PLEASANT

HOULS

N

Nobody s Chld.

Atone {n the dreary, pitiless street,

Wit my torm old dress and bare, cold
feot,

All day I've wandered to and fro,

Hungry and shiverlng and nowhere to go:

Th nizht's coming on in darkuess and
dread,

And the chill sleet beating upon my bare
head ;

Oh * why doces the wind blow upon me so
wild ?

Is it because I'm nobody’s child ?

Just over the way theie's a flood of light,

Aud warmth and beaaty, and all tinngs
bright ;

Beautiful chtidren, in robes so fair,

Are carolling songs in rapture there.

1 wonder it they, in their blisstal gl-e,

Would pity a puor lttle beggar ko me,

Wandering alone fn the merciless street.,

Nahed and shlvering and nothing to eat *

Ob. what ghall 1
cotaes down

do when the nix

In {t- terrible bLlackness all over the
town !
Shall 1 lay me down ‘neath tho wintry
sky,

On the cold, hard pavement alone to dle,
When the beautiful children thelr prayers
have sald,

Aod mammas have
snugly In bed ?

Na dear mother ever upon me gmn’ied,

Why fs it. T wonder, that I'm siobody's
child ?

No tather, no mother, no sister, no one

In all the world loves: e'vn the little dogs
run

When | wander too near them; 'tis won-
drous to see

How everyihing shrinks from a beggar
1ike me !

Perhaps “tls a
when T lie,

Gazing far up in the dark blue skv,

Watchine for hours some large, bright
star,

1 faney the teamtiful gates ajar

tucked them up

dream: but sometimes

Anda host of shining, white-robed things.

Come fluttering o’er me in gilded wings ;

A hand that I3 strancely soft and fair

'aresses gently my tancled hair.

And a veice like the carol of some wild
bird—

The sweetest volee that ever was heard—

Calls me many a dear. pot name,

Till my heart and spirits are all aflame.

And tells me of such unbhounded love.

And bdblds me come up to their home
ahove.

And then, with such nitiful, sad surprise,

They look at me with thelr sweet hlue
eyes,

And it seems to me out of the dreary
night

I'm going up 'o the world of light.

And awav from the hunger and storms
co witd—

1 am sur~ T ¢hall then be someboriy's
chilq,

A TGUCHING INCIDENT

The following, which first apneared in
a Datrolt paper, i1s one of the most tonuch-
ing incidents to he met with, I true. it
was a very remarkable case: and if mere-
I imagzinative, it is very suggestive :

There is a family in this city who are
dependent at thik moment nnon a little
child for all the present sunshine-of their
liveg, A few weeks ago the vounr wife
and mother was stricken down to die. 1t
nas co sudden—so dreadfnl—when the
rrvn family phvsician called them tn-
gother in the parlour, and, {n his solemn
nrofessional way. intimated to them the
'rith—there was no hone

Then the aquestion aroce amang them,
Who would tell her* Not the dortor!
I* would be cruel to 1Iot the man of
-¢l nee go to thelr dear one on <nech an
~rand. Not the aged mother, who twas
to ho left ehildless and alone, Nat the
“aupng hushand, who was walkin~ the
fonr with clenched hands and rebeltious
heart. Not—, there was only one other,
~nd at this moment he leoked un from
1he baok he had heen plaving with un-
raticed by them atf, and acked gravely :

* 1« mamma doin’ to dle »'

Then, without watting for an onswer,
he sjed from the room and upstairs as
fa<t ag his liltle foet would carry him,
Frisnds 2+ 3 neighbours were watching
%Y the tick womau. They wonderingly

Dotlced the pale face of the child ns he
climbed on the bed, and latd hig swail
hanad on his mather's pittow,

T Mamn, C he ashed, tn sweet, caress-
Ing tones, ** 18 you ‘fraid to dte 7

The mother looked at him with swift
Intelligence.  Perhaps she had  been
thinking of this,

“Who-~-told-—you—Charile?” she nsked
faintle

* Doctor, an’ papa, an’ gamma—every-
bodv.* he whispered.  ** Mamma, dear.
ML mamma, doan’ be ‘fraid to dle, "IN
you 7"

“No Charlie,” gaid the young mother.,
after one supreine parg of grief, * no,
manuea won't be afrald

*Jus” shut your evea {n ‘s dark. mame-
m. tap hold my hand an’, an' when
ot apen ‘an, mamma, it 11 be al Hght
ther

When the fami'y gathered awe-stricken
't the bedside, Charlie held up his Mlitle
hand.

“1li-s-h ' My mamma doin’ to slecp.
Her won't wake up here anv more

And g0 {t proved. There wrs no
heart-rending farewell—no agony of nart-
Ing; for when the voung mother woke,
she had passed beyond: and, ar haby
CharHe sald, ** It was ail light there.”

‘DIVIDING OUR TIME.

