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“LIAY I XIS3 THAT BABY?Y

To & soldier, farasway from home, there
is no more tonching sight thon that of a
baby in its mother's arms.

While on their way to Gettyshurg, our
txoops wero marching by night through a
village, over whoso gateways hung light-
ed Isnterns, while young girls shod tears
a8 they watched the brothers of other wo-
men march on to possible death, A scens
of the march is thus described by the
author of “‘Bullet and Shell;” ‘

Stoppin§ for.o moment at the gate of o

.dwelling, X noticed a young mother lean-
ing over it with a chubby child in her
arms. Above the woman’s hezd swung a
couple of stible lanterns, their light fall-
ing full upon her foce. Tha child was
crowing with delight at the strange pa-
geant as it watched the armed host pazs

on. . . ‘
-1 beg your pardon, ma'am” eaid Jim
-Manzers, ong of my men, as he dropped
thejbutt of his muyket on theground, and
péered wistfully. inte the faces of the
mother and her child,

“T bog pardon, byt may I kiss that
Jbaby of yours? P'vegot onejustlike him
at home; 2t least ke was when I lash saw
him, two yeavaago.,” -, .., ..

The mother, .a sympathetic fear rollin
down her hlooming cheek, silently hal
out.thechild, -Jim preszed his unshgven
foca to.its innocens, smiling lips for o mo-
ment, and then:walked on, saying:

“God blesa you ma'sm, for that!”

PoorJim Manners! . He never saw his
boysgain in life, A bullet laid him low
nexﬁ-aay, s we made-our first charge.

YHE VIRTUE OF A
T ACE.

In one of the hoard zchools situated in
1 densely populated .district of Qlasgow
on the morning immediatoly succeeding
-thashors vocation of the new-year time,
the young Iady end gentleman teschors
atthe head of the “infant” section x7ere
mzde the delighted racipients of » present
from their young- chorges, . The gifts,
which were entiroly unooked: for, con-
wisfed of two-of thoze highly oraste short
cakes with appropriate seutiments ip su-
i gax which we wergall.as children fomiliar
- xrith, gnd which &3 ‘old forica”. wo do
" .mobicatizaly tabso. . Tho purchees dopbt-
less had besn made ot one of the npigh-
bonring condactiosicrs, sud; tha youn,
_donors 1eid thsix ofcrings blushingly 2a
- in childith foshion withouy »’ vzotfcfpex‘,om
theirteachers, Bothwerxalikeastonich-

ferlittle chil

-you are not, & child.

cr,.t... - .

offer. :Theg

od, but the gentloman managed to stam-
mer out some thanks. The younglady's
delight y7as more lingering and she blush.
ing inquired what she bed done to wmorit
such kiudnecs. For o time no respouse
way mede, until at last & chubby boy on
aback boneh chirruped out, “Oause you're
aye smilin', Mise,” It wesa day of smiles
aftor that, Teachers! does this ineidont
convey any lesson to you?

TOR IIE.

‘Little Carrie was & heathen ohil labout
ten years old, with bright “a¢k eyes,
dark skin, curly brown hpir and slight

form. A little while after ehe bepan’ to
.go to zohool tho teacher noticwd one day

that she looked less happy than usual,
“My dosr,” she raid, “why do youlook
€0 £ad?”
“Beeaura I ean thinking,”
“What aye you thinking abeut?”’
€0, tpocher, I do not Lknow ‘ywhether
Jeane loves me or not.” :
“Carrie,  did Jesus ever invite little
children to como to him®". . . .. .
The little girl repected the verse:<Suf-
ren to come unto me,” which
sho learned at scheol..

“Well, who is that for?”. . .. ..

. .Inan instent Carrie clapped her hands

with joy, and said: , ... ..

“It is not for you texcher, is it? for
No, it is for me—
for.mel” .

From tha.t;hd\rxxfca&}i‘e\_.k\new thay Jes-

.8 loved her; and she loved him back a-

gain with all her heart.—Morning Light.

Dr. Duffsaid, in 1829, 2 he was just
lcaving for Tadia: *There was a time
when Lhad no csre ot condern for the

_heathen, Thot wasatime when I hed
‘np care or concern for my own -soul.

When, by the grace of God, I was led to

.¢are for my own eoul, then it was I began

10 care for the hecathen 2broad. .Ta my
olozet, on bended Fueges. I then zpid to
God, ‘O Lord ! tuon knoweat that ailver

_eud gold to give to this cause I have

none. ‘What'I have I give to Thee.. I
myself, | 'Wilt Thou accept
this gift ¥ Such comsecration on tEs
part.of all who love the Savionr would
inaugurato a religious revolution,

¢
© YWhea I endenver to contemplate the
.$he "ac Eternal Glory, it rezolves into
- Tihved; whea I would'gacs dpon the
Thred, they blend into Ona.—St. ‘Gregory
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