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un Souma iHonkn,
A LITTLE CRILD'S HYLN. )

Thou thes ones on methur's knoe,

West a liltle ona tiko .3,

When I wake, or go to bed,

Iay Tixy hands abont my hoad

Let ma feol Thes very near,
Jesus Christ, ~ur Saviour dear,

Bo berido ©a-dn the ligh
Qlosd by o .hmxlxgh all tho night 3
AMake mo gzntlo, kind and true,
Do what mother bids mo doy
and choer tho whan I ’red,
J) forgive me when I frrgot,

Onoe wert Thon a eradle 1aid,
Bah& brighi in manger shado,

With thq oxen a5l the cows,

Axd the lambds outaide the house ;
Now Thon art v.20v0 the sky,
Canst Than hoar a baby &y ¢

Thou art nearzr whon we pray,

Ginsa Thon art 2o far nway ;

Thisu my 1itilo bymb will heay,

Jeaus Ohris, our Baviour doar. o
Thew that orce on mother's kmes, - %O
Wext o littls ono like.me, N
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Cowe, dear young friends, let us fancy that
wo atn sitting down togother on this raossy
bank, to have a little talk about the flowers,
and see if 'wo cannot find out what are some
that should-be blooming in our hearts. I.am
sure you must all love the daisies. Look at
this one growing at your feet; how it turns
upward its yallow aye and pure whate petals.

See how steadily it is looking straight Tp-.4

ward into the Leavens, Of what does tt\m-

mind you ? It makes me think of that s'}ee‘fds,

trustful faith that is always looking up, away
from the littlo diffculties and temptations
that often surround us, to the place where help
and streagth ere aaways to be found. The
daisy that we know and love so well, has
often to hang its pretty head because the darlﬁ
clouds gather above ; but to the upturned eye
of faiththere is'ever a spot of brightness $o'be<
ht to gladden the darkest
Dear chxlcf have you such a daisy i
yf\m' heart? ,
Look ¢ little further, and you v-ill sezu@
old friesd the buttercup: there it 1s, noti@
its sprightly head in every breezs, so common
snd well-known that few stop to nosice it,
yeb living its own happy life and fulﬁlhn Ets
own little mission, just as faithfully ss tha'qa
tres or the rose. It seems to be an embliém Qf
a contented, usefal spirit, often not much
noticed, too often but little-admired, yet ﬁlhng
its own place in the world, and makm‘Lﬁm

flowers of usefulness and contentment 'g-mw\_
ing in our bearts 7

The-sweat, modest vinlet has followed the
retreating footateps of spring, and we sesk it
in vain-among the hedgerows; but the frag
rant violet of humility may always bloomm

our heert'’s gatden, if only we will tend it w;th‘.'

patient care.

Theiris one fair flower I must not zorget
for no Irder suinmer has come to the oyl
where it is hot found. Now I do not thugs
when I speak of aholy life that I mean day- -

thing thab is gloomy or sad. The happiest; |

brighest boy or givl may be hnly, for holiness
just means o hace swlat Christ hates, and to

to-1ico plessingy Hintteach diy. Sutnrer has
n.ver WMy nido 1p you unless thig lily is
fuand bisondin in your heart. Evdry ond
vl loves tho Lotd Jesus has some of these
litlics.  With some, alas! they are small and
pom', but that heirt is mwdgt hko Christ
hire they preow faidest and

Tb::wm ono bossom of wiich I my o bo
sire fo temind you, (ts nam) is ;oy\ But,
O, I can compare it to no carthly flower!
The moss besutiful wo see here droop their
heads when tho bitter winds blow, and are
battsre(l to the ground when the storm is
raging: hub this heavenly blossom is ever
most bright when the elouds above aro

darkest; strongest and most vigorous when
all around it des, It is a plagt that springs
ted by no

from no earchly seed ; it can Boy
humer hands, but One ha- pénr both to
plani it and to keop it blooming. Has it
taken root in your heart ?

Just aae mqre flower, and then I have
finished my list; but like the last, I ean liken
it to nothing on earth. It has the beauties of
all other flowers, and the imperfections of
nope. Wao call it Love, and of its wondrous
beauty we can never say too much, for it can
rake radiant tne plainest face ; it can make
fragrant tho most homely life.
carries it in his heart will X\blessed himself,
and be made a blessing to
and girls, it s icy winter,

this sweet flower.

