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NEVER FORGET 10 PRAY.
Novor, my child, forget to pray,
Whato'or the business of the day.

If happy dreams have blessed thy sloop,
If starthing tears have anado thee weep,
With holy thoughts begin the day,

Aund ue'er my child, forget to pray.

Tho time will come when thou wilt miss
A father's and a mother's kiss,

And then, my child, perchance thou'lt see
Soume who in prayer ne'er bend the kuee;
From such examples turn away,

And ne'er my child, forget to pray.

d BEAUTIFUL PRAYELNR.

FEW wonths ago there died 10 England a very
A noble Christian woman.  Her name was
Frances Ridley Havergal.  She had endeared her-
self to many thousands of people all over the world
by her beautiful songs and other writings.  Some of
the hymns you sing were written by her.  She
lived very close to Christ, and seemed to do every-
thing she did simply and only for Him.

In a little book she wrote she tells us about one
of her dying mother's wonds to her when she was
only achild.  She said. “Fanny dear, pray to God
to prepare you forall that He is preparing for you.”
The words were spoken very feebly, but out of the
depths of a great heart of love, and as she went
away they seamed to sound over and over again ns
if she could never forget them.

“1 wonder what He is preparing for me ' she
thought. “Oh, I do hope He is prepuring one of
the many mansions for me!  How I wish to know
whether He is! But 1 don’t think Heis preparing
me for it, else 1 would not feel naughty so often !

These words from her mother’s trembling lips
never ceased to repeat themselves in her thoughts,
Nearly twenty vears afterward, when she was a
busy woman, she wrote: 1 have just been pray.
ing words from my own mamuma's lips when 1 was
a little girl . * Prepare me for all that Thou art pre-
paring for me."”

Then, thirty vears afterward, she said that the
little prayer her mother had taught her--+0
Lord, prepare me for all that Thou «urt preparing
for me “"—had been her life-prayer.  Again, only
a little while before she lied, she said, “ The words
mamma taught me in 1818 have been a life-prayer
with me. This preparing goes ou, it is as when
gaining one horizon, another and another spreads
before you.”

This one single sentence, spoken by her precious
mother just before she went to God, was not only
remembered along all her busy vears and amid ali
her many sorrows and sufferings, but it helped to
shape all her own life.  What a beautiful sentence
it was! I am sure it wounld be a very swect
prayer for every child to lcarn and to make every
day: “ Lord, prepare me for all that Thou art pre-
paring for me.” )

You cannot tell what God is preparing for you.
It may be a deep sorrow.  He was preparing sor-
row for this dear child. In a little while her
mother lay very still and cold in death, and the
resi of her years she was motherless. You do not
know what grief or loss may be preparing for you.
God knows. Ask Him to prepare you for it aof it
is coming.

Then you do not know what important dutics
He is prepanng for you. Perhaps you havea
great mission to fulfil.  Somctimes ships are sent
out in war-times with scaled orders which are not
10 bo opened till they reach a certain place.  All
of us go out into lifo withs scalod ordons: until we

como to tho place where the duty is to bo per-
formed wo do not know what our missionis.  You
may havoe to stand in a very important place and
do a gront work. Ask God every day to prepsre
you for the work He is preparing for you.

Then there is another way to think of this
prayer. Jesus said He was yoing to His Futher's
house to propare wansious for His disciples. Think
of that every day—He is preparing a mansion for
you. It is a very beautiful and holy place. It
is where Jesus Hunself is. Surely we need a grent
denl of preparation before we shall be ready for
that place. Our prayer ought, then, to be that
God would prepare us for the home that our Mas.
ter is preparing for us.  Let us ask Him to make
us new hearts —hearts to love Him and love ene
another —to wake us like Christ Himself. That is
the way we need to be prepared for the heavenly
mansions.

A little boy was gazing very intently up into
the skies one summer evening, and his mother
asked him what he was thinking about. ‘I wag
thinking,” he replied, “low far away heaven is, and
how hard it wust be to get there.” His mother
replied, * Heaven must first come down to you, my
child. 1leaven must first come into vour heart.”

Her wonls were very wise and true. We can
nover get into heaven until we get heaven into our
hearts—that is, we must be made holy and pure
and goed by Christ's grace. No one with a lad
hezrt can ever enter heaven.

Will you not pray every day, * Lord, prepare
me for the mansion in glory which Thou art pre.
paring for me”’!

