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SATISKFIED WITH JESUS.
BY HARRY W, BENTON,
4ged Ten Years.

Jgsus died: ho is thoe way
Now for you to lifo so brigbs;
Come, accopt his lovo $1-day,
Lod lum lead you into light.

Uowe $0-doy and be mede whole,
Oash yourself ab Josuo' foet;

You shall rise a ransom'd soul,
Sasisficd with him,—somplote.

Satisfied with him,—]1 dare
All, to follow in his track:
Satisfied with him,—no care,
Doubs, or fear can hold mo back.

Satisfied with him,—my strength
Evory day tho Savieur gives;
Satisfied with him,—a$ lengih
I shall be where Jesus lives.

Darham, Ont., Methodist S.S.
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Addross WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Meothodist Book and Publishing House,
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Motb. Book Room,
Habkfax, N.8.
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OPERING THE HEART.

1 kNBW a liltle boy, whose heard was
touched by a sermon on the words: “ Be-
hold I etand ab $ho door and knock.” My
mother said $o him, when she nobiced that
he was anxions: “ Roberb, what would
you say %o anyone who knocked ab the
door of your hears, if you wished him #o
coms In ?”

Ho answered: “1'd say, ‘ Come in!’”

Sho then said to him: * Ghen say $0 the
Lord Jesus, *Come in!’'"

- The nex$ morning thero was a bright-
noss and & joy aboud Robert's facs, thas
made my father ask: “Roberh, whab
makes you 6o glad and joyful to-day 1"
He repiled, joyfully: “I awoke in the
nighd, and I fois that Jesus Ohrist was ebill
knocking a$ the door of my heard for ad-
wlitance into i+ Isald $o him: ‘Lord

Jeaus, come in !’ I think ho has came into
my beard. I foel happier shis morning
than I evor was in all my lifo  How un-
grateful and wicked in me te keep him
outside so long !"

LITTLE CORNERS

Qrevrola WiLLS, who helped in the
kitchen, wns rubbing tho knives. Some-
body had boen carcless and let one got
ruséy, bus Goorgia rubbad with all her
might, rubbed and sang softly a litkle
song :

“In tho world is darkness,
So we must shine,
You in your litile corner,
And 1 in mine.”

“ What do yeu rub ab them knives for-

over for?" Mary said. Mary was the
cook.
“ Bocanse they are in my corner,” Geor-
gla sald, brightly. “¢You in your lithle
corner,’ and ‘I in mine.’ Tl do she bess I
can, that's all I can do.”

“I wouldn's waste my strenghh,” said
Mary. I know that no one will nodice.”

“Jesus will," said Georgla. And then
she sang again, “ You in yoar lithle corner,
And 1 in mine."”

“ Thia steak is in my corner, I suppose,”
said Mary to herself. * If that child must
do what the cap, I 'pose 1 mush, If he
knows aboub knives, iv's likely he does
aboud steak.” And she broiled i beaunti-
fully.

“Mary, the ateak was cooked very
nicely to-day,” Miss Emma eaid.

“ That's all along of Georgia,” said Mary
with s plensed red face, and then she told
abaut the knives.

Miss Emma was ironing the collara : she
was fired and warm. “ Helen will nod care
whether they are done nicely or not,” she
gaid; “I'll hurry them over.” Bub after
ghe heard abous the knives she_did her

est,

“How beautifully my dress is done!”
Helen said,and Emma, laughing,answered :
“That is owing %o Georgia.’ Then she
told aboud he knives.

“No,” sald Helen %0 her friend, who
urged, I really cannot go this evening.
1 am golag to prayer-meeblng ; my corner
is there,”

“ Your corner! what do you mean{”
Then Helen told about the knives.

“ Well,” the friead sald, “if you,will
not go with me, perhaps I will with
you”" And they wenté to the prayer-
meeling.

“You helped us ever so much with the
singing ¥his evening.” Tha was what the
minister sald to $hem as shey were going
home *I was afraid you wouldn't be
there.”

“It was owlng to our Georgia,” said
Helen ; “she ceemed to $hink she must do
what she could, if it were only knives,”
Then she told him $he story.

“1 believe I will go in here again,” said
the minister, stopping before & poor litile
houso. “I sald yesterday thero ‘was no

uso, but I muss do whot I can” In the
house a sick man was ?lng; agoin and
ain the minister had called, bad ho
wouldn's liston to him, but to-night he
gnid 1 havo come to tell you o littlo
story,’ Then ho told him abont Georgiu
Willin, abous her knives, and hor litbdle
corner, and hor “ doing whab sho ocould,
and the sick suan wiped the tears from his
oyos, and said : “I'll find my corner toc.
I'll try to shino for Him” ~And tho sick
mon was Georgia's father. Jesus looking
down ot hor thas day, said: “She hath
done wha she could.” And he gavo the
blessing. i

LITTLE SOBER-FACE. ;

Manya pus me in the corner $his morn.
ing. ;
%tht do you guess it wasfor? :
Aunt Lucy came with her sleigh, and -
the horses, and tho bells, and I wanted to
go and take a ride with her. Bub mamma
said I couldn’s, because I had a cold.
Whab do you shink I did $hen? 1lay
down on the floor and gcreamed and
kicked. Mamma looked sorry. She fook .
me up and pub me in the corner, and said,
“ You mush stay there for fifleen minutes,
and if you are not good then, you mush
stay still longer.” ,
You don’d kaow how dreadfully long -
fifteen minutes are. They are as long as
'moat all day, I think. 1 was good very
goon, 'cauge I was ashamed of being so
naughiy. .
When I came ov$ mamma told me o go |,
and look in the glass. ‘
I did. You don't know how queer ]- ;
looked. Mg eyes were all red, and my: ?
lips were voudy. R
Mamma saye God makes little faces to’ -
bs bright and sweeb, instead of looking 8o . |
She says lithle mouths are for pleasant
words and smiles, and little cheeks for
dimples.
She says that whep a little face gets
cross, iy makes overyone in the house feel
unpleasand, bub that when ib is bright, it
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is jusb like sunshine. S
‘m geing $o0 dry #o keep my face bright
Don’t you think you had bester dry ié 4o0i
RED HOT.

IT was o very hot day. The dush arose -
in elouds with every breath of alr, yeé thai
was better than the intense heat when the
wind did not blow.

Georgie sat by the window, holding s
gread, palmleaf fan, and trying to keep
his temper as well as his body cool. .

A great fly came buzzing in a$ the door . ¢
that Katie had lefs open, and Georgie- !
krow $had mamma did nod allow flies in. ;
the house. -

So ho watshed him cautiously uniil he:
was still for a momen$, then grasped bim| -
quickly.

“Qht oh!” he gasped, letiing him go: .
agaln, “That fly is red hod, mamma. Ob; -
how he burned !" b
hat fly was a bee '—Youth's Compan-, .
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