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NEVER OUT 0OF SIGHT.

I kuow a littls saying,
That is altogether truo;
My littio boy, my little girl,
‘The saying is for you.
'Tiv this, O bluo aud black oyes,
And gray—so doep and bright—
No child jo all this carvless world
Is evoer out of siglt.

No matter whether field or glen,
Or city's cruwded way,

Or pleasure's langh or 1abour’s hum,
Entios your feet to stray;

Somo one is always watching you,
And whether wrong or right,

No child in all this busy world
1y ever out of sight.

Some one is always watohing you,
And marking what you do,

To see if all your childhood's acta
Aro hionest, brave and true:

And ‘watchful more than wortal kind,
God's angels pure and whitoe,

1n glsduess or in sorrowing
Are keoping you in sight.

Oh, bear in mind, my littlo one,
And let your mark be high!
You do whatever thing you do,
Beneath some seeing eyo;
0, bear in mind, my littly one,
And kecp your good name bright,
No child upon the round, round earth,
- Is ever ont of sight,

PINS AND NEEDLES.

()NCE there was a girl that lived in a
good home and had plenty to eat and
to wear, and a good father ang mother who

were always laying themselves out for her,
" but she didn’t deserve it a bit.

You wouldn’t have believed it tolook at her,
but there was something dreadful about her.
She was one of the cruclest girls that ever
lived. Idon’t mean that she tore the legs and
wings from the flies, or stuck pins through
bugs; she did worse than that. She carried
pius and needles about with her, and stuck
them into folks. The strangest thing about
it was that her own mother suffered most by
her cruelty. Her mother wasn't a bit well.
She often took a poor spell, and was a weakly
kind of a woman anyway; but this wicked
girl didn’t have any sort of feeling for her.
Jab went & pin here and a needle there when-
ever she happened to feel out of sorts.

“Stuck pins and needles into her own
nother!” said Rose.

“Yes, she did,” continued the old lady;
“sometimes it was a great coarse pin that tore
her most cruelly, and soneetimes it was a little
fine cambric needle, so fine you could hardly
see it, that went away in deep. If she couldn’t
do just what she wanted to, or go where she
wanted to, or read when her mother wanted
her to work, she would just fly up and stick
a needle or a pia into her.”

“Mean, ugly thing,” said Rose, her black
eyes flashing, “why didn't her mother whip
her or shut her up?” ;

“Served her right, if she had, I think my-
self,” said Aunt Patty with emphasis.

“But she was one of those sweet, patient kind
of persons, and she would often go off by her-
self and cry and pray over her bad girl. You
have sren little silk pin and ncedle cushions,
haven't you, made in the shape of a heart?
Well, what was strange about this was that
the pins and ncedles went right through to
this poor mother’s heart and there it was,
stuck full. Nobody could sce them but just

hersolf, and tho eye that looks down into
overybody’s heart.”

Aunt Patty stopped just here, and hor gray
cyes looked over hor spectacles at Rose, as she
slowly said :—

“Do you know of any other girl that car-
ries pins and needles around with her?"”

Rose’s checks .got redder, and her oyes
blacker. She grasped her sunbonnet, dashed
down the steps, and away she flew around the
house, down to the farthest corner of the yard,
out of sight and hearing, and then flung her-
self down on the grass under tho old pear tree,
and cried aloud :—

“QOh, dear! oh dear! she means me, I know
she does !” she groaned. “I wish she never had
come here. She's always watching me just as
sharp. T don't stick ncedles and pins into
mamma, and she needn't say I did; and she's
real cross, too, anyhow. Ol, dear! oh, dear! I
shall die.”

But she did not die; she rolled over and
over, cried loud, angry screams until she was
almost worn out, then buried her face in the
cool, sweet grass and fell aslecp; and she
dreamed. She thought her mamma was very
sick, the blinds were all closed and the house
was still, everybody whispered and went about
on tiptoe, and a doctor with gray hair and a
long gray beard bent over her mamma. “She
has heart disease,” he said “brought on by
trouble ;" then he turned and looked right at
Rose from under his shaggy brows, shook his
finger at her and said: “That is the one who
did it, the troublesome child—she is killing
her mother.”