THE UPPER SPRING,

—

HERE was once a little mountain village
which was supplied by two springs of
water.  Cne was very near, at their doors; it
was small, it was often muddy, its waters were
not wholesome, it could not entirely satisfy thirst.
The other was higher up the mountain ; it wasg
very large, it was clear as crystal, it preseived
Licalth, it cured disease, its waters never failed, it
was free to all.

Of course the dwellers in that village used the
upper spring entirely ! Not so.  But surely they
used it mostly, and enly resorted to the lower one
for the commonest purposes! It was not so ; here
and there once was to be found who scemed to
realize the valuo of the one, and the insutliciency
of the other, and there was always one man among
them, who spent his life tryving 1o persuade the
people to depend upon the upper spring alone
indeed, he gathered them all together, or ar many
as would come to hear him, one day in every week,
and explained the virtues of its waters, and pleaded
with them to use it.  But for the most part the
villagers resorted to the lower spring; they spent
money and time digging it deeper, sud cleaning it
out, planting trees aud flowers around it, and mak.
ing a fine path to it.  Half that effort would have
brought them an abundant supply from the upper
spring, but they would not be persuaded, though
many of thomn acknowledged that they were doing
unwisely.

Now the King of the country came to visit that
town. 3¢ was wise and good, and loved His
poople, and he determined to draw them to the
life-giving waters of the upper spring.  So with.
out lctting them know at first what He would do,
He secretly turned asido the waters of the lower
spring, until it was sometimes cntirely dry, and
never more than a very scant supply. So it came

to pass, that the people of that village began to go
daily to the upper spring, a4 aftor they bad once

“That would give her something kind to do.

known the tasto of its sweot, rofreshing wators,
thoy did not even look to sce if tho waters of the
other had returncd, but wrote hymus of praiso to
their King, for His dealings with them.

Dear little people, can you read my parablol
The pleasures of this life are the lower spring,
God's worship aud service the upper. Now, if
one of you is poor, and this world’s goods are
scarce, say to yourself, “ My King keeps the
carthly spring low, 1 will learn to go daily to the
upper one, will devote my life to His service.”
Dear child, in His name 1 promise you abundant
and true happiness.  Is one of you sick and suffer-
ing, cut off from the busy work and play of your
companions 1 1t is your King'slove for you—He
leads you so to the upper spring, whose waters
give, not bodily strength, but patience and peace
and a Dblessed entrance into n heavenly home,
where pain and sickness never come. and where,
in the presence of the King, we have exceeding
joy !

GIVE UP.

H, mamma,” said swect little Jessie, “ you
can’t think how Ruth Gray acts! She's
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the selfishest, troublesomest thing.”

Mamma smiled. « Well,” said she, “can't we
help Ruth to be better ?”

“I wish you could,” said Jessie.

“You say Ruth is selfish : think how dreadful
that is!” said her mother. ¢ Ruth’s friends love
her, and do everything for her, and God loves her
and is very kind; vet she thinks only of herself.”

“Yes; and she cries and she frets so ' sid
Jessie, sadly.

* Poor child! can't we do anything for her?"
said her mother again.

Tell me how,” asked Jessie, eargestly.

*Why not form a ¢Give-up Society’ and ask
Ruth to join 1" said her mother. ¢ Each member
might pay a cent every time she is cross, or wants
her own way. You might take the money to huy
comforts for the poor, and Ruth could be treasurer.
She
might begin to love others, and when she loves
them she will like to please them better than her-
seif.”

4 BAD DUET.

OTHING is more lovely in boys and
‘ girls than quiet, sweet tempers. Some
days ago two young friends cf ours went into
the parlour to practise a duct on the piano.
They were brother and sister. For a time
the music came in jerks, then stopped alto-
gether.  Opening the door, another duet was
heard. “Youdidn't” “Idid” “Isay you
were too fast.” “ But I know I wasn't.” This
is what we heard—a very sad duet, in which
there was no music. An unhappy temper

spoils our sweetest enjoyments. .
L J

Pexvies given to God's cause from love to Him,
are worth more than a ton of gold given for mere
show.

Lixe Stephon, we may carry brightness on our
face. Thero is something in the world which we
may laarn; thero is something from God which we
may have, that will change all to brightness.  Not,
indecd, to ‘rightness such as the angels above live
in, and con.inually behold.  Theroare somo things
to weep over; there are many things to fear.  This
is a world of cloud and shadow. But the heaven
in which the cloud floats is larger than the cloud,
and all full of light. Shadows arc melting things,



