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The Brother'as Promise.

I8 a dark and dreary garrot,
or a dirty London slum,

Whors the blessod light of heavon
And the sunshine seldom come.

All nmidat this want aud gyqualor
"Uhia abode of sln and carc—

Lay a little city arab,
Breathing out his small lifo there-—

All alone save one-—his sister—
Youngor still than he, who tried,
All in vain, to drive the anguish
I*rom his aching back and side,
still sha bont o'er him, carcasing 3
And thoe while, in accents mild,
With a faint and facble nsteranco,
Slowly spoke the dying child :—

*J am Qyinc, sistor Nellio;
And when 1 am cold and dead,
I shall bo at rest in heaven,
As the clergyman has said.
Bt jou'll come soms day, my sister—
There is room for me and youn ;
It would not bo heaven, Nelife,
If you did not come thero too.

« And if fathor comes to.-murrow,
Whea he sees me lying dead,
Ho"i know then I'am not shamming,
As you know, he always said.
Don’t you be afraid he’ll beat you
\Y hen he comes to-morrow mora;
I feol aurn ho will be kinder,
Nell, he looks so dull and worn.

¢ We have boen goud friends, my sister,
In our short lito's paln and woe,
Though we've braved ft both togethor,
You must stay whiic 1 must go.
I am not afraid of dying,
To be froed trom ail tnis pain,
Butd wish for your sake, Nollio,
I was well orid strong again.

*Don't cry so, my darling sistor ;
Lhough I'm gotng far away,
1 shall be o shining ungel
1n a land of uvndiess day ;
And I 1l atwayx wateh you, Nellie,
From my ptace in heaven above—
I will ask dear God to let me,
And I know He is all love.

““So whon I am up in heaven,
In that plave no tair to ace,
I will:look.down, dear, upon you,
Though 1 know you won't see me ;
And when all 18 husned and silent,
And tuo stars gloam in the sky,
You will know 1'm luoking, Nellie,
Andbe-glud, wnd will not cry,”

. ~ - » * » L3 L3

In a damp and dismal graveyard,
Whers the bones of paupors iie,

Midst a crowd of gaping idiors,
Paysed a hittle funeral by.

But she only one who sorrowed,
Only mouraer of :them all,

Was a little ragged maidon,
Sobbing o’er a cotliu mnall,

—~Casscll's Family Magazine,

True Service,

“1 waxT to do some greal thing,”)
ceried Sopny 'Givson inpetuvusly, 8o
that the world may revere -and honor,
me, insteud of .going through my
humdrum existence duy by day.’

“But why, my child,” answered the:
-old grandmosuer-tenderly, *should your.
lite ‘be humdrum? Lo seems to .me
you have -everything to muke ‘it the
contrary—biothers and-sissere, mother
-and futher, & beautiful home sud plenty
of work to intereat y ourself in,”

“ QOn, rbut, grandma, look at me! I
do -nothing and am noshing. Pevple
round the next streot maybe never even
heard otaue. Look st Florence Night-
‘ingale, -Urace Darling, Joan of Arc,
-and-hundreds of osher women who have
mad3 & :geir 1 the world, while L uwm:
‘bound to pass a monotonous home-life,
with no great-gis-and dommg no good:
to.anybody 1" snd the -full brown oyes
filled :with tears as-Bophy laid-her chest-
‘nut head on herigrandmother’s knees,

I heard listle Herhort saying last:
might,” the old lady replied, “has he
lovea 1w Buphy becuuse sho was ulways

rervien, if dono Lo plesso him, s mnch
o6 if vou w ro a great refocor,”

“Bat, grandma, no ons ¢m help
loving B 1. bucanse he innuch a pet;
sud, begider, that ivs very lictle thing,
after all”

“ Well, darling, God dors not cequire
the samo servien trom sil, and Fs will
not jadgo us by the quandiy ot work
that we do, but by the q ity ; and 1t
he has placed you in a yoiet home, he
siees that there 14 tho place where you
oan bost gorve him and che servica with
which he will by most pleased.”

“Bu I don't ses huw doing such
iittle things can be doing him service,”

“Iotch vhe Bible, my chil¢, aaa fiua
Numbuigiv,, and read verses 32 and 33
There you will soe that the service
appoiated for the sons of Morari was tue
smelless in conneotivn wi h the taver-
nacle. It i3 not doing the little things
only that pleases him, but doing them
well and tor him becsuse hoe gave them
to you to do.”

