CHILD'S MORNING PRAYER

Gob has kept us through the night ;
He, too, sends us morniug light,
Keep us, Lord, another day :

‘Thy commands help us obey,

Bless us, sleeping or awake ;

This we ask for Jesus' sake,

WHO 1S YOUR MASTER?

Soxe months ago five little boys were
busily employed one Saturday afternoon in
tidying up the garden at the back of their
house, receiving now and then kind words
of advice and encoursgement from their
father, who was prepariug part of the
ground for seeds. All went well for an
hour or o, until, hearing some dispute, 1
‘went out to settle it if I could.

“Well, what is the matter, Fred?” I
asked the eldest boy.

“Davil wants to drive as well as
Charley,” he replied, placing a basket of
stones on a make-believe cart.

“Well, Charley, why not let your
be master with you!” I expected
answer from the young driver; but,
glancmg at me to ascertain whether I

“Well, D, how silly you are! how can I
ve two masters?! The one would say
Gee," and the other < Whoa,' then what &
uddle there would be!*

I perceived the wisdom of the child's
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GRACES ¢ l’Rl‘.

Guack Caug hud a bad trait.  When told
that she must not do a thing she won'd
say, “Oh yeo, I want to,” or, “I will it 1
want to."

Bhe went cut to a farm to sce some
friends. It was all so new—the trees
green grass, hens and pigs—that she was
delighted. For a fow days all went well,
then one day she weut to & barn a lonz way
from the house to see her friend Guy
Grayson set a trap for rats, It waus a steel
trap and had sharp teeth.

“Naw, Grace,” said Guy, *“you must not
touch this trap; if you should get your
hand or foot in it, you would be hurt, oh,
#0 bad t”

“ Let mo try aud see how it goes—play
1 am a rat,” replied the naughty child,

Guy gave her a push and said, “Stop '
you twust not.”

With pouts that spoiled her lips Grace
went off, and in not a sweet voice said, “ I
guess I will if I want to,”

She ran to a swing made for her in the
door of a grapehouse. Soon Guy heard her
sing, and knew that her grief was not deep.
But she let that trap stay in her mind, and
when Guy had gone into the house she
thought she would go and sce if a rat hud
been caught, No: there it was with the
bait. She did not think it would snap
quick, it took 30 long to set it ; she would
just stir the bait. Ah! there was no need
or time for more. Snap it went, and caught
her whole hand. It hurt her so badly
that she could not cry out for some time,
aud when she did she was too far from the
house to be heard ; 8o there she lay while
Guy read a long story. Then he went out
to look at his trap, and there he found poor
Grace. She had such a sore hand! But it
was her cure. The lesson was sharp and
savere, but effectual. She did not say
those wrong words, but would mind at once.
—E. G. Hurd.

FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH.

THEEE was once a little coloured nurse
girl left to mind & baby. The father and
mother of the baby were out, and the little
nurse was alone with it in the house. She
sung to it, and rocked it to slcep, and while
it 'was sleeping quietly, she went to put the
dining-room in order. A storm was coming
up, and the wind began to blow very hard.
Hepey closed the windows, and then con-
tinwed her work.

Pretty soon there wa: a smell of fire.
Hepsy lorked around but could see nothing.
Then she weat to the nursery and found
the room in flames. The wind bad blown

I fanp over andoveed the e, Her tict
thought was for the taby,

" M)‘ bahy ' 1 st wave my bahy” she
cried'  Wrapping a blanket apmnd the
baby, <he proped her way to the donr,
almont blinded and st {2 s ated by the smohe
She made her way down ataire, aad ot as
far as the door. There sheowet the parents
‘uf the baby, who tock 1t frem e and she
sank dovn insensible,  The fite was soon
putout, the baly was uninpred | bat pocr
Hepsy was bumned so badly that <he died
in & few duys. Just before she ded, she
asked if the baly was «ate. When told

that it was, she said, 'm0 gla!” Then
she said to her wiarcss, “I'mogoing to die
but my Father’s comine for me” e soon

cawe and tovk her home.

Dear children, our heavenly Father some-
times allows his children to suffor and die
in doing their duty. Bat we must expect
to suffer in this world if we are hiz. He
will comfort and help us;
faithful to the end, he will
in heaven,

amd if we are
JIve U~ a crown

TWO WAYS,
THERE are two ways of coming down
from the top of a church-steeple ; one is to
jurmp down, and the other i3 to come down
by the steps—hut lcth will lead to the
bottom. So, also, there are two ways of
going to heli. One is to walk into it with
your eyes open—few people do that; the
other is to go down by the steps of little
sins—and that way is very common, Put
up with a few little sins and you will soon
want a few more. Well did Jemu) Taylor
describe the progress of sin in a man:
“First it startles him, then it becomes
pleasing, then easy, then delightful, then
frequent, then habitual, then confirmed ;
then the wan is impenitent, theu obstinate,
then resolves never to repent, und then he
is damned.”— Methodist Deevrder,

WHAT WILL YoU bou?

THERE are more than 300 006000 ¢hil-
dren in heathen lands who have no Bible
aud no knowledge of Christ,

Are you too young to help them?

Remewber :

That Jewus was hut twelve years old
when he expre-sed a desire to b abwut Wy
“Father's busiuess.”

That Samuel was a mere “child * when
he “ministered unto the Lord before El”

That Queen Esther was but a il “in
her taens © when she staked her life on am
effort to rave her people.

That Josiali was but cight years old
when he became king, and that at seven-
teen “ he bogan to seek afier the God of
David his father.”




