PHE SUNRBRMAM,

YOUR FACES.
I kNow they aroe rosy, children,
I know that your eyes ure bright,
That your cheeks have the cunningest
dimples,
And your brows aroas fair us tho light .
But I know something clse, my darliogs,
That mayboe you have not heord,
So liston, my pots, and remember
A wise old grandmother’s word :

Whenever you frot and quarrel,
Whenever you frown or cry,

Thero's a line on your faces that tells it,
And will tell it by ond bye,

And when you would fain look pleasant,
The tell-tale marks will any,

* Sho or he may try to bo pretty,
But have beon cross in their day.”
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PADDLING AND PRAYING.

Sainp Thomas Jones, an old coloured
preucher: *“When I was cscaping from
slavery, and found myself out on the
ocean, I prayed God to help mo, and he
did help me. I found some boards and
got on to them. Well, what did I dothen?
Did I stop praying, and think because I
had got a fow boards I could goalongnow
and Jidn’t need the Lord's holp any more ?
No' I kept on praying, and held on to the
boards. Well, what did I do then? Sit
still, and expect the Lord to carry me
sufely through, and think that I had
nothing todo? No! I took a stick for a
paddle, and went to paddling and pray-
ing I did not sit still, liko those who
havo o pame to live, and are dead ; but I
just went to paddling, and did not forget

to pruy; ond by paddling and praying I
pot through, So God cxpecta us to pray
und alho to padidle, and not wait for him
to do the work that ho has got us to do”

There is sound phi'osophy in tho old
wun’s talk. Paddling is needful, as well
as praying; and a more ancient teachoer
once drclared, that * Faith without works
is doad, being alone.”

A TOUCHING INCIDENT.

Mi. Cnantes CarLeronN CorrIN, who
was a newspaper correspondent during the
late American civil war between the North
and South, was an eye-witness of many
of the hardest-fought battles, where men
distinguished themselves by deeds °of
bravery and valour, or courageously bore
sufforing and death. He saw them fall
like the leaves of autumn, driven through
with the bayonet or sword, blown to pieces
by tho bursting of the shell, or torn with
the rifled cannon ball.  He often passed
over the contested ficld, and saw these
brave fellows in every position, and condi-
tion, and with overy expression upon their
death-scaled features,—some of fear and
hate, some of remorse and sorrow, and
some of intense pain.

He tells of one young soldier who had
fallen at the batt.e of Antietam. He had
been standing with his comrades, near a
dwelling-house, when he received o mortal
wound. But before he expired, he had
tuken his pocket Bible, and opened to
these beautiful words in the twenty-third
psalin: “Yea, though I walk through the
volley of the shadow of death, I will fear
no evil; for thou art with me; thy rod
and thy staff they comfort me.” His Bible
lay open upon his breast. What a touching,
and, withal, inspiring sight! With the
dead and the dying all around him, men
and horasesscattered promiscuouslyover the
fiold ; the artillery and musketryproducing
un almost deafening roar, so that the very
earth and hcavens trembled under its
violence; men shouting, cheering, cursing,
bleeding, gromning, dying,—that young
soldicr could find calm comfort with his
God. In the valley and the shadow of
death the angel of peacc whispered words
of consolation to his soul. He knew in
whom he trusted, that nothing could
separate him from the “love of God in
Christ Jesus” Thus he had learned to
live, thus he was prepared to die A
smile of calm resiznstiou and trust rested
upon his features, now forever cold in
death.  “Let me Jiz the death of the
rigbteous, aud let my last end be like his”
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GOOD-BY.
Goob-ny is o hard word to soy s [
times,  Mother had just said it to 1.8
dear boautiful Horaco, and Horaco by
said it to tho *best mothor that ev,jE
lived.” }
Now mother stood by the window lotgé
ing aftor her boy as ho trudged down 1. [
path with his satche! in his hand, her ¢j: |
full of tears, and such tender feelings:§
cannot bo told. 3
And Horace walked straight on with-J&
looking back. “It's no use,” ho said (Ji
himself ; “it will only make rae feel wenB
I'm going to do just as mother wantsci
to and be her good noble boy.” R
Those were the words he wrote iu L
first letter home. Mother wrote back,
am glad, dear Horace; it rejoicos my hec .
that you are resolved to do just wha &
want you to, but I hope you will go higt-fs
than that, and do always that which v
please the Lord. Then you will be suret @
please mother and you will be safe. Iwgg
reading this morning in Ruth 2. 12, ‘g
Lord recomponse thy work and o full nf
ward be given thee of the Lord Gol
Israel, under whose wings thou art cowe 3
trust’ That is it, dear Horace, come -}
trust under God's wings, and your life vl
be happy and succcssful.” 4
How little the boys understand of tJK
mother-love! Thank God, dear boys, J8
you have a good mother, one who prays (i
you ond longs after you in the Lujg

her by your wrong-doing
father and thy mother.”

A HELPING HAND OFFERED.

A FEW years ago a lad of ten yeag
while at play, jumped down into a new§§
dugcistern. It was a novel retreat, butidg
became tired, and commenced struggling ¥
clirab up theperpendicular walls, Timo axff
again he tried, and as often fell, until at Julg
he becamo satisfied that was nob the way i
get out; 8o he stopped and called to L
father, who was at work near by. T,
fathercaine and, leaning over, reacheddos .
his hand, for the cistern was not deep:t'{
1ad took hold of it, and he lifted him o§

That's just the way God does when vy
have jumped down into somse pit of S8
because it seemad attractive ; and whenvil
have become satisfied that is not L
place to stay, when we have tried amg
and again to liberate oursclves and heg
failed, when wo stop and call to

—Intavctor

Futher, he comes, reaches down, and j
lifts us up.

Mind what she says and do not gringd,
“ Honour {8
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