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THE GREAT HELPER.

Josus, I need Thy strongth,
I am »so0 frall, 8o weak ;

Ob, liston to my prayer,
And graot thoe help I seck.

1 cannot stand alone,
1 cannot walk aright,

Unless Thou hold my hand
And aid mo with Thy wght.

Uh, guard me with Thine arm,
Ia perid or in pain

And when temptation tries,
Oh, Lord do Thou sustain.

Help mo an all things, Lond,
Gentlo and kind to be;

Aud lot me grow oach day
More and stili wore ke Thee.

Oh, make mo patient, Lord,
Patient in daily cares;

Keep me {rom thouglitless wards
That «lip out unawares.

And help me, Lord, 1 pray,
Still nearer Thee to live ;
And as I journey on,
More of Thy presonce give.

OQUR BEST FRIEND,
T was n clear, cold morniug in the beginning of
the New Year. The stage would start in an
hour, but Willie was ready.  The lust stiteh had
been taken in the new outfit, the last of the
old stock had been neatly mended and brashed,
and all were carefully packed in the modest leather
trunk. ~Willie shut down the hid, settled the lock,
put the key in his pocket, and seated himself for
one more talk with ~Mother.  Wiliie R, was a
Christian boy and a member of the church. He
could not remember the time when he did not love
God and His church.  And though now he was a
well-grown boy of sixteen. yet he had never out-
grown his love for his mother.  There wax no one
in the world in whotn he reposed such confidence,
or to whom he could talk so freely. But now in-
stead of beginning at onee, as usual, he sat for a
long time in silence, and seemed to be attentively
remnding the various fizures in the delicate frost
work on the window panes, but in reality trving
to wap out his future life in the great city to which
he was going to seck ewployment. At length,
rousing himself, he said, 1 reply to his mother’s
look of inquiry :

“Now, if I only had some friend or relative in
the city who is rich or influential ; or if | had a
letter of introduction from some such person, how
easy it would be to get a place. You know George
Hurris, who went there last year! Well, he got a
splendid situation through the influence of his
uncle, whn is Mayor of the ity 1 know yvou say,
mothes, that it is more noble and honourable to
fight one’s own battles, and make one’s own way
in life, than to depend upon the help o favour of
the rich and great ; bt eometimes b feel weak and
faint-hearted at the’ thought of going into the
world alone.”

Tears were in the gentle blue eves of the mother
as she replicd, “ My dear boy, you canuot feel more:
weak and shrinking at the thought of going out
frow me depending only on yoursddf than T do. But
I know you need not, aud do not, o alone. You
have & Friend richer thau any of the merchant
princes of the city to which you are going, for the
silver, and gold, and all things are Hix He iy
higher in authority than the Maver; for He is

King of kings and Land of londs ile o more

——
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powerful and influential than any ecarthly sover-
cign, for Ho can move tho hearts of His subjoots
as Ho wills."

Willie's face brightened.  ** Yes, mothor, if God
is my friend how can I be ko weak and faithless as
to be troubled beeause T have no other ! I know
1 do all things in His strength.”

* Remember, my son, He never breaks a prom-
ise, but nlways keeps perfect faith with us. He is
kinder, too, than any earthly friend you could have.
Thost who are in the high places of the carth,
sotetimes refuse to recognizo or help thoso of their
relatives who are poor wnd lonely,  But whoever
may treat us scornfully or turn us away, the dear
Lord never does™

“ Tudeed, mother, He does not, but invites all
such to come to Him for help in time of trouble.”

* Aud here is His wond, His precious messagoto
suide and comfort you,” said the mother, as she
put a small pocket Bible in the hands of her son,
 Never cease to love and obey it, but make it the
man of yvour counsel.”

“ Thank you, dear mother, the stage is coming,”
and with a “ good-bye ” kiny, and a low-murmured
¢ pray for me,” he left her, and was soou rolling
away townrd new and untried scenes. After the
talk with his wother, his heart kindled into a
warmer, brighter glow of love to the dear “ Friend
above all others,” who so well deserved the nawe,
and he went with a ligit, brave heart to face the
world in the care and love of such a precious
friend.

