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CoastinNu,

CUASTING.

Ovur little friend’s seem somewhat fright--
ened by their coasting adventure, The'
little girl hugs her brother as tight as she,
cau. I hope they will get to the bottom of .
the hill all right.  If they should rmn into!
a bush or stone they might get badly
hurt.

AMOS AND THE NAILS.

“ AM0S, here is a hammer and it keg of
nails; I wish every time you do a wrong
thing, to drive one of these nails into this

. post.”
© e« Well, father, T will,” said Amos.

After awhile Amos came to his father
. and said, “1I bave used all the nails; the

Keg is empty.”

His father went to the spot, and foundi
ithe post black with nails. “Amos,” said!
he “have you done somcthing wrong for;
cach of those nails 2"

“ Yes, sir,” said the boy.

“Amos,” said the father sorrowfully,!

“ Will you not turn ubout aud try to be a
good boy ?’

Amos thought & moment and then said,
“ Father, I'll try.”

“Very well,” said his father, * Now take
the hamumer, and every time you do a goud
act, or resist a wrong one, draw out a nail
and put it into the keg again.”

After some time the Loy came to his
father and said, * Come, father, see the nails
in the keg again. 1 have pulled out a nail
for every good act, and nuw the keg is full
again,”

“1 am glad my son,” said the father,
* but see, the marks of the uails remain”
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GOD HEARS.

Froy the far blue heaven,
Where the angels dwell,
God looks down on children,
Whom he loves so well.

He will hear their praying,
In the day or night,

Aud with gentle kinduess
Guide their steps aright,
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A KISS Foll MAMMA

Tur car was all rendy, the aeronaut sayimy
A few last words ere he saled away
To the far, Liue shy, where the snubeams
straying
Made perfect the glortous sututuet day

Winle  thousunds thousainds

and
sathenng nygh,
Fo wish lnm good jowrney, and bid b

;_:tmd-l,.\'v,

Wette

A wee httle mad with her sunuy  han
fulling
Bk from bt Twegutiful childich Lrow,
Sprang aw, v from her nurse, her baby vole
calling ;
“An pease M Man, mayv 1 do now 7
P want to do up wiv "wo in ‘e sky
Totind wy own maanma an’ tiss ‘er dood-
byve”

Ho hissed the sweet fuce, while the tear-
drops were shining
On many a check hardened with care .
He unclasped the arms round lus neck
fondly twining
Aund sailed from the hule one stunding
there;
But a sweet voice rose to him, cleas and
free,
Tell wamma 1's dvod dirl, an’ tiss ‘er fo’
me !

“

—Wide dirake,
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A SHEPHERD-BOY'S PRAYER.

A LrTLE lad was keeping his sheep one
Sunday morning. The bells were ringiuy
for church, and the people were going over
the fields, when the little fellow tegan to
think that he too would hke to pmy
(iod.  But what could he say ? for he had
never learned any praver. So he knelt
down and commenced the alphabet—A, R,
C, D,and so on to Z. A gentleman hap-
pening to pass un the other side of the
hedge heard the lad’s voice, and looking
through the bushes saw the hude fellow
kneeling, with folded hands and closed eves,
saying “A, IR, C.” )

* What are you doiny, my hittle man ?”

The lad looked up
praying.”

“ Rut what were vou .oy'ng your letters
for ¢”

“ Why, I didn’t know 1y prayer, only 1
felt that 1 wanted God to take care of 1we
and help me take care of the sheep  So
thought if I said all I knew he would put
it together and spell all 1 wanted”

* Bless your heart, wy little man, he will,
he will, be will.  When the heart speaks
right, the lips can’t say wrong.”

The prayer that goes to heaven comes
from the heart.—7The Sunday Hour.

* Ulesse, sir, T was