Sophy resd slowly through the verses
mentioned by her grandwmother, sud
then looking up said, I soe, grandma,
tnat the sons of Merari had ‘vhe pins
and the cords’ to look safier, but sull
toat wat very little gervics. ¢ I wonder
chey were saustied to do so lite!”

* Way 1t L8 gervico or less import-
ant, quriing, becsuse it was small sor-
viea ! Tne wbarnacle was not comylute
wituont it8 pius, and I ¢xpect the sons
of Morari recognizod G.d’s hana in
gViug tuem toas .ite-work, And 80 iv
14 1n the temple of God which we awe
vuilding : our lit.le niche hss to ve
‘prepassd and mwade ready,’ and our
asdy life, witn its dutics and aiscipline,
moulus us into bis likenees.”

] unders and now, graadwma,” cri.d
Sopuy eagerly., " lhbaveo:ly tne pi.s
snd the cur.s’ to tuks caro ot tor &
Little time, but who knows what I muy
be lator on "

“ Lnat's 1ight, pet, I leave you tiis
verso: * Lhou ba-v been faiwntul over &
tew chings ; I will make thee xuler uver
msny tangs,’”

Oty %ree from Strong Drink.

Tukre's a beautiful o1ty we're told ;
Crystal rivers.and strests ot gold,

| Bicused the beings whose shinng foet

Lhers hightly tread eacn gutet steet.

1 Sweet tne muste thas fitls the aic

No Dxing Sonp THERE.

Father ! in pity look down we pray,
Hauaten on carta the better day,
Help us to work us a Temp’rance band
To drive demon-drink Irom this fair land,
And wipe away tho bitter tear

Luar Drink Buixaes Hxre,

——— -
Inasmuch.
e
“Turre is something else 1 wish to

.sposk wish you avout,” smd Miss Grey
after the lesson was finished.

Kach memver of tho class looked

interested, for Miss Grey's talks wore
usually found pleasant,

] want to tell you about soms little
children whom you can help 3f you
deaire to, and I am sure yon do, The,
are in a children’s hospital in the aty.
How:it would have touched your hearts
it you could have boen with me when 1
went to see them ! Think, dears, ot lung
rrows of little white bedsan alargo room,
snd from ecach one of them a pale
petient little face looking up at you, sg
df wishing they could tollow you out
into the bright world and the sunshine,

with limbs strong and healthy and faces:

88 Y08y a8 your own!
«.Bug the poor little things still have
a-grons deal w by shaugtul tor,  Qood

80 kind ; snd L vhink God scouptssuch -puuple, tull of the Lord’s owa spirie of

Jove smd compuaton for bis sufforing
oned, have gathored them into thig
howe, and everything is dene thero to
tolinve them sund to mule thewn happy,
The rooms wure light and cherry,
hright-colurnd  pictures and  wmotioes
hang wpon tho walls, Nurses with
Plewsant fucey and pleasant volees w .t
upon the litle ones, and many kind
people go to see them aud curry hooks
und toys Lo them,”

“I don’t ses how there can be any-
thing lett for us to do,” said Ruth,
“ They secmn to have everything they
like,”

“Not quite. Thore '8 something
which thoy itke as well ag you do, but
whicb can only reach them through
loving hands, ‘When you go out in the
gardens sud in the lanes and fields,
what do you see smiling up at you a1
every side §"

“ Fiowera! tlowera!”

“Yes, What would the summer day
bo to ug without their beautiful taces?
Now, some ludics are arranging to send
to the little hospital children ull they
can get by next Saturday atternoon
train. Wil you help?”

“ Yes, indeed.”

‘There was an eager discu«icr ag to
what each cue could sond and the
small lassies went home determined to
make the very best oft 1ing they could.

Fully half of ‘he nex: Saturday
morning vas spent by Ruth in gelecting
the choicest treasures ot her garden, and
ty noon they were arraunged in wet
nwss and hidacn in a shady corner until
who, wag ready to carry them to add to
the others. She touk a longer walk
thiough a shady lane whereshe'e xpected
to find some lovely wild Hlowe.s, and
by the time ghe got into the vitlage she
knew she had littlo timo to spare.

