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A LITTLE PRAYER.

O Thou, who in Jorusalom
Didst littlo childron tako,
And latd thom in Thy bosom,
And on thom blessings spako;
And looked and smilod upon them,
8o swoet and joyously,
And said to their foud motlors,
* Qf such My kingdom be.”

Wo're told Thy heart's a fountain
Of graooe to children dear 5

A s0a of love, an ocean,
Of which wo lovo to hear.

O doareat Saviour, hear ust
Thy lovo on us bestow,

That wo in lifo may sorve Thoo,
At death unto Thoo go.

Oh lovs us, lovo us, Jesus!
We littlo children be ;
Soo us bowod at Thy footstool,
Our oyos raised up to Thoe.
Wo would lie in Thy bosom,
And thore be blossed by Theo ;
Heirs of Thy kingdom make us.
Amen. 8o let it be.

TREATING THE BOYS.

NE summer day, when the sun was
pouring down its burning rays and not
a breath of air stirred, a tired, thirsty wis-
sionary, with aching oyes and throbling
temples, was passing along a street lined with
liquor dens, when she saw four ragged, bare-
footed, bright-eye:l buys, from eight to twelve
years of age, turn to go into a beer saloon.

Though faint and heated with walking the
dusty streets and Lurning parvements, she
would not let slip this opportunity to sow
some seed of truth and righteousness.

The headache was forgotten, and in a clear,
cheery voice, she called, “Say, boys, what
are you going in theré'for?”

The boys—two newsboys and two boot-
blacks—stopped and looked curiously at the
questioner, and one replied :

“We're going to get some beer.”

“It’s awful hot,” added another.

“I'm cheking to death,” said the third.

“] wouldn't go in there,” said Miss Carpen-
ter. “Come with me, and I'll treat you to
something hetter.”

The boys looked at her and at each other for
& minute, and one said,

«1 say, let’'s go with her to her saloon.”

“ Agreed,” said all the rest, turning to
folicw her,

Just then the proprictor of the saloon came
to the door and growled cut:

«“What do you mean by interfering with
my business this way 7"

«1 mean,” said Miss Carpenter, pleasantly
but firmly, “ to interfere with it all that I can.
My business is to do all that I can to break
. up yours, and I shall ku.p every budy vut of
your clutches that I can.

The praprietor shut the door with a slam,
and turning to the boys, she sald,

«Come, boys, I know a nice place out here,
and 111 treat you all.”

The boys followed, talking in their quaint
way.

« Where's your saloon ?” said one,

“Qut here on the steps of the church ixa

boy that sells the nicest, eoolest lemonade you
ovor drank,” said Miss G, “just the thing for
a hot day liko this.”

“That's s0," said one, “I'd just as lief have
it as beer.”

“When you drink lemonade it don't make
you want anything strongor. You can drink
all you want, and it won't make you feel
foolish, or do anything wicked.”

“Tow much does it cost 7" asked one boy.

“It's just as cheap ay beor, aud ever so

| much healthier.”

“That’s the drink for me,” cried one; “1
guess 1 shan’t buy any more beer.”

“I sny, let's treat her,” suggested one, and
the others readily assented.

When they arrived at the lemonade stand,
one boy stepped up and said, “ Give us five
glasses of lemonade.”

While they were drinking the boys cracked
their jokes and made lots of fun, but thoy
treated Miss Carpenter with great respect.

“How much?” asked one, pulling some
conpers out of his pocket.

“Ten cents,” replied the lemon vendor, &
slender boy of a dozen years.

“T pay for that,” said Miss Carpenter, pro-
ducing her portemonnaie.

“ Noyoun won't,” eried all the boys in chorus.
“We do the treating.”

“ Let me pay half,” insisted Miss Carpenter.

“No." said one of them, “ when such a lady
as you be comes along and offers to treat us,
we consider it an honour to treat her.”

“ Well, really,” snid Miss Carpenter, “T must
say, gentlemen, I never was treated <o hand-
somely before in my life. I thank you all
heartily. Now sit down with me on those
shady steps and we'll talk a while.”