Many a young convert is tronbled over
this question : * How much time must 1
give to religlon, and how much may 1
nee for the world 2 e would. with his
vresent feelings, give all his waking
hours to God; but he has dutfes and
necegsities that compel him to spend
many hours every day In work or busi-
ness, and he scems to himself thus rob-
birng God.

Now the question he asks, nohody can

answer exeept by saying, “ Give God all”

vour time” And {t seems to him. when
his friends tell him that, that thev are
mecking him; and when the Serintures
tell him the same, that is a riddle he
cannat solve.

l.et us have a Socratic conversation
upon this matter.

“Dnes God anpoint us any work—
actval hodily labour—to do 7"

“Yea

*Then. 13 there any sin in doing what
Ced annrintg

“Th-n we have reached the conclnsion
that a!l labour s not sin. T3 God always
precon® with his ehildren 7

“Yes.*

“Then, 3 vou are a child of Qod, will
Gnd‘be always present with sou 2"

a 'OS."

*In your hours of labour, as well as
in your hours of worship 7"

“Jt must be.”

‘“And is he not always pleased when
we do what he commands us ?”

“ Yes.”

“ Then. when we are enjofned alwavs
to have the Tord wihh us, and when God
promises to be alwavs with us. must it
not follow that we do not need to divide
our time between God and the world, but
have God with us all the time? If we
can make him, as it were, the senior
partner in our businesae, ar the overseer of
our labour, shall we not ferl that we must
do honest husiness, and do reliable work?
Then we need not., and maust not. tofl <o
as to unfit ourselves for converse with
him who goes with us to our dafly duties,
and is greatly {nterested in our worldly
aTairs."”

Thus. il we sot rightly about {t. we do
not reed to divide our time : ws can give
it all te God.—Seleeted.

“LET ML PRAY TIRST.”

A sweet and Intelligent little gir] was
passing quietly through the streets of a
certain town a short time since, when
she came to & spot where several idle
hoygs were amusing themselves by the
dangerous practice of throwinz stones.
Not ahserving her, ane of the boys hv
accident threw a stone toward her, and
struck her a cruel blow in the eve.

She was carried home in great agony.
The dector was sent for. and a very pain-
ful operation swas declared necossary,
When the time cama, and the sargeon
had taken out his instrument, she Jay
in hor father's arms. and he asked her it
elin was ready fnor the dactor to do what
he conld to cure ber aye,

* No, father, not yet, she replivd.

< What du yun wish us to walt for, my
chitlg 7

1 want to kneel tn your lap and pray
to Jesus first, - she answered, and then,
knceling, she prayed a few minutes, nud
afterwards submitted to the operntion
with ull the paticnce of a strong voman.

How besullful thls Mttle glrl appears
under these trying circuiustances ! Sure-
Iy Jesus heard tho prayer muade in that
hour, and he will hear every child that
calls on his name. Every pain can be
endured when we ask Jesus to help us
bear It.

SPEAK THE TRUTH

Lying i3 supposed to be counted a
virtue rather than a vice by Orlentals
and exaggeration of language is n char-
acteristic of all their conversation. Dut
the anclent records of the East would go
to show that this was not always so. An
Egyptinn tablet, that dates back to some
four thousand Yyears ago, even prior
to the days of Abraham, gives a departed
worthy's record of his claims to accept-
ance with the powers of the heavenly
world. Among those things that he
aflirms to his credit is this:

* 1 have taken pleasure {n speaking the
truth,

“1 have percelved the advantage to
conform to this practice upon the earth
from the first action (of my life) even to
the tomb.

* My sure defence shall be to speak f{t
{the truth) In the day when

* 1 reach the divine judges, the skilfut
interpreters, discoverers of all actions,
the chasticers of sins.”

And again he deciares for himself :

* My mouth has always been opened to
utter true things, not to foment quarrels.
I have repeated what T have heard just
as it was told to me.”

That I8 a good record for an. ancient
Oriental. It would he a good record for
a nineteenth-century Christian.

WHY THEY S8IT WITH THEIR
HATS ON.

It {s often asked why membders of the
English Parllament sit with their hats
on. [ will tell you:

During the reign of King John (1199,
the king agreed to settle the difftculty
with Philip the Second of France respect-
ing the Duchy of Normandy by single
combat. The English champlon was
the Ear]l of Ulster, and as soon as he
appeared on the field of combat, his ad-
versary put spurs to his horss and fled,
leaving him master of the fleld.

King John. in the best of humour,
asked the earl what his reward would be.,

He replled, “ Titles and lands 1 want
not; of these I have already enongh: hnt
in remembrance of this day, I would beg
the boon for myself and my successors.
to remain covered in the presence of
your Majesty as well as all other
sovereigns of thiz realm.”

The request was granted and it has
never been revoked, which accounts for
the curious and often remarked :upon
custom {n Parliament of members wear-
ing their bhata

*“HOW OLD MUST I BE?"

