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EARNEST QUESTIONS.
Rave you a lieart by faithi macle pure,

And washied iu Jesus' blooci?
Have you bencath the founitain knelt,

And waiked the paths Ife trod?

Hatve you the bands to, work for Hlim,
Byniglitas 'velias da?

Bave you that, ]3iessed Nome iu view
Foreveranci for aye?

Have you a warm. undying love,
For every sin-siek soul ?

Have you a voice to, geutly say:
"'T'hy faith bath mnade thee whoie."

Have you beheid Ilis lovely face,
Lighted by love divine ?

Bave you aii interest in Bis cause
To let your laxnp's iight alune ?

Have you thiat peace wblcl God can give,
Thiat no man takes away?

Have you the lips to alvays sing
"Jesus, my Life,rmy- Way?"_Sl

THE LOVE 0F CHRIST.
There was kneeling one day in the church

a poor collier lad, somo ton or tweive years of
age. His bair -,vas rough, bis clothes wero
tomn and raggd bi fe were bare. Ris
bands were ciasped as in prayer, a sad wist-
fui look -vas on his face. 1 kneeied lýy bis
side.

"Ï wvant to be good," hie said. " I 3vant to
bolong to the Saviour, but I could trust himn
if only 1 coi Id bxe sure that bie loves me."

His had b'.en a hard life in the wvorld, poor
heart, how .hall I convince himn of the fact of
the love of GodI îI spoke to hini of friends
arlxsateeayone -you bave ever known,

who, if you bad to die, would ha willing to
die in your stead to, save you? "

A noment's silence, and tIen -%vith a sweet
smile lie looked up and said:-

"«I believe, my mnother %vould."
In that brief pause hie lad looked back on

life, and nxeasured a motber's love. Ferhaps
threassed before bismid tlhc visionfle

goi 1 tnlit to niend bis clothes, orcearil
to-mnorrowv's bread1 and convinced of the
reality of a mnother s love bis heart toid hini
it -vould be strong unto death.

" Then sec wbnat Jesus lias done: and I
spoke to him of the bleeding bands and feet
of the Crucificd. Be bowced bis face in bis
bands, as hie said;-

" I can love him back, and trust bm o.
Thus was the victory of thc Crucifiedt won,

in that young heurt. Sois it ever wvith us ail.
-Th/e Pay of Lifc.

A SILENCER.
Whcxî Wltelock was about to embark as

Cromweil's envoy to Sveden, in the year of
1655, bue nas ierv much dibt.urbed i i mid as
bie rcsted iii Harwich on the prcGeding nigbt,
wvhich was, very stormy, whl h1ofote i
the distracted state of the nation. A con'-
ildential servant slept in an adjacent bed,
who, finding thnt bis master could flot sleep,
said:

" Pray, sir, wfll you give me Icave f0, ask
you a question?"

"Certainl3y."
"Pray, sir. don ù y ou think God goveraed

the wvorld very weil before you came Into it.'

pray snobeir, doa't you think that h
wili goveru it, quito as well when you are gone
out of it?"

"Certainly."
"Txen, sir, pray excuse me, but don't you

think you iaay as well trust hirm to governà ft-
as lon g as you are lnuit? "

To th is question W'hitelock bad nothing f0
reply, and turning about, soon fell asieep.-
El X.

IF I COULD ONLY SEE MiY MOTHIER.
" If I could oniy sec aiy mother 1 " AGain

and again was thut yeamning cry rapeatod.
"'If I couli only sec my mother 1t" The

vessel rocked, and the -waters,.-chased by a
fresh -%vind, played xnusically against thc aide
of the slip. The sailor, a second mate, quite
youthful, Iay iu bis narrow bed, h is eyca glaz-
ing, bis liLn-bs stifl'euing, bis breath fau ing.
It was not pleasaut to, diethus ln this sbaking
p1unging bh ip; but hoe seemed nc't to ntind
bodily discomfort. Bis eyes looked faraway.
and ever the anon broke forth fIat grieving

" fI could only sec my mother 1"
An old sailor sat by, a Bible in bis band,

froni -%vlich bie was reading. Re haut above
the youig ma and asked him why hie was
so anxious to see bis motber, wbomn be had
,willfuliy left.

"Oh, that's tbe reason 1t" bie cried in an-
guish.' "I've nearly broken ber haart, and I
can't die ia peace. SIc was a, good mother t0

ni- o odc a motiier 1 S le bore every
thing foier wiid boy; and once she saidt
nie:

"«My son, when you come to, die you wiIl re-
inemberthil"

"IOh, if I could sec niy niotber!1
Be nover saw bis mother. He died with

the yearning cry upon lis lips, as many a one
las die& vrho sliglLted fhe mother who Ioved
hlm.

Boys. be good to your mother..-Selected.


