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MORNING HYMV,

God of morey and of lovo,

Listen from the heaven above,
\While to Thoo my voice I raisd

In a morning hymn of praise.

It was Thino almighty arm

Kept mo all night long from harm;
It is only, Lord, by ‘Thoo

That anothoer morn I sce.

Father, koep mo all day long

From all hurtful things and wrong;
Make mo an obedicnt child,

Mako mo loving, gentle, mild.
lark! tho birds are singivg gay;
Let mo sing as well as they,

Praieo to Ilim who reigus above,
For His mercios and His lovo,

ULOVE ONE ANOTHER"

Ago you gentla to each other?
Aro you careful, day by day,

Not to give offence by actions,
Or by anything you say?

Littlo children, love ecach other,
Naver give another pain;

If your brother speak in anger,
Answer not in wrath again,

Bo not selfish to each othor;
Never 3poil another's rest;
Strive to make cach othor happy,
= It you would yoursvlves be blest,

BEING AND SEEMING,

O Ve quiet,” said a young Jdove one day

to his fellow-nestlings. “Keep your
quarrel till those people have passed by. Don't
you know you've got a character to keep up?
Men have a way of saying ‘As gentle as a
dove,” and ‘Birds in their_ little snests agree.”™
And Peaylie, the speaker, gave a satirical coo,
which sounded rather like a laugh.

“I don’t mind what they say,” said Duskie,
hotly. “1 don't see why Ruflic should take
up so much room; I can't stir & claw, and all
my feathers, which I smoothed so beautifully
this morning, are turned up the wrong way."
And Duskie gave Ruffie o peck, which Ruftie
returned.

“Coo, coo, coo, coo!” said Pearlie, sweetly,
trying to keep up the character of the family
as the two girls, who had passed before, came
by again. They were walking up and down |
learning their lessons.

“Do hear those sweet creatures,” said one.

“ What gentle-voices they have,” said Mary.
“They always live at peace, I am sure.”

“Of course,” said Jenny, “but they secem
to be fluttering in their nests, nevertheless.
Look, Mary, if you stand here you can see
them.”

Pearlie, who had been pleased with the
flattery of the first speaker, made grimaces at
Duskie and Rutflie to keep quiet, but in vain;
peck followed peck, and flutter followed flut-
tor, till there was nothing to be done but to
leave the nest and have it vut in the air.

And so they did, and Mary and Jemny
watched them with tearful eyes, for it seemed
truly sad to sce those preity, <uft and graceful
hirds fighting, with yufil~d feathers and angry
glances. Some feathers fill cven at the chil-
dren’s feet, and Pearlie’s gentle * coo, coos,”
which were kept up for the credit of the
family, were drowned by her brother and
sister’s angry twitters.

At last the parent birds came back, and
administered sharp correction to the naughty
young ones.
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“Duskio,” said tho father, “it ought to
mako you gentle to know it is expected of
you to bo ‘as gentle as a dove. And, Ruflie,
you ought to bo ashamed to have the charac-
ter of being gentle and peaceful and not to
deservo it."

“Yes, indeed!” said. Pearlio, indignantly,
“and if you had only seen how those saucy
sparrows laughed! You were too angry to
hear them, but they enjoyed your disgrace,
and said something, which I did not under-
stand, about profession and practice.”

“Yes, dear, those are long words used by
men, and they mean that wo ought fo be
what we have the character of being.”

“Ruflie, go outside the nest and smooth
yourself, you naughty bird!” said the mother,
“you look positively ugly. And, Duskie, you
and your brother must not go to the pea-field
for a week. In fact, I shall be obliged to keep
you close by me. It is not only the harm
you do to yourselves by being ungry, but the,
harm you do to others. '

“Why, those sparrows will mako a mock at
goodness always now, and you will find they
will say, * Oh, doves put on a meek and gentle
manner, but they know how to fight and quar-
rel as well gs others” And those two dear
little girls we met were crying, and I heard
one say to the other, ‘How sad! it seems
worse to see doves fight than other birds.
They look as if they ought to live at peace—
as if God meant them to teach us a lesson
about the beauty of gentleness, and meekness,
and innocence; and they have spoiled the
picture. Ishall never see doves again without
a painful feeling.””

