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ELFIE TO THE SNOWFLAKES.
BY NELLIE M. GARARRANT.

0s, lidlo, little snowtinkos,
Tell, ob, tell me, pray,

Through all $he long bright summer-time
Whero in it that yca stay ?

If you would come in summer,
How charming it would seom,

To seo you join the fairy dance
Of fireflios o'er the green :

On azure wing, the blue-bird
Would catch you as ho flaw,

And you would sparkle 'mid the flowers,
Much prettior than dew.

The butterflies would chase you,
A-flitding #o and fro;

And, oh how aweet the roses red
Woald look in hoods of snow !

Aud when woe all grew weary
With summer’s head and glow,
How cool would be your iy touch,

You little flakes of snow !

So, little, lithle snowflakes,
Don't keep so long away ;

If you will come in summer-time,
Till winter you can stay.

A LETTER TO THE BOYS.

My pxAR BoYS: You have been much
in my mind for a week or so, and
now I am going to write you a letter to
tell you what it was that started me to
thinking of you this time instead of ycur
bigger brothers, with whom I am very
well acquainted,

One of the most familiar sights in $he
world to meis thas of a big, broad-should-
ered Welshman named Murdoch, who sits
one or two pews in front of me in church.
Snuggled close up beride him at almost all
the services is his lié¥'s son, whose round,
dark head hardly comes above the top of
the psw. Everyone can see that John and
his {ather are on very good terms, and I
have always liked to watch the greab con-
tont and friendliness of the tall man and
the emall boy. Bub Ishould never have
thought of writing to you about them ex-
copt for just one short speech that a lady
wade to me $wo wecks ago I suvpose
she h s forgotten all abont it by this time,
but | have no$, and I hope that youn wili
ali try to remember ic tou. We were talk-
ing of Mr. Murdcch, and how hard he tried
to get the men who worked with him
doriog the week to come to church, and
this wns what she said:

- Mr. Murdoch is very fortunate in his
son in ail these charch plans of bis. It
10t every boy, by any means, who is
willing to help like John. Plenty of them
would not Jike to ruan after the workmen
on the buildings, as he daes, and carry his
father’s messages and invikations to them,
Bus John is always ready.”

Was nos that & nice thing tosay ? Could
anybody say enything like ié abous you, I

wonder ! When your wother is trying to|
conx somo old lady to church, and aske
you to go a littlo ous of your sway o carry
bor a posy or a glass of jelly, aro you
“rialy” todoe it? Whon your Sunday-
echiuu teacher tolis tho class that ono of
tho boys has stayod away for throo or four
Sundays, ond asks you to speak to him
about 1t and try to got him to como better,
aro you “ willing to holp” 1  Or porhsps
tho preacher shakes hands with you some
Sunday morning, and asks after your
grown sistor or your father and eays how
much he would like to seo them a$ church
too; do you “carry the invitation” homo
with you?

My letter ia getding too long for me to
write more. Bu\ t2-night when sleepy-
fime comes, and your mother is tuckin
you into bed, ask her abous the little tug
boats $hat come pufling into New York
barboar, bringing the great, rich steamers
in bshind $hem, and get her to toll you
what o broad, deep harbour God's Ghurch
is, and how many, many vessels are lying
ous ad ges, waiting, maybe, for some little
tug to tow $hean into por$, where, by the
blessing of God, they mighé casé anchor
and bs at home for ever.

Hoping thas you will take the example
of my small Welsh friend o heard,

I am, aflectionately yours,

SaLLy QaMPBELL

“SORRY IS NOT 'NUGFF.”

“ ALLAN! Where is Allan ?"

A moment sgo he was playing with his
little cart in the ya.d, hauling earth to the
currant bushes. I canno$ tell how many
cartfuls ho carried. Ho was as busy a9 a
little man. But Allan is gone; there is
his cart.

* Allan! Allan!”

“I's here,” at last 6aid asmall voice from
the back parlour.

What are you there for?” asked Lis
mother, opening the door and looking io.

Allan did not answer ab first. He was
standing in the corner with a very sober
look on his face.

“ Come out to your litsle card,” said his
mother. “Ib is waiting for another turn.”

“I's not been here long 'muff,” said the
little boy.

“ What are you here for a¢ all 7" asked
his mother.

“1 punishing my own seif. % picked
some green currants, and they went into
my mouth, 8aid Allan.

“Oh! when mother told you nob to:
Green currants will make my little boy
sick,” said his mother in & sorry tone.

“TYou needn’s punish me,” said Allan;
“I punish my own self.”

His mother often put him 1 the back
parlour alone when he had been a naughty
boy, and you see he took the same way
himgelf.

“Are you not sorry for disobeying
mother 7" she asked Allan.

* I am sorry, bub sorry is not nuff; I
punish me. I stay bere a good while and
$hinks.”
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Is nud Allan nghd 1 Sorry, it is is only
gorry, is not cnough. How often children
say thoy aro sorry, and yol go and do the
eamo thing again! Thad 1s very alon,
shallow sorrow. Allaa foll $his, s0 ha w8
was for makiog seri.us work of it.

FOLLOWING JESUS

*How I shounld like to tako anosher
nsp,’ said Jennio, a8 sho hoard her mother
calling her ono morning. Then remember-
ing that early rising was ono of her croeses,
gho quickly drosscd and ran downsbaire.
She sab tho tablo, and holped her mobher
aboud the breakfast. Afse breakfask sho
washed the dishos and dusted the rooms
She fels $hat sho would much rasher be ou\

g { ander tho shady tross, bu then she als

fold that she ought to deny hersolf to help
mobher. After dinner hor mother took the
baby to pud him to sloep, and Jennie set-
tled down to have a nico tims with her
new elory-book. Sbe had read only a few
pages, when a lady called to say shat Mra.
Brown was sick and wandsed Jennie's
mother. So Jennio's book mush be laid
asido, and the baby amused while her
mother wen$ to soo sho sick neighbor.
Thue Jennio went on doing $he $hings she
did not like, and giving up the things that
she did like, in order $o holp others and
that she might please the dear Saviour she
was trying to follow.

S Or e

RELIGION IN A TRUNK

A LiTTLE girl had boen rummaging in
her mother's $runk There she found a
‘church letter” which her mother had
neglected to prescnt o #he church inio
whose neighbourhood she had moved. The
little girl rushed %o her mother, shonting,
“ 0O mamma, I've found your religion ‘a
your $runk'” A trunk is a poor, dark,
mothy place for one’s religion. Quat into
the light with it, where it, too, may shino
and bring glory to God and help to men.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL LESSONS.
Manrcn 18.

Lessox Toric.—Wine a Mocker.—Prov,
20. 1-7.

MzmMORY VERSES, Prov. 20 1.7,

GoLDEN TEXT.—Wino is a mocker,
strong drink is raging »n! whusvever 1s
deceived shoreby 18 not w. o —Prouv. 20, 1.

MaRren 25,

Firsr QUARTERLY ReEVIEW,

QoLbEN TEXT. - I wu. the Qud of Abea
baw, and the G.1 f I asc. a4} the Gud of
Jacob  QGud is ot the Qul of t' o dead,
bus of the living - Matt 22. 32,

Lessox Toric —-Tho Resurreetion, of
Chrigh—Mark 16 1 S

Memory Veases Mark 16.C, 7.
GoLpbeN Text.—Bus now is Christ risen

from the dead —1 Ccr, 15. 20.



