
(lu IIA 1'PY PAYS'.

A MNANL.Y, LOVINU Boy.
lyv walks hcsido bis inother,

Anîd l")ok8 lip il, lier (uîce
IVitli a glow of loving. joynjus prideo

And a truly royal graco;
lie' proudly waits ulioit ber-

Wolîld ahield her wit.bout fear,
T11e boy Who loves bis Ixiotiier well,

lier little cavalier.

To sec noc tears Q soiruW
Uponî lier loving chîeck.

To gaini lier Bweet approviig siliile,
To lieur lier softly apeak,

Ah, wliat ini aIl tlia wide, wide world
Coldd o te hMi 8o dear,

,ito boy who loves làa niotlier ivell,
Ilei littHo cavalier?1

Look for tliat boy iii the future
Alilong the good aîid truc;P

Ail blessuige on the upwvard way
Bis foot shah satili pursue !

of robed and crowîîed and scoptred kings
lic stands tho royal peur,

The boy who loves lus muother well,
lier noble cavalier.

"OUR YERSE."
As Mr. Lawrence was walking down

town one day hoe noticed a boy standing
before a shîop-window, gating earnestly et
aounething withîn. It wus the window of a
book-store and the chîld wvaa lookinig at ait
open Bible.

"4Ca' you read, iny little fellow 1"said
tHie gentleman, stopping.

"lYes, Bir; and thero's oîîr versa."
"' «Verse?'" I
"lVente of the Bible, air. That's a Bible

in there."
"And what's al3ible, littlo nian?
"Why, don't you lcnow, sir ? Tlh, Bible

is God'a book, sir; mt'a the greateat book in
the wbole world."

I ow do you know?"
"«Oh, 1 knom, 'tis ! My father says so, and

nuy niother, and l'm sure tlîey know;
and-"

Who are your father and maother ?
"My fatber'ti a shoeulaker, bir, and

thore's lots of us; and my Inotber-"
"fBut how came they te kuow about the

Blible?"'
..Wlîy, its God's book, 'cause îLCa ail about

O;od; and it tells Inauy a thing îîobody
could know but God; and the wvords i it
corne truc."

"'fCorne truc'? JIow ?"
IIMy niother says she's proved lem and

tricd 'uni. Why, once we badnL a thing
in the bouse, and father was sick, and
zuamnîna prayed te God te mnake hini well

nuitî seuid is acîne bread, and thiere cauie a.
great Iba.4keL of tlîings, and soutie tnonoy and
a doctor, suid fatlier got viell ; and iuotlier
aaid, 'ÀNow sec how God's word lias coîne
trite Il lic Bas, ' Ccll tipon me and 1 wil
angwc'r tliee.' Tlicre's the vcry verso; doi'
you sec it, air ? " anîd tlhe boy poirîted.

«WeII, boy, Prit, glad you kîiow about
the Bible aud love it. I love it, trio. hlave
yoln elle of youir o'vil If

"No, sir; fathier lias .1 big oîw., but its
awful Old.",

',Vcll, lu going lu to b01îy yoi eite.
WVlaL's your naine ?"I

Allanî Murdochi, Bir."
"W"cIl,.iAllai, corne iii." 'l'lie boy's leart

beat qnick, 1 cati tell you, whesi a Bible
witlî hie numne writtcîî iuiside wua given
Min. Ail Ibis owiiî1 lie could hardly
believe it. And rînder bis naine wvas that
of the good gentleman aînd the place wlîere
lie livcd.

",Allrîî, cornu and sec nie sanie tinie.",
"I %vill, sir. Thaîîk yent, sir;"I and the

hîappy boy ral bomne lîîggiîug bis Bible. It
was botter thaîî gold.-&ecied.