“Did she say that?” said Duskic in a
choky voice. ~That's worse than all; I
thought it didn't matter much just being
naughty once. But if she will never forget
it, it has done her harm too; and she is such
a dear little girl; she often throws me peas.”

WHAT THE FLOWERS S4t.

The rod rose says, *‘Be sweet,”
And the Iy bids, *Bo pure,”
Tho hardy, brave chrysanthomum,

“Bo patient aad endure.”

Tho violet whispers, * Give,
Nor grudgo nor count the cost,”
The woodbine, ‘¢ Keop on blossoming
In spite of chill and frost.”

And so each gracions flower
las each a soversl word,
Which, read together, maketh up
Tho message of tho Lord.

THE GOLDEN PENNIES.

L.I'I"l‘LE boy, who had plenty of pennies,
dropped one into the missionary box,
laughing as he did so.  He had no thought in
his heart about Jesus, the heathen, or the
missionary. His was a tin penny. It was as
light as a scrap of tin.

Another buy put a penny in, and as he did
50, luoked round with a self-applauding gaze,
as if he had dune some great thing. His was
a brass penny. It was not the gift of a
“lowly heart,” but of a proud heart.

. A third boy gave a penny, saying to him-
self, * I suppose I must, because all others do.”
That was an ¢ron penny. It was the gift of
a cold, hard heart.

As a fourth boy dropped his penny in the

box he shed & tear, and his hoart said, “ Poor
heathens! I'm sorry they are so ignorant,
and so miserable.” That was a silver ponny.
It was a gift of a heart full of pity.

But there was one scholar who gave his
penny with a throbbing heart, saying to him-
self, “For Thy sake, O loving Jesus, I give
this penny.” That was a golden ponny, be-
cause it was the gift of love.

LITTLE MOUSE JMOUSEY.

Ki%iy Kit Cstty sat by tho fire
ashing her faco with her little whito paw,
Mrs. Mouse Mousoy quiokly ran by hor

Into her hiole when Kit Catty she saw.

8ald Mrs, Mouse to her little mousoy,
“Kitty Kit Oatty will soon bo asleop,
I think then I'll run and got you & bun,
But out of tho house, dear mousey, don't peep!"

Mzs. Mouse Mousey went for hor supper,

Littlo Mouso Mousqy didn't stay in tbo house,
Kitty Kit Catty woke us and caught hor,

And that was the ond of one little mouse,

GOOD AND EVIL.

ATTIE stood by the brook, hardly
knowing what to do; for her house
was just on the otherside, but the bridge was
down the stream. While she was thinking
about it, along came Charlie Jones, whistling
happily. Only last Sabbath, as they came
out of the Sabbath scheol, Mattic had spoken
very unkindly to Charlie, and she thought
surely he would only laugh at her trouble
now; and indeed his first thought was to
make fun of her, but just then a voice said
to him, “Do good, hoping for nothing again,
and ye shall be the children of the highest.”
So Charlie said: “I'll help you, Mattie,” and
almost before she knew what he was going to
do, he had taken off his shoes and carried her
across. “Thank you, Charlie,” said Mattie,
and in a moment added, “I'm sorry I was so
hateful to you last Sabbath.” ©All right,”
replied Charlie, and he said to himself: *“ How
happy it makes a fellow feel to do right.”

SOMETHING ABOUT DAISY.

AISY wanted her slate. It was in the

upper hall, which was very dark, and

she was afraid to get it. She hesitated for a

moment and then ran and brought it.. “Mam-
ma, while I was going up-stairs I said:

*I will not fear for God is near,
In the dark night, as in tho light,’

and so I was not afraid.”

One night Daisy prayed that the snow
might all go away, so brother Harry could
try his new skates. That night the greatest
snow-storm of the season came. When Daisy
arose in the morning and looked out of the
window, she exclaimed, “ Mamma, I think God
did not understand wmy prayer!”

“T had such a hard time while you were
gone, mamma,” she said onc day. “I was
singing out of the hymn-book and Harry tried
to sing bass, and Fred wanted to sing too,
and it did not sound well, so I went into the
sewing-room and shut the door, and Fred and
I prayed.”

“What did Fred pray about?” asked mam-
u;g, for the little fellow was only three years
old.

“He said: ‘God bless,’ and I prayed that he
and Harry might both be good boys and not
trouble me.”




