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,ii~ for efit 01onn.

MY RICHES.

P'al but a littie chtild,
Bat oh how, nix arn 1

I have a sonl, a precious souli,
'Vo save it Jes'îs canme to die.

Riclu, ricli, riclu
Oh rich indeed axa I.
l'in but a little ebild,
But oh liow ricb ani I

I have a robe and golden crown,
Laid up for me beyond the sky.

Pdelî, ricli, ricli,
Oh rich indeed arn 1.
l'm but a little cbild,
But oh lîow rich ani I

1 itave a home in that fair land
',Vhere sýtreaxas of liue flow gentiy 'Dy.

Rich, ricli, ricli,
Oh rich indeed arn 1.
l'm but a little child,
But oh how ricb aii I

I have a Saviour, Christ the Lord.
Glory to God !to God most higli.

Ridli, ricb, rich!
Oh ricbi indeed arn I.

THE SCOTCH THISTLB.

"Sncl a mite as 1 can do no gootl"' is tlîe
general impression cf our boys and girls, wlieu
they are uirged to do wbat thevy caîx for tîxe
good xvork. But smaller, liumbler instruments
than you God bas made use cf to do great
worlîs in this world.

A great army many ycais ago invaded Scot-
land. They crelit on straltlsily Pver the
border, aîîd jîrepared to miake a niglît attnck
o11 the Scoittish forces. Tîsere lay tIse canmp al
silently sleeping iii the starlighit, neyer dream-
ing that danger was _se near. Thse Dalls, te
nuake their xdvanc,- more noiseless, came
forward Luart-fuott d. Buit as tlîey neared the
sleeping Scots ene uiiliiey Dane bruug-bt bis
lroad fout duwn s(iularcly on1 a Il'htlisg thistle.
A roar of psaini was the eosejieQ, lich
rang like a truxupet blast tlri-,bigl the sleeping
caiîp. In a mntxent ca-h soldier badl grasped
lais weapon, alsd thse Dalles were ilboronglily
routed. The tlîistle was freux tlat time adoîit-
cd as the national eniblei of &otland.

By tbei biarbour of ',%(w Londc'n tuene waq
once a long, old nope.walk, with a row of
sfquare wWldow-lsOlCS frouting tise %vaten. lu1
tihe time cf wrar a lîritisis Admiirali was crilising
eff tîxat const, and liad a very guxot chance te
enter and distrov the town. lie was on-e
ruked afterwau-d why lixe did not do it.* lie
replied tixat Ile slîould have donc sn 'laif it
had'nt been for tîsat formidable long fur-t wlîose

guns entirely corrimandt al the harbotir." He
hiad been scared oir by the old rope.walk-.

SHiE GATIERD SHAVINOS.

Miss Janette B. Cameroin, of the United
Prtshyterian Chiurcli in lRochester, 'New York,
is to acconmpany the Itev. Dr. I3uslinell on bis
return to Africa. The fo)llowiîg is the story of
lier lifé as given in the New York.rncl.t.
When quite a child she saw a Isicture iii one of
the Sabbath-school books, of a lisatsexi mother
throwing her infant to a crocodile in the
Gangeès. Shie eagerly inquirt d of lier teacher
what it ineant, and the explanation given made
an impres.-ion upDn lier mind that lias neyer
been eflaced. Soon after, au address by Dr.
D.s.les, of Philadelphia, enlisted her zeal to do
what suie could in beliaîf of the cause. Slie
gatliered sliavings and sold themi to acquaint-
ances, giving tie pennies earned to the nmission
ini Syria. The desire to, becçamp a missionaxy
lierseif was early formed, and grew with her
growth. So many obstacles were in the way
that ber pastor and friends wcre slow to
encourage lier to hope for it. But she did flot
&ýspair. Through deep poverty she fouglit her
way, lier eye steadily fixed on tliis ";one thing,"
aiid now, to the wonder of al], "the litte
missionary shavings girl," well qualified for the
work, is comnxissioned to engage in it.

A FATHER'S SELF-SACRIFICE.

ot longr ago a coloured fislhmman was
crossing the river )tissis-ijbpi at Little Rock on
a stormy nigliht. lie biad bis young chiild xrith
him in the boat. Wbcen in the middle of the
river, the water begaui to dash over the sides,
aîid it b(canie quite plain tlîat, uxiless relieved
of some of its wei<ýlit, the vessel would sink.

Placing the child secnrùly in the rmiddle of
the smal1 craft, the fsîtler jtinîped iinto tlîe
river, Nwas washed aivay, and (lrowned.

.A party from the bank -,ent to the rescue,
and recovered the boat and %,hild, but t'Se mani
was neyer secui afterwserds.

Does iiot tlîis little story of a négro fatbier's
love reniind ytan of the greater love ai Our
Fatlier ? The- earthly p~arenit gave lus le for
lis own son ; but 4 Goal s-3 li ved the world thîat
lit gave Ilis ollly lsegittten Sons, thiat wlîosoever
buulieveth iii Tuau ïlo.uld xuut peiî,but have
cvcrlastilng lueé.'

LITTLE ALIT .

The littie girl whosue hetter appearird in the
SciilItuhr issiue of' the BEFc>i1D, has dieî¶ since
nritiiag it. A irigluter farr, a sweeter voice, a
gentier spii it ivaLs iot auusuug ou aht -s(ol
scholars. Sue xvas indeed al little "'suilcai
casting hiri 1 ditness wliere'er shie went. May al
our little rcaders try and iruitate lier (xample.

Isa. llt3fiower Vale, Oct. 1879.
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