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good way of mnakiîîg a living, and Une that
1 would bie sorry tu sc (indian boys
adopting.

A 1MALTESE C'AT.
ily MAt À 1ON E7 CA1îSOI%.

Wlien papa caille borne the otiier niglît
Ilo held the had of a basket tighit.

*Now children," ho said, IIguess thazt."
And wlhen tbecy guessed everytbing but riglit,
Ile lifted it juat a littlc mite,

And showed theum a Maltose cat.

"And now," said papa, "thougli puisa likes fuin
Yet, if you tonnent bum, of course be'll run.

Don't love Luxa ico liard andl squeeze buin."
'IWhy, papa," cried Ned, in Surprise at that,

1 tbougbt tbecy calied it a 31altse cat,
Just sois you could miu and icase Lini."

-larper's Young 1>ct'ple.
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DOING GOD'S ERtRAND.

RESTERt was a little girl wbo was trying
to love and serve Jesus. And sLe sbowed
ber love for Jesus by seekiug topleaso Hirs
in ail she did. Site loved te, do errands for
ber mother, and to, have ber mother sry she
was a faitliful servant when she did tbenî
well.

One day she bla been taiking witb hier
îtotLer about God. As they got tbrough,
sho looked up with a brigbt thouglit beaxu-
ing in ber eyes, and said:

IWhy, xnotber, then <God is sending us
on errands ail the tume! 0! it is se nice
to think that I atu Gd's litt.le crrand-girl."

IYes, dear," said lier mother, "'God las
given us ail errandr te, do for Ilim, and
plenty of tueo te 0 j thens ini, anxd a book,
full of directions to, sLow us Low to do
tisers. Every day we can tel] Iliii whlat we

lire tryiiîg te do, and sisk ]fini te lielp us.
Ait(d w:licii le calis lis houle te, Ilisnsolf, wuo
shll bave grent, jç-y in telling binii wl bat We
bave been trying to do for Iiiini."

I likec that,"' said fiester. IIIt is very
pleasant te bc allowi, 1 tu. d1..> trrnds foir

IOne of my crrand;." said lier Inother,
is te take Care of you.i"
"'And 0310 of minle, dear inother, is to,

hionour and obey yciu. I thiisik God gives
us. v'cry pluasant crrands te, do."

You knowv that notlîing makes us more
happy thait to do allything or a person that
WC xeally love. Tihis is what Jestis meant
whlen le said, IlMy yoke is easy, and nîy
burden is light." That ie what the apostle
Johinimeant whenLe said. 'Ris command-
monts are noi grict-oîzs." Bis people serve
itim from love, anad that inakes everything
they do for Hum Iigbt and pleasant te thets.
-L/oildra's Friecd.

TRE CHILD'S P.RAYER.
IIY JOHN HIILL LUTIIEI.

Lmn of God' to Thee we sin",
])ying that our souls migLt live;

Lamib of God ! tu, Thee we briug,
.Al! that children Lave te, -ive-

Hearts that sinful thouglits allure-
Lanmb of God 1 oh, inake thein pure.

Living, an Thy lire was light,
*Cheerixîg earth and opening heaven;

Weepmng, throughi the lonely nîght,
Ail Thy tears for us were given;

Dying, ail Tby blood was spilt
To redeem. our souIs froni gufit.

Oh 1 ascended Lamb of God I
Victor over death'and sin,

Let Thy life, Thy tears, Thy blood,
Guide us, ineit us, make us clean;

Lamb of God I our sins forgive,
Iii Thy likeness let us live.

Now witbin Thy presence met,
Saviour, send tLhlleavcnly DGve,

That WC Mxay ne more forget,
WLat we are and what Thy love.

Spirit, live thon in ecd bre.ost
Tîll-the eternai Sabbath Rtest,

TMAT LITTLE SIN.
"lO niy How dirty and droopin-g the

beaves of my cincraria are," cried Emuby
Short as she stood gazing -with a very sad
face upon the fae'in, almost dead, plant in
the windoiw seat.

IlThe red spider lias taicen possession of
it," said her father,

IlThe red spider."' exclaimed Emily,
wliat is that ?"I

i wiII show yoti," said Mr. Short, stop.
pitig to the wiîîdow with a pocket micro.
scolie.

l'Aily Iooked througli the microscope,
and saw the undersides of the leaves of lier
cinceraria covered with dirty 'webs, aniong
which were thousands of little active red
insects runuing about as briskly as a party
of chljdren ait a picnic. In factý they were
having a picnic, and fcasting ricbly on the
juices of the leave8 whicli Lad been so
broad, briglit, and beautiful a few days
before.

Ol what tiny littie things 1"1 exclaimed
Elînily.

Yes, they were tiny littie things indeed,
but they had almost spoiled a fins, beauti.
fui plant Had the first pair been crushed
the plant wouid have lived; but, being let
alone, they Lad mùltiplied, and then de.
voured the flower.

That's the way our 8ins do. They seem
amail at first-a littIe fib, a little feeling of
euvy, a littie thought of pride, a littie
covetous desire, a littie feeling of revenge,
a littie selfish wîsh-little red spiders, ever
increasing until, as in the case of wicked
Judas, the love of money which made hlm
crave to keep the Ilbag"I of his fellow-dis-
ciples, grew into the crime of betraying the
blessed Jesus tc, bis eneniies. O, my chil-
dren, crus)' the littie sins to, death lAsic
Jesus to, give you strong 'wis by whieh
you xnay say te your littie sins, Il Get ont!",!
and they Winl obey you.

NO ONE LIRE MOTHER.

POOR Joe bias Lad a long speli of sick-
ness, and is just becoming convalescent.
Dnring tLe wee<s Lie had been suffering:
with fever, no one, not even Lis brotbers
and sisters Lave been admitted to bis room
-no one except mother, for who is like!
lier ?

Have you ever thougbt, children, Low
niuch tbese words inean ? No one like
mother ? No indleed 1 She is al'ws.y readly
in every emergency. It is ber tender hands
that minister te you wlien you are sick, no
inatter how worn and tired she rnay be
lierseIf. And wben you are well, who is it
thiat plans so many enjoyments for you.
Night and day bas bis inother watched
beside Joe's bedside, nntil now Lie is out of
danger. She resds te, him at tumes, and
sometimes tells him stories toi while away
the tedious hours. To-day, sLe bas been
reading tu, Lux of One wLo, wben He was on
earth miraculously cured many who were
siko fever. Do you know His nabie 1

-1la;id Young.