“Aother,” a little child once sald:
* mother, how old must 1 be before T can
become a Christian ?”

And the wise mother answered : * How
old will you have to be, darling, before
you can love me *”

*\Vhy, mother, I always loved you. 1
Jdo now, and always shall:” and she
kicsed her mothar. *“ But you have not
told me yvet how old I shall have to he ™

The mother made answer with another
question, * How old must vou he hefore
you can trust yourself wholly to me and
my care 2"

*J always did'” she answered, and
Kissed her mother again. ‘ But tell me
what T want to know:” and she climbed
into her mother's lap, and put her arms
about her neck.

The mother asked arain, * How old
will you have te de before you ean do
what I want you to do ?”

‘Then the child whispered, half-gucss-
inw what her mother meant, “1 can now
without growing any alder™

e —— e

Then her trther aatd, ** You can be a
Christian now. my darling, without wait
ing 1o be older  All you have to do a e
Jove, nud trust, and try te pleass the One
who rays ° 1t the litt)e onea come umte
we.” Don’t you want to begin now ¥

The child whiapered, * Yee.*

Then they both knelt down, and the
mother prayed, and In her prayer she
Ruve to Christ her Mitle one whe wanted
to be his. Revivallst,

FINISHED AND FOLDED UP.

* There, that {s finlshed and folded up,
and I am heartily glad *° sald Dertha, an
sgho took off her little thimble, and 1aid
ot the table a pretty blue mualin drese,
on which ahe bad been busy for several
diy s,

*In it well dore, tuo 1 asked practical
Aunt Mabel.

“ Pretty well done for me, auntie
mother says 1 improve in dressmaking.'”

“That is cncouruging. Now, HBerthn,
do you know that stomething else of yours
alto Is finished and folded up this even-
fog ™

‘““IWhat elee can it be, Aunt Mabel ¢
Thia {8 the only plece of work I have had
to do this week, unless it {s that tidy. 1
do not expect to see the end of that for
slx woeeks.”

“ Stilt you have finished and felded up
romething more {mportant than your
tldy, or your dress even—sometding
which will not be unfolded again for
ages, perhaps; and yet you will see it
agaln, with every line and fold. Your
day's history is done and gone from your
keeping. You may remodet the dress, if
ft does not please you, but you cannot
change one jot or tittle of the day’'s re-
cord.”

Aunt Mabel had the fash. . of drop-
ping  these secd-thoughts, which often
grew up, strong, vigorous plants ta young
hearts,

“What hins the record been ™ asked
Rertha of her own heart, as she thought-
full- 1aid away the blue mustin, As iittle
by Httie she tried to go over the honrs.
thers was much she would have gladly
charged it aba could,

“1 wish I had spoken pleasantly tn
Ned when he wished me to help him with
bis flag. It would only havo taken me
& minute or two: and he was first aad
and then vexed with mv crossness. It s
too bad! T left mother to dn 2l her
baking alone, and did not even prepare
the cherrles for her. In my haste to
finish my dress.” A gight of a fittle
Bible, whose clasp had been closed all
day, suggestad still more reproachful
thoughta “No wonder I had such a
Poor day’s record when I hegan it Ia toe
much bhaste for praver. or reading a
verse even.*

The day's work did not look so satis-
factory from this standpoint., and she
slched as she felt 1t was “folded up ™—
Words of Life,

THE LEGEND OF THE BEAUTIFUL
HAND

~ 'l\'olltmo a'stor_v. sister, pleags
“ A story. dear? 1.0t us ses wha

shall he. Oh, 1 wi)) 1)) won of tbtr;_tv
voung ladies who disputed as to which
bad the most heautiful hand. One hoid
up fingees tancring. delicate. and white
as a Uly. The hand of the ascond was
heautiful {m form. and tinged with the
Mnk of a shell  The hand of the third
sremed to combine all the heanties of the
first and second. Just then came an old
woman. homely and s‘ocoping with ags,
and held up her wrinkled hand. ‘Give
me & gift” she s*id: ‘for 1 am poor.’
The taree ladies all doclinesd. A fonrth,
with hands hearing the marks of homely
tol), gave the o'd woman what ahe de-
stred “This one” said sha, *has the
heautiful hand. It is nnt the perfection
of form. the srace of dmple, or dnlicate
tint, but loving mwinistry to the wunts of
the needy that constituter the truest
beanty ¥ AR she spoke there words tha
staff on which she lcaned dimppearnd,
the wrinkles of ace were exehanged for
dazzling bheauty, the bent form arose
mafestically erect, and there stood in the
presence of the ladles on angnl (rom
heaven. She had full authurity to scttle
their dispute, and there {n none to this
dav wha dares raverse hor Indgrent.
Trt ug hoth think on this story, Jlear.
Wa may profit much hy Ita teachinge ™
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