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A CHILD'S IDEA.
0 for the warm and simple faitlî

An inftints broast pervading,
Whcn ail that charms or pains it liore

Is frorn its cyc-siglit fading!1
Famiar with the Saviour's naine,

And withi lus life's sad story,
No doubts or fears it knoivs, to Cloud

Its bopes of future glory.
"My bonnet 1"1 cricd naIittle maid,
lipon lier deatb-bed lying;

"Wby ask for iL?" ber miothoer said,
il My darling, you arc dying.,

LDo bring it me," the child replied,
WVit1î look and accents stoady;

"Christ Jesus cornes to takce me hiome,
And I shall fot be roady 1"

'GOD HAS MADE THEM ALL."
This was a cbid's thought, when a town rnissionary once

liac led her tbrough a wrctched, crowded, dismal part of the
district were lic labourcd. H-alf-naked cbildrcn were play-
ing iii ffltby guttors; fierce-eyed women were quarrelling;
old people, wasted witlh hunger and rnisery, were leaning
sadly in the ontrance to narrow courts. T'he dear child had
nover scen so mucli povorty and wretchidness bofore. For
sorno tirne sho was sulent, when ber companion asked her
wvhat she was thinking about. She heaved a deep sigh in
answor, thon slowly said, Il God lias madle tkeit ail."

This is the thouglit wi-h *wbich we, too, mnust look ovor
thle world i -which -%ve live. AIl are clxildren of the one
groat Fatlior. Eo cares for aIl, however ignorant, wicked,
or miserable. And thore are none, so great or wise, s0 rioli
or happy, as not to neod Bis love.

« TUÂT V01GE IN ETERNITY."'
A minister, while attonding chur.-h in a strange city, was

struck ivith the surpassing sweotness of the voico of a young
lady wio sat -ioar bu,. Boing afterwards introducod to her,
lie inquirod whethor she 1:ved the Saviour. Sho replied,
I arn afraid not." IlThen, rny doar young friend," said the

minister, Ilwhat will you do with that voice in eternity ?