Dear reader, are you the friend of Jesus?! Of
all the titles by which He addressed His disciples
when onearth, that of * friend,” was most endear-
ing, “Yeare My friends,” He savs, *2f ye do
whatsoever T command you.” And what a friend
Heis to us! Though there be those around ug who
luve us deeply and tenderly, yet -

Which of all our {riends, to xave us,
Cuuld, or would have shiod his blood ?
But this Saviour died to bave us,
Reconciled, in Him, to God.
By giving His Yfe for us, He has proved that
He feels for His creaturvs a love stronger than
death, and lasting as ¢ternity.

THE GREAT MiNTER.
“ T AM my own master " cried a youny man

I proudly, when a friend tried to dissuade
him from an enterprise which he bad on hand; 1
am my own mnster !”

“Did you cver consider what a responsiblo post
that 3517 asked his friend.

* Respousible—is it 3"

“A master must Iay out the work which he
wants done, and see that it is done rightly.  He
should try to sccure the best ends by the best
wmeans.  He must keep on the lookout against ob-
stacles and accidents, and watch that everything
goes straight , clse he must fail.”

“Well.” .

“To be master of yoursclf, you have your con-
science to keep clear, your heart to cultigte, your
temper to govern, your will to direct, a8d vour
judgment to instruct. You arc master Bver a
hand lot, and if you don’t master hem they will
master you.”

“That isso,” said the young man.

“Now, I could undcrtake no such thing,” said
his friend. “1 should fail, sure, if I did. Saul

wanted to be his own master, and failed. Herod
did. Judas did. Nu man is fit for it. *One is

my Master, even Christ.” 1 work under His direc-
tion. He is regular, and where He is Master, all
goes right”

JESUS ALWAYS.

LITTLE girl went with hor mother, a

womAan in lowly circumatances, as sho
had oceasion to call on u wealthy lady in a neigh-
bouring city. The Indy felt quite an intereat
in the child, and took her all over the house
to shew her all the Leautien and wonders of her
comfortablo home. Much surprised at all she
saw, tho littlo thing exclaimed : **Why, how beauti.
ful! 1 am sure Jesus must love te como here, it
is so plensant.  Doesn’t Hecome here very often
Ho comes to our house, and we bave no carpet
home. © how Jesus must love to come here”
The hostess made no reply, and her vigitor asked
again: “Doesn’t Jesus come here very often?”
"Then, with much emotion, the lady replied : “Jam
afraid not.,” ‘That was too much for the child ;
she hastened to her mother and begged to bo taken
hote, far she was afraid to stay in a house where
Jesus did not come.  That night the lady related
to her husband the whole circumstance, and the
question of the child went to the hearts of hoth
husband and wife, and it was not long before
Jesus was made a guest in their home.

“LET ME PRAY FIRST”

SWEET and intelligent little girl was pass.
4 ing quictly through the sticets of a cer.
tain town a short time since, when she came to 8
spot where several idle boys were amusing them-
selves by the dangerous pructice of throwing
stones. Not observing her, one of the boys by
accident threw astone towands her, and struck her
a cruel blow in the eve.

She was carried home in great agony. The doc-
tor was sent for, and a very painful operation was
declared necessary.  When the time came, and the
surgeon had taken out his instrument, she lay in
her father's arms, and he asked her if she was
ready for the doctor to do what he could to cure
her eye.

¢ No, father, not yot,” she replied.

*What do you wish us to wait for, my child1”

“ T want to kneel in your lap, and pray to Jesus
first,” she answered.

Aud then kneeling, she prayed a few minutes,
and afterwands submitted to the operation with
all the patience of a strong woman.

How beautiful this little girl appears under these
trying circumstances!  Surely Jesus heand the
prayer made in that hour; and He will hear every
child that calls upon His name. Even pain can
be eadured when we ask Jesus to help us bear it.

THE FIRST LINKS.

T is related of the poct Robert Burns that,
after he became a slave to his great enemy,
strong drink, he once said that *“if a barrel of
rum were placed in one corner of the room, and a
loaded cannon in another pointing towards ham,
ready to be fired if he approached the barrel, he
had no choice but to go for the rum.”  If the chain
which binds a wan, when wound about him in its
full strength, is so great, what shall be said of
those who thoughtlessly forge thefirst links?  Are
you forging any?

A urrer blind girl who was dying, &s her
friesnds were weeping around her, said, *Christ
will open my eyes now, mother, and I ghall sce
Him.”

As it is not putting on a gown_that makes
the scholar, but the inward habit of the mind ;
so i *t not putting on an outward walk or
professi..: that makes a Christian, but the in-
ward grace of the heart.