“Oh, pretty, pretty flowers! Give
Ky 1”

.She was passing some very poor-
looking houses when she stopped ac the
sound of & wistful voice:

“@o 'wayl—go 'wayl” camo jn
harsher tones, * Go 'way! Thoy've
got scarlet tever, and youll ketch it.”

“ Oh, never mind that,” said Ruth,
A childs tace, wan and pitiful, was
lookiug at the flowers, and she could
not bear to go on.  “I've had the scar-
lov tever,” she said, “I'll come in a
moment and show the little girl my
flowers, 1f you Lke,”

She entored a dingy, close-smelling
room. The ohild’s pale face brightened,
while an plder girl, who appeared stul
more ill, raised a fover tlashed fuce and
looked longingly at the flowers, “I
can ¢ stay a minute,” aaid Ruth, taking
out one or two to give them, Bust the
hot little face b nt closely over the cool
flowers, and Rath found it hard to
think of drawing them away.

«'This is a hospical, sure enough,”
she-said to hersulf ; and in & mowent
came the theught, « Why shouid I not
leavo thom here? No one could want
them more, I m sure.”

And thon Ruth learned a lesson
about ler own little hoart, She had
beon telling herselt ali the time that it
was purcly through love tor the Master
that sho was miuging her offering ot
flowers. Bui hcre were two of his
little ones who were suflering and poorly
cared for, No bright piatures were
brought for their awusement, nothing

cheoring or refreshing, no pleasant face.

or tender voice came near thom ; and
yot sho did not want to give them her
flawers; and she knew that it was
b cause Bho luped o savw that they
were bettor than any ouhor live girl

walt giviag, and that she wantad to he
praised for it, How much pride and
vanity were nipgled with hor gift |

The sick child ssnk back upon her
pillow, saying, *7Thank you. Good-
byﬂ.”
But Ruth did not tarn toward the
door. I will give yon the flowers,”
she said, “ T meant them for sor-e sick
children, uo of course thoy are for yoa.”

She felt a glow of pleusure in the
fancy that the dear Lord might indeed
have sent her to theso littlo neglected
ones, Tho hisrsh-voiced woman’s faoo
roftened w¢ ghe brought water for the
flowers, and soon the room was gay with
the brightness which comes only from
loving hands which delight in loving
officos.

Ruth did not go to see the large col-
lection of flowers sent to the city. No
one knew how faith{ully she had joined
in the labor.of love. But asshe walked
home there was a music in the song of
the birds and in the breath of the wind
which seemed in baemony with a whis-
per in her heart which came in the
sweot rominder, “ Ye did it unto me.”
—Sydnsy Dayre.

“ A Lio is a Lie,” seid Lizzie.

WHAT ! not ell an innccent fib to escape
I'rpm & harassing bore when you're busy,
Or to get yourself out of a troublesome
scraps?”
“No; & lie is a Jie,” sald Lizzie.

“But a little whito lie now you wouldn't
attack—
A rat’s not an elephant, ishe?”,
““No; a rat is a rat, whether white, gray,
or black;
And a lic is a lle,” said Lizzie.

By subtle distinctions some may be per-
plexed,
Some brains made by argument dizzy ;
But I know I am right, and I'll atick to my

text:
A lie is a lie,” said Lizzie.

What Toadstools Did.

Dib you ever thiok how strong the
growing plants must be to force their
way,up through the earth? Even the
greon daisy-tips and the tiny blades of
grass that bow before a breath have to
exert a force in coming through that,
in proportion to their size, is greater
than you would exert in rising from
under a mound of cobble-stones, And
think of toadstools—what soft, tender
things they are, bresking at a touch!
Yet, I can tell you, they are quite
mighty in their way.

CUharles Kingsley, the celebrated
writer and clergyman, was a very close
observer of Nature, One evening he
noticed particularly a square flat atone
that, I should say, was about as long
and as broad as the length of three big
burdock-leaves. He thought it would
require quite a strong man to lift a
stone like that, In the morning he |’
looked again, and lo! the stome was
raised 80 that he could see the light
under it. What waas his surprise to
fin?, on closer-examination, that & crop
of toadstoals shad aprung up under the
stone in the nijht, and raised it up on
their littlo round shoulders as they
came! This shows what can be done
by uniting our forces. The little pieces
of money given by children, put
together, will do great things for the
world,

<

DRUNKENNESS calls off the watch.
men from their towers; and then all
ovils that proceed from a loose heart,
an und:d tongue, and a dissulute spitit

we pub upon its account.




