HAPPY DAYS.

WHAT THE LORD FOR
DOXE,
Every moment of the day,
While at work or merry play,
With our happy mates at school

Or at home 'neath mother's rule,
Oh, rememwber, little one,

What the Lord for you hath done—

YOU HATH

How ho left the mansions bright
Of that world beyond our sight,
Teft its glories all behind,

Care and toil on earth to find;
This and mora, my little one,
Christ our Lord for you hath done.

Cruelly was he received,

Sadly was his kind heart grieved,
By the ones he came to save,

For those couls his life he gave;
And his sorrows, little one,

Show you what the Lord hath done.

Now he reigns once more on high,
Yet looks down with loving eye;
Often conies be to your side,
Tries your tender feet to guide;
He remembers, little one,

What for you be once hath done,
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WHAT THE CHURCH-BELL DID.

Oxe Sunday morning, as the people of
God in the pleasant littlo village of M
were gathering in his sanctuary,a boy of
some twelve summers was seen to go half-
way up the church steps, stop, hesitate, go
down sgain, away toward the fields. He
was walking briskly when the clear, silvery
tones of the church-bell rung out on the
still morning air. The boy started, and a
troubled look swept across his face. “Has
that old bell got & voice2” he thought to
himself; it certainly said, ‘ Come, come,
do come.”"”

“You promised to spend a day in the
woods,” whispered the tempter; *“and
was George Gray ever known to break his
word? And besides, it is dreadfully warm
up there in the church, and so cool and
pleasant out here among the clover aud the
daisies.”

« Come, come, do comze,” chimed the bell,

 Cannot you worship God just as well
among the grand old trees and beside the
running brook 2" suggested the wily one.

“ Come, do come,” urged the bell,

George eat down on & stump, and such a
battle as he fought there! He was just on
the point of yielding to the tempter, when
there came up before him the many times
ke prayed at his mother’s knee, “Lead us
not into temptation,” and of the night when
his dear father went “ over the river” to the

better land, bow he ealled him to his bad.
side, and laying kis band lvingly on his,
head, with hie dying breath said: * Love |
God, my boy, and do rizht alway.” !

Getting vp he bepan tr mn toward the !
church, and never once stopped until ho !
reached tho church stepr.  As he went in, ;
these words fell upon his ear: “ My soa, |
keep thy f{ather's commandment, and forake
not the law of thy mother; hind them
continually upon thine heasrt, and tio them
about thy neck.” When, n few months
after, God visited the church with bountitul
showers of heavenly grace, George was
among the * first fruits.”

e is an old man now, with locks whiie
with the frosts of wmany years, and feot
trembling on the borders of the grave, but
he never wearies of telling how (3>d made
the bell of the sapre'ury to prsise and
honour him.— Good Warls
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WIAT CAN EUB IT OUT.
<My son,” ssid his mether to a flaxen-
haired boy, five years <11, wlo was tryiag
to rub out some pencit warks he had made
on paper, “ My sou, do yeu know that God
writes down all you do in a bock? He

writes every nanghty word, every disobedi- |

ent sct, every time you indulge in temper,
and shake your shoulders, or pout your lips;
and, my boy, you can never rub it out.”

The little boy's face grew very red, and in
a moment tears ran down his cheeks. His
mother looked earnestly at him, but she
said nothing more. At length he came
goftly to her side, threw his arms around
her neck, and whispered, “ Can the blood
of Josus 1ub it out 27

Dear children, Carist's bleod can rub out
the record of your sics, for it is wrilten in
God's holy word, “The blocd of Jesus
Chuist, bis Son, cleanseth from all sin !""—
Selected.
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WHAT ROBBIE LOST,

RoBBIE'S mother was sewing by the win-
dow where he stood, cross and sulky beciuse
it rained. A rzgged toy, goinz by, locked
up as if he envied the warm shelter and
mother love which Robbic was forgetting.
And what do think Robbie did / He made
an ugly face at the pcor fellow. His mother
put down her work, and drawing her boy
closer to her said: “A little girl about
your age, whom the Lord took to live with
himself, a few years ago, was once watching
the rain and the people when a wretched
looking girl with ao rubbers or umbrella
to protect her from the storm, going by,
looked up as if she longed for the bles:ings
of a comfortable home. Do you suppose

sho 8aw such a dilionred tace voy oy wa
& moment avo '

“tSpesa mat, wawle l Roaldae

“No, indeel  With a <weet <mile the
dear ctnld threw e o ke, and sucha Lok
of ploased wurprice a3 came 1t the pow
girl's face waz warth cang Yom have
lost a chan: o to ive o sunle, my tay. Try
to lonk and speak as you want te be remetw-
bt‘rcll "

Robtie, softened l'_\' the st
eousin i heaven, thenght th,
would.

SRILRANN
he alway «

A SHIFWRECK.

WELE you ever an the water in & s*orm !
And did you nnt fisl hke shrinhing down
in the boat close to paps ar uncle, whe was
rowing

The sailors  have
aund

left  the ship 1n
the distance are trvipe o oreah
the shote,  There haa been a sterm at +on
and although the waves are nt < lugh
now, their ghip i3 ant safe, and they have to
forsake t,

[f you were an the share, dear chisliren,
could you mot siny to cheer them? Yey?
And I can guess what you woull ming,
Would it nct be that faualiar, noging song
which I have heard you any

“Pull for the shore, sador, pull fir the

ghore !

Heed ~ot the rolling waves, tn® breud to the
oar;

Sufe in the life-boat, sailur, cling to self no
more °

Leave the poor old strand=d «reck, and pull
fur the shora.”
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OUR SAVIOUR'S LIRTHPLACE.

Tusne is no place in all the world to
which Christiang loock at this tumn with so
much interest as to Bethlehem. The vauge
of this great interest in that old town—one
of the oldest in Palestine—is the buth an
one of its mangers, cight-én hundrel and
eighty-eight years agy, of a child who br.
came the greatest man this world has ever
geen. Every one of our readers knows that
his name is Jesus, the dear ('urist Cmld
whose birth angels celebrated with one of
the grandest songs ever heard on earth, If
you wish to know how the people of Bethle-
hem lived in those early times, Jou can
find out by reading thc book of Ruth. It
was also there that Davil lived with his
father when Samuel was eent by the Lord
to anoint him to be Kin s of Isranl. It will
be a geod exercise in Bible-study o take a
concordance and find all the passucet relat-
ing to this noted place. Many interesting
things in Bible-history ceeurrea there,