She screamed out in her dream, and that
awoke her. She had been asleep a long time,
for the sun was almost down on the top of the
hill. Then it atl came to her. Aunt Patty's
story and her dream.  'When she recalled the
words of the gray old doctgr, she cried again
with a!l her might. It was a sorrowful little
soul that sat there for the next half-hour con-
tantly patting the poor little hand, mourning
and repenting. If naughty, cross looks, tardy
obedience, as well as impertinent words, were
pins and needles, how many times she had
hurt her dear mother—her fair, sweet mamma,
that she was proud of. She killing her mam-
ma, indeed ! She would die for her that very
minute, if it were neccessary; but then the
dreadful truths would come and stand before
her. How she hac¢ pouted when her mamma
asked her to put down her “Golden Hours” and
shell peas for dinner; how she always fretted
when she couldn’t have the second piece of
pie, and only yesterday she went through
what she called a “real fuss” about wearing
her white Swiss muslin; told her mamma
nobody else thought it was too cold, and it
was “real mean anyhow.” Why, it scemed as
if she were always wanting to do the opposite
thing from what mamma wished. “Wear your
blue dress to-day,” mamma would say.

“Oh no, please let me wear my pink one,
that blue one is just horrid.”

*Put on your rubbers, Rose.”

«Y don’t need them.” .

“Yes, you do, the ground is quite damp.”

*“Oh, no, it isn't damp where I am going,
besides I can walk on my heels if it is. I don’t
nead them, truly I don't.”

Then she would hurry out of hearing quick-
ly. That would oblige mamma to go to the
Lall door and issue & positive command for the
rubbers to go on, and they always went on
with a pout and a frown, and so it was with
many other little things. Were these the fino
needles that Aunt Patty meant?

Her conscience gaveher a vory sharp twinge,
too, when she recalled her mother's look, and
tone, and words, only a fow days ago whon
sho hud spoken disrespectfully to her.

“My child, when you speak in that manner,
do you know that it paius me in my heart,
Jjust as your finger does when you run a sharp
needle into it?” Mamma knew about needles,
too, it seemed. o

Yes, Aunt Patty was right. She did not
feel angry with her now, nor was she crying
in those ioud, ugly screams; real tears of peni-
tence rolied down her checks. She knelt
down behind the old tree, and told Jesus all
about her naughtiness, and asked Him to take
those hateful sins right out of her heart. She
made a solemn promise never to be naughty
to her mamma any more; never, never to let
her lips speak those awful, sinful words again.
She asked the dear Lord to keep her from
breaking it. Just then she heard her mam-
ma’s soft voice calling:—

“Rose, Rose! Where is my bloosom? Why,
tea is all ready, and we have strawberries and
biscuits. What are you hiding down here for,
little onc' ¢”

“Oh, mamma,” said Rose, in a little choked
voice, springing up and hugging her mother
close, “I am so glad you are not dead. 1
won't be pins and needles any more. I won't.
Do forgive me.”

“Pins and needles,” said mamma, looking
puzzled, “what doee that mean?”

“QOh, it means—it means,” sobbed Rose, “that
T'm never going to be naughty any more.”

God often used to speak to His people in
dreams. Why may He not now send dreams
as well as Aunt Patties to warn his little
servants?

“BE PATIENT, MY DEAR”

“ OTHER,” said Mary, “I can’t make
Henry put his figures as I tell him.”
“Be patient, my dear, and do not speak so
sharply.”
“But he won't let me tell him how to put
the figures,” said Mary, very pettishly.
“Well, my dear, if Henry won't learn a les-
son in figures, suppose you try to teach him
one in patience ; and perhaps when you have
learned this the other will be easier to both.”
Mary hung her head: for she felt that it
was a shame to any lituie girl to be freited
by such a little thing, and she began to thinik
that perhaps she deserved to be blamed as
well as Henry.

AN infidel says he has learned by sad expe-
rience that a curse follows those who break
the Sabbath.

“JORNNIE,” said a man, winking slyly to
a dry-goods clerk of his acquaintance, “you
must give me good messure; your master is
not in,” Johnnie looked solemnly into the
man’s face and replied, “My Master is always
in.” Johnnie's Master was the all-sceing God,