A CIIILD'S GRATITUDE

«A 'ii'istuiÂN tells the following vcry
pathotic, story of the gratitude of a littie
German girl :

I unis called one day in October to the
fai-'-ily of a Gerînan wvlo lived on a smal
place tlîree miles front towu. He wes a
very poor tuait, ;vith a large faînily. One
of the uiauy childron, Il boy of ton years,
hiad the diptbieria. 1 attendcd the boy, aîîd
hie recovercd!"

FIe lied a sister two years older named
Sadie, wvho r-eemcd iuexpressihly grateful to
me for "fsaving brother Jimmy'a life."

Sie always spoke of nie as " the grood
doctor wvho sa«trd Jiînmy'a life," and 1 ir.
turu, won by lier affectiouiato words and
way, feui iiito thie habit of speaking of hier
as il my good littHo girl." Thus we becantia
great friends.

Not long afterwards Sadie lierseif liad
dipihtheria, for wvhich she wes very sorry,
tecause it pxcvented lier frein gathering a
buahel of hickory nuLs te be given te nme for
saving Jirmy's life.

lier disease rau ouiinoushy, but et lest
she seemcd convalecent, and one day ber
father called te say that Sadie was nmucl
better, and that I need flot cail again.

But early uext imorniug hoe roused me,
ani seid hoc feared Sadie was dyiug. I
hasteued te hcr bedside, and found that it
was eveti se.

She knew me. Beside hier in the lied
under the ragged quiltl she bad a eniall bag,9

of hickory 11u14, gatlîered Ihy lier the day
betore nt the expezîse of lier Mie.

Sue h blli ont the bag. If For savitig
brother Jiimîîîy," elle ga9pcdl, anid in a few
mnotients îny good litile girl ivi13 gotie.

ONLY ONE.
IIUsNtIsIE) Of Stars iii the prctty Sky,

ludreds of sheila oit the shore together,
1lundreils of birds tliat go -gitgingý by,

llurîdreds of becs iii stîimlr wcatlîer.

Fluîdrcds of dow-drops te greet the dawn,
11undreds of lInnîbs in tlic purple clover,

Ilittdrcds of butterflies oit the lawîî,
Buit only cite inother the wide world over.

DO YOU 1CNOW?

A FOOZi littIe street-giri was taizon sick
one Christmas, and carricd te, a hospital.

WVhile there she heard the atory of Jesus
coxning intri tho world to save us. It wvas
ail iiew to lier, but very precious. Slie
could appreciate suca a wonderful Saviour,
and tbo kuowledge made lier very happy as
she lay upon bier littie cot.

One day the nurse caine around at the
usual hour, and IfLittle l3roouistick"I (that
was lier street naine) hcld bier by tue hand,
and 'vbispered: "l'in having, real good
Limes hiere, lever such good Limes 1 S'pose
1 shahI have to go away front licre juet as
soon as 1 get well, but l'Il take the god
time along-sonie of it, anyhow. Did yeti
know 'bout Jesus bein' born? "

IlYes," roplied the nurse, I know.
Slî.sh-sh 1 Don't talk any more."

IlYen did ? I thought you looked as if
VAU didn't, and 1 was going te tell you."

ifWIy, how did I look?1" asked the
nurse, forgctting, ber own orders in curiosity.

"O just like xnost o' fohIs-kind o' glum.
I shouldiî't think you'd ever look gloomy if
you kcnoed 'bout Jesus hein' horn."

Dear reader, do you know 'bout Jesus
hein' born ? "-Failtjul JVilness.

LO0K IUP.
LiTrLE SAit came intô the house with bis

head hangaing dowîn. IfWhat is the niatter
with my boy ?" said bis niothei'. Sam said
flot a Nvord, but his head went down stifl

lower. Wby do you think ho hung bis
head ? Re lbcd beeca naughty, and hoe was
asbamed to looek up. Ah ' Sami, it is better
te, do riglît, and then you will not fear te
look the great, smiling sun in the face!
Look up. Sara. Confess your fauil; say
you are sorry for it, and try te keep right
in the days to corne.

KEEP aloof from quarrels: ho neither a
witiiCss nor a party.


