelseâló
They cried athwart thespace

But only.a baby's;fragile form
Escaped fram its.stern embrace! 1

Onlya little child of all
Who with the ship vent-dowu

Tha, night, when -tehapþ.bbies.slept..
Sa warm.in the sheltered.toWn..

Wraîped in the gloiv af the orning light,
IA a on theshifting sand,

Asir as a sculptor'sinarblé-dreara,.
With a shellin its dimpled hand.

There were none to tell of its race or kin,
" God knoweth," the pastor said, •

When the sobbing children crowded to ask
The name of the baby.dead.

And so when they laid it away at last
In the church-yard's hushed repose,

They raised a stone at the baby's head
With the carveh words-" God knovs 1"

KINDNESS REWARDED.

F-au 'THE KING IN H:s'Bnu-r."

OME .time ago a poor old widow woman
lived on the line of tbe Baltimore and
Ohio Railway, where it passes ihrough
a wild district of Western Virginia, in
which are very few inhabitants. She

had ah only daughter. They lived in a log hut
near a very deep gorge, which was crossed by
the railway bridge. The widow and her daugh-
ter managed to support thénselves by raising
and selling poultry and eggs. In the sunmer
season they gathered berries, ,and, witi
other little articles, carried them to market.
But it was a long and weary walk to thè-toi*
where she sold these atticles. The railway
passed by her cabin to this town; but she could
not afford to ride, and so trudged contentédly
along-on foot. The guard of the train 4 *ne'to
know this good old wonan. He was A kind-
hearted man. He had learned the Ieson' of
gentleness, and loved to practise it whWnvÏr hi