Roses, vtlets and all such lovely children
of the sunshine and the dow cannot, you know
grow on the hard, bure rock ; 16 mors-canthe
blossoms of grace grow on -your hard heart
and mine—they will only droop their heids
and die. Will you not ask the great Hns-
bandman to plough np the hard ground, to
water it with the gentle rain of His Spirit ?
Will you not ask the divine Sower to sow
therein His own heavenly seed? Will you

’&ﬂ not ask the Sun of Righteousness to shine
254 upon the tender buds, and brir.g them to per-

fection? Will you not do all you can to glear
away the weeds that would hinder their
growth? Then your heart will be like a fair
garden, in which the Lord ‘will walk, and
bless it forever mth the sinila bf His love,

FATTHFULNESS TO g A8 WELL
REWARDED.

———

| A story told of Gerhardt,a German shep-
%erd boy, illustrates the fact that he who is
faithfvl over s few things will become the
ruler ovir many.

Gae day he was watching his flock, which
was feeding in e valley on the. borders of a
forests, when a huntex came out of the woods
and agked,

“How far & 4 to thi ne&\st:vﬂlégb ?"

«Six miles, sir” answeret’f' the» hoy; “but the ).
road js only a sheep-trich, and very vasily
missed.”

The hunter looked ‘at the crooked trm:k
“andsafd,-' s

“ My }ad 1 am very bungly &nd thixsty ; 1
have lost my co.apanions, and. missed my way.
Leave your aheep, and show me the road i

J

love what He loves; and to.live a koly Lifo is

will pay you.w C e T i

L\ﬁrm

He who

Il around.  Boys'
%ﬂ nob samnezr |
thh you, if you are neglectthg to caltivato |
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*T csonot leave my shdep, sir,” rejoined
Qerhardt, “ Thoyg ill stray into the woods
and'may bo catdis Yoolves or stolen by rohz
bors.” c“

“ Well, what ot‘ thnt 1" queried t*a hunter.
“They are not your sheep. The loss of one
or two woulda't be much wo your master, and
I'll give you tor hyn you have eavmed ifl a
whaole year” . n~-y
cannot zf“’ sir’@mphnd Qerbardh; vory

“My master psys me for wmy time,
and ho trusts ma with his sheep If I wers
to sell my time;, Y.docs not belong to me,
and the sheepthoald geb lost, it would o6 vhU
samo as if I had stolen them.”

“Well,” said"thu huntor, “ you will trust
youx sheep \m\ﬁ,g_xe while you go to the vil-
lage and zet me some food, drink, zmd aguice?
I will toke care of them for you.”

The boy shook' h}s head.

“Tho sheep,” \Qki:hc, “do not know. your
voice, and stopped speaking,

“And what? Cai’'t you ‘rust me? Do I
look like a dishonest man 7" asked the hunter,
angrily.

“Sir,” suid the boy, “ you tr.ed to make wae
false to my trust, and tried to make ms break
my word to my master. How do I know
that you would keep your word 2"

The huntar laughed, for he felt that the lad
had fairly cornered him. He said,

. “Y see, my lad, that you are a good, faith-
Yul boy. I will not forget you. Show me
the road, a&d I will try to make it out my-
self.” "

Gexhardt then offered the cont.en(’.sr of his
sexip to the hungry man, who, comd as it
wag, iite it gladly. Pr:ege ly his attendants
come up, and they Gethard§, 0 his' surpriss,
found that the _h!%ter was the grand duke,.!
who owned ali ¢hg try aropnd. - . .

The duke was pl(eaaeQ ith the boy's
honesty that he fent for him shbMy afthei !
that, and had him sduc-ted. In aft@r e
Gerhardt became a very great and powerful
man, but he remained honest and true to his

PN

| dying day. -

oD’ cAieg%:

It has been s5id, ard Mmﬂ repeat it, “ God
is great in great things, but“He is very great
in little things.” I will illustrate this by en
incidait which occurred in thexroor of arela-
tive during & Scripture reading: There was a
beautiful engraving on the wail, of the Mat-
terhérn mountain. We were remarking that
the wondrous wqg%f of God were not only
shown in thog loffy, snow-clad mountaina,”
but also the &i osses found in their erevices,
A friend present, said: “ Yes, I was with a
party at the Mamerhom, and; while wewere
‘admiring, the sublimity of the ecene, a- gcntle-,

{ man of the compa.ny P duced 2 pocket, micro-

scope, and hbviny caught a timy fiy, plated it
 ender the ala%s. He.téminded us that the

| legs of the household y in England are,nal.ed )
then called Sur- ion to the legg of\tgns

- little ﬁy, nvhie ickly. cove *with
hair,” thus sH t the same God who
- made” tHese Poft,y molintaing rise, attended to

the comfyrt: of"the finiest T kis creatures, °
even providing socksand mittens for the htﬂq

1 fies¥hddé home these mountains were, - -



