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I SEE YOU!

“] Skg You!” And
how scared the little
miss does seem over tte
snnouncement. Yet,
she might have known,
silly child, that DPolly
couldn't very well help
seeing her, and she
must also be quite fam-
iliar with bis ability to
declare the fcct, since
the vocabulary of par-
rots is commonly very
Jimited. Butthe trouble
is the little girl is doing
wrong, getting ready to
taste of forbidden fruit,
evidently, so poor
Polly’s opportune re-
mark naturally startles
her. Does she forget,
what should be in her
thought, that God see3
her, and is displeased by
her wrong-doing?

A TOUCHING INCI-
DENT.

In a Sunday - school
at Nantasket there was
a little girl of whom the
following incident is re-
Jated. It occurred
when she was only six
years of age:

Herunclewasbrought
home very slck, aud the
doctor told the family
he could not live.

The little girl hoard it,
and at a time when no one was ;n the sick
room, she went softly in,and up to the bed-
side, put one hand on the cheek of the man,
and reeching up, preased her face clcse to
his, and whispered, “ Cast your sins on

I SEF YoU!

The little girl went about her play, not pose?

telling any one she had
been in the room. His
mental anguish was as
great as his bodily ‘suf-
ering. Al through tho
night he lay praying for
mercy and forgtveness
of sin. The next day
the little messenger
God sent watched her
chance, and again went
to the sick man and
whizpered with a win-
uing tenderness.

*Did ycu do as 1
told you, Uncle Wil
liam 1"

“Yes, [ did, 1 did!
Hy washed away wy

8ina.

Only a few hours te-
fore he died,ho implored
God's richest blessing
on his “little angel,” as
he called her, for teach-
ing him the way to
Jesus,
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A GOOD PRAYER.

A LITTLE boy, the son
of a Friend, about six
years old, after sitting
like_the rest of the con-
gregation in silence, all
bding afraid to speak
first, got up on the seat,
and, folding his arms
over his breast, mur-
mured in a clear, sweet

Jesus'fthe spotless Lamb of God” o His veice, just loud enough to be heard on
bedily distress had been very great, a the fore seat, “I do wish the Lord would
moan coming with every bresth; but at make usaell gooder and 8°°dg" and gooder,
her whispersd words, the flood-gates of his till there is no bad left.
soul were unlocked, and he burst into tears. longer prayer have beez more to the par-
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