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WILLIE'S PICTURE.

BY AUNT MAY,

¢ Bo ye also perfect.”
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'I ONCE saw a"picture of cunsct, and it surprised me much

the way in which the painter had caught the glory of
the mellow lights, so as to be able to bring it all plainly for-
ward, in order that other eycs which had not perhaps seen
it as 1% had appeared to him, might joy in the sweet reality of
the whole. There were bluce hills in the distance tipped with
crimson, above, the sky all gold and amber, while nearer
¢tiil were Jabourers gathering in the harvest for which they
had toiled day after day, and which after all had come to
them as a fair, free gift from the God who gives us all we
have, I don’t know how it was, but the picture struck me
just as did apother of which I am about to teli you, if only
you will open your cyes and your tender little hearts to take
it in.

Willic was ten years old when first I knew hiw, full of
health and spirits, a boy with a will of his own too, a will
which people £3id would make bim a great man some day.
He was going to be a ““painter,” so he often zaid, and many a
time was he punished for the figures and sketches with which
he covered net only his own but the other boys' copy-books
while at school. Poor Willie, and he meant no harm either!
He meant no banm when he and Bobby Frost stayed tehind
the others one evening, just because Willie had made up his
mind to sketch the schoolmaster, his wife, and little boy
upon the _clean whitewashed walls; but the master thought
harm of it, and after punishing Willie severely, turned him
away from the school. Ile was sorry thep, and so were his
father and mother, and from that time the boy yave up all
thought of artist work. It was very bard for him though,
and one day when T came upon him in the fields, he was
crying bitterly, partly becausc of his disgrace and partly
because he had promised to draw pictures no more. So I
talked to the boy, snd told him of the One Great Portrait we
are all called upon to copy. I drew his mind to thinking

PICTURE,

how He always thought of others’ feelings ms
before His own, and, lastly, how glorious the whole of g life
was to behold, how noble the picture ; and yet we, far a8 our
actions and thoughts must ever bo removed from His perfeq,
tion, are plainly told to make our lives liko His—a picturg of
lights xmg shadows, which the glory of cternity and Gogy
love will render perfect at ths last.

I saw Willie once when his picture was well-nigh finigheg
when the sunshine of heaven was glimmering over the border,
land of earth, and already lighting it up, 80 as to 3 pear
somewhat like the picture of what that other life haq geen
“J am a painter,” he whispered faintly, ‘I have mixed the
colours and laid them on, and that not to pleage mysclf but
others, and now God is giving beauty and radiance and Joyyy
says it is well done.”

So Willie died, and T mused again of tho picture of thy
bharvest ficld ; for the boy’s little acts of unselfish obediapeq
were the golden sheaves—his pure wishes and desires 4,
please God and man the sweet sunset glow, and the angels
God’s reapers, had borne the harvest home, while coloyrs
{lashed brightly here and there, colours which had grown
quickly during the short summer day of the boy’s life.

Cannot you, dear children, like Willie, give up something
for God and your parents—something which clings ‘o yoo
something which you love, but which leads you into mischiel§
It was hard for Willie to give up his painting, but then Gog
knew that be was to die carly, and that therefore he would
uever need it.  Had it been otherwise, doubtless God would
have found a way to let his talent grow, for God, who is a)
wise, can do all things. Tread in duty’s path, give up your
will in all things whercin conscicnee whispers that it is right
so to do. It may be hard, but remember, ““even Jesys
pleased not Himeelf,” and you would like to be like Him,
waould you not ?  So hife will grow beautiful ; sweet coloming
will appear daily for yon and in you; God, who can sec the
cnd from the beginning, will act for you, and bless you ; and
by-and-by, like Willie, your picture will be complete,

COME INSIDE.

ECENTLY, in illustrating the theme, ¢ A man in Christ,?

Mr. Spurgeon told a story thatis worth repeating. Ho

said : Some Christians remind me of the little boys whogo
to bathe ; all frightened and shivering they enter the water
just a little—up to their ankles they wade and shiver again,
But the man who is really in Christ is like the practised
swimmer who plunges into the stream head first and nnds
water to swim in. He pever shivers. It braces him: he
rejoices in it. And see how at home he is in the niver of
race. He has tecome his element. Now fer him ““volive
13 Christ.” It has devoted himself, his substance, and all
that he has to the glory of God. This is the man who under.
stands the happiness of religion in a mabner far beyond the
conception of the half-and-balf professor who bas only
religion enough to make him miscrable. I sometimes illustiate
this by a quaint American story. .An American gentleman
said to a friend, “X with you would come down to
wy garden and taste my apples.” He atked him about
a dozen times, but the friend never did comec, and
at last the fruit-grower said, ¢‘I suppose you thivk
my apples arc gocd for nothing, so jou won't come and
try them.” *‘“Well, {o tell the tiuth,” said the friend, 1
bave tasted them. As I went along the road I picked up one
that fell over the wall, and I never tasted anything 50 sour in
all my life : and I do not particularly wish to have any more
of your fruit.,” ¢ Uh,” eaid the owper of the garden, “I
thought it must be so. Why, don’t you know those apples
around the outside are for the special benefit of the boys? I
went fifty miles to select the sourest zorts to plant all arcund
the orchard, sothe boys might give them up as not worth
stealing ; but if you will come inside you will find that wo
grow a very diffcrent quslity there, sweet as honey.” Now,
you will find that on the outekirts of religion there arc a
number of ¢ Tbou shalt nots,” and ““Thou shalts,” and con-
victions, and alarms ; but these are only the bitter fruits with
which this wondrous Eden is guarded from thievish hypocrites,
If you can pass by the exterior bitters and give yourself nght
up to Christ and live for Him, yoar peaco shall be like the
waves of the sea; and you sball find that the fruits of *this
apple treec among the trees of the wood” are the most delic

what Jesus did when on earth, how He obeyed His parents,

cious fruit that can be enjoyed this side of our eternal home.