They sat down and talked together about
temperance. She told them the dreadful
sights she had seen in drunkards’ homes, and
they told her what they had seen, for all of
these boys were familiar with some of the
horrors of intemperance. ’

“ All of these drunkards were once boys like
you,” said Miss Carpenter, “and probably be-
gen by drinking beer and cider.”

“I'll never drink another drop as long as I
live,” declared one boy with energy.

“Den’t you all want to sign the pledge?”
asked Miss Carpenter.

«T will,” said one.

“So’ll 1,” said another.

“I can’t write,” said the third.

“Nor 1,” said the fourth.

* Well, you can meke your mark,” said Miss
Carpenter, producing a pledge which they all
signed, two writing their names, and the other
two meking a cross.

They sorn scparated.  Miss Carpenter did
not forget those boys. She kept sight of
them, and often iects them in the streets
selling papers or blacking boots, and always
speaks a checring word to them. They are
keoping the pledge, and still patronize lemon-
ade stands instead of beer saloons,

Be not discouraged by past failuresin duty ;
but confess to God, beg His interference, and
try again. “The way of the Lord is strength
to the upright.”

LILY'S FAITH.

NE night thore was a scvere storm at
sea. The waves dashed, the winds
raged, and all around was heard the terrific
roar of the breakers. A ship ley at the mercy of
the waves, In the eabin was a little gir}, the
only child on board. Shealono, of all the pas-
sengers, was calm.  When her father, who was
tho captain, could find a moment to spare, he
would como to scoe how she was getting along,
Aftor a while ho asked her if she was not afraid.
“Oh, no, papa!” sho replied. “When I
feel the ’fraid coming, 1 just kncel down as
mamma taught me, and ask God to take care
of us; and I know He will.”

Tho captain was not a Christian; but he
had great respect for those who were. The
litele ono noticed that he made no reply, and
looking up into his face, saw how worn and
haggard he was.

“Why, papa!” she cried, “ you ain't afraid,
are you?”

«¥es, Lily, I am,” he replied solemnly—
“afraid to die without & hope that my soul
is saved. O, my child, pray for me !—pray
hard! I mustleave you now.” 4nd, witha
kiss, he returned again to his duties,

Right down there in the wmidst of those
weeping, groaning people, little Lily knelt
and prayed: “O, dear Jesus! my papa isn't
ready to dic,and he's afraid.  Won't you take
the 'fraid away, and make his heart all clean
and white? And, dear Saviour, please be
with us to-night, and save us! I know you'll
do it; for the Bible says so. Bless Lily, too,
and all these people, and take us all howe safe,
for Jesus sake. Amen.”

When the little one avose from her knees,
there was not o dry eye in the cabin,  She had
brought God near to many hearts (which
were near forgetting Him in their time of fear)
by her simple little prayer.

Before long the captain came again, and
said: “Lily, I'm afraid no longer. God has
made me willing to bear whatever comes, - Qut
there in the cold and wet I bowed myself be-
fore Him and gave up everything inte His
hands; and Be has given me in exchange a
strange sweet joy. Keep on praying, Lily,
and I will be with you.”

Lily wept for very sympathy.

“Qh, I wish mamma had hved to hear him
say that!” she said; “it would have made
her so happy!”

When the captain came again, it was to say
that the storm had abated its fury, and there
was hope; and, when the morning dawned
over the sea, thoy were out of danger.

There were many thankful hearts in that
ship, and not the least so were those of Capt.
Burton and his Lily, for the strong man had
found the peace that floweth as'a river, mak-
iug life's desert place bloom and smiloe; and
tbe dear little child rejoiced for him.

“ Wherefore He is able &lso to save to the
uttermost them that come unto God by Him,
seeing he ever liveth to make intercession for
them ”

CoxQUER thyself. Till thou hast done that
thou art a elave; for it is almost as well to
be in subjection to another's appetite as thy
own,




