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BROUGHT TO GROUND.

Oaucnrat last. Thatis what old Sport
thinks to himself, as he keops his eye on
the proetty wild duck. What a pity to kill
such a protty bird. The duck has been
pleading for its life, but Sport will not
listen to its pleas. Ho is 8o delighted at
having served his master, and is now
waiting for him to come up and claim his
prize, when Sport will get a hearty pat
on tho head which he likes Lotter than his
dinner.
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TO SECURE PUNCTUALITY.
BY?MARGARET MEREDITH.

My rule is almost too simple to offer
and yet, in practice, most superintendonts
ghrink from it.

It is, “ Begin when tho hour cames.”

1 once belonged to s model Sunday-
sohool, in which there was but little com-
plaint of tardiness; but which, under a
new, though very good superintondent,
gave great trouble in this matter, until the
old plan was suggested and restored.

Boldly begin with three children, if only
three are present. If your musicizns and
singers are absent, never mind that; change

the order of the opening exercises, or even !
its whole character. You csn pray, and |
you can read chapters. More children and ,

teachers will como in as you reed to swell .
tho responses; and you can afford to be
very polite to your singers when they do
arrive, for tho sight of the difference they |

have caused in the school routine will do :

IF I WERE YOU.

Waar would I do if I weve you ?
First thing I'd make a rule

To put my hat and books in place
When I come home from school.

What would I do if I were you ?
I wouldn’t pout and cry

Because I couldn't have my way
About a piece of pie.

What would I do if I were yor ?
I'd speak a pleasant word

To this and thab one in the house,
And not be sour as card.

And when a body 2sked my help
I'd try to do a favour

So that it shounld not always have
A disobliging flavour.

If T were yon, my little friend,
I'd try to be so good

That my example all round
Might follow, if they could.

I'd go to Jesus now and give
To him my naughty heart,
Ask him to make it new and pure,

And his own love impart

BE CONTENT WITH A LITTLE,

Two little cousins sat talking together
. under an oak tree one warm afternoon.

“Oh, dear !” said the elder, in a very dis-
, consolate tone, I wish I did have pretty
 things like other folks; ; Ida Smith
can have every thing she wants; she hag

more than any words to show that their  two lovely white dresses, & pink and a

presence is necessary. The children, too,
will quickly improve.

Soms will always be lete, but if it is
not known exactly when school really
opens, & great many will be late.

; " blue sash, and oh, 8o much jewelry, gold

; , bracelots, ringe, chains and lockets, and
 hero I can't have even & string of beads or
a yord of ribbon. I declaro, I think its f0o
hard to be 8o poor!"”

Iadies better then men 7”

“Don't be s0 'sconsolate, Rosy,” said Ler
little comforter, soothingly, ** My mamms
anys folks must bo content with their
lot.”

* But, Lily, suppose thoy havon't a loi” §
inquired Rosy.

Tho othor thought a momont and the
said, Well, if thoy haven't alot, thoy wun
bo content with a littla.” :

Dear, happy httle Lily" What a leason §
of contentment you teach us’ Don't com. J§
plain because you do not have great Mes §
ings, but be thankful for the small bhes.

LIKE MOTHER.

WE have all read and been touched by
the story of tke little boy who told . his
mother that when ho grew up he wul
going to marry a lady just like her, i
think the following incidend is equallp}
touching and beautiful :

Little Arthur B—-, a three-year-olf
child watching his mother ab her hous}
hold work, and looking up affectionately @
ab her remarked, “I hope I'll grow up 4§
be a lady!”

“ Why,” said the mother, “do you lik

“Yeo-es!" was the answer. .
“ Well,” said his mother, “if you growy
up to be a man perhaps you can geb som
nice tady to come and live with you; thaij
is the way men do.” .
He looked up with a bright faco andli
gaid: “ Will ‘oo come and live with m
when I am & man ?”
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OPENING THE HEART.
BY THE REV. J. G, CUNNINGHAM,

I xNEW a little boy—he was, my. own
brother, in fact,—whose hearb was touchsifi
by a sarmon on the words, “Behold. Iistand}
ab the door and knock.” My mother. ssidf
to him when she noticed thad.he waj
anxious, “ Robert, what weuld: yon say .k
any one who knocked ab the dooriof youq
heart, if you wished him to.coms in{”

He answered, “I wounld say, ‘Come.in

She then said to him, “Then esy\to LY
Lord Jesus, ¢ Come in."”

Next morning there was a brightucss
and a joy about Robert's face thab mads
my father ask, “ What makes you so glad
to-dey 2"

Ho replied, “I awoke in the night, and
I folt that Jesus was still knocking ab theg
door of my heart, and I said to the Lori
Jegsus, ‘ Come,’ and I think he hag comio ind
I feel happier this morning than I ovef

was before.”




