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HEATHEN CHII.lREN.
Dor.s ilot ,Ieei love the chiidren

Who now dwell iii heathen lande?
Would bu give tiscîsi like blemaing-

Lay on theisa hie gentie hands ?

Yen, oh, yeà 1 thet Saviour'8 pity
Limitiesa and ceaselea'a flowi>;

And ho died that le inighit rescue
Theni, with you, frein ondiess woes.

And he bide you seed the knowledge
0f hie love to theui afar-

To t.he children who iii darkraess
Se isot our bright 31aorzing Star.

Oh Ilbe earnest thrit the tidinnge
Which to you sucli ;merciesï bring

May go fortit to scatter gladuess,
Making ail the desort 8fng.
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HOW GOD FOItGIVES.
À LIMTiE girl kneit to pray, but the

meinory of a wrong doue that day came
between ber seul and Christ. She had dis-
obeyed lier father. She rose and went to
hie roow. IlPapa," said elle, as the tears
flhled ber eyes and choked ber voice; tI
have corne to tel you soxuething that 1 did
that was wrong to-day. I waiit to ask you
te forgive mue IlMy dear child," was the
answer, I do net waut you to tell mie. I
torgive you freely without" lie dried
away ber tears and sent ber back rejoicing.
As she knelt once more for her heavenly
Father'a blessing, the readinessa- ber
earthly fathor to forgive ber was to ber a
type of thse divine forgiveuesqs.
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RFLiGioY canne?. pass away. The humn-
igof a littie ttraw may bide the stars of

tint eky ; but tho atars are there, and will
reppea.

IIAL 111R FAULVLT."

Why, why ' what's the inatter
with papa'e girlie, now ? "îuked Mr. T F
Gray, tcusderly, a.s bis little Alliy ril
iii crvin-, auîd hid lier face on i-. 4~',~
breaBt. t

.Oh, it'a that horrid Fannîy ! Slie
dces ail sortts of Ilstefaîl tliisgq to ie,
and thi sos turne anîd tells tbs to
lier niother; anid slhe alway4 tikes
lier part. Ansd I lîavcu't gut aisy
tiother to take my part now

"No,' sîaid lier fatisor, sorrowfuily,
ghîrîcing al, lier little black frock.

But, doar mainina ie up iii itetîvoî,
and elle wouild tiot liko to see lier
little girl in suecb a passion!"

WVell, 1 don't like Fanny oine
bit, uer Aunt liarriet, either. 1 just

wieh they weresi't goiug te live

hoe ! I
"But, thon, whio would tAike came of '

Amy, and look after ber clothes, aud TwIL. Tlu TaurtE.
see te bier if elle ie sick ? Who would
attend te the bouse and the servant,- < Ail for then we know lîow te deal with. Your
that is a great deal of trouble; and papa damk mon are dreadfulmn They seemite
is very grateful te Aunt Harriet for under- ho afmaid of discovering their own wherez
taking it." aboute, and we know not wlîether they ait

Amy Wa not thought of this. It quieted frieude or foes. Vie are bound to drive
lier a littie, but she presently broke ont warily whien theso people are about, and

as~in:wo should, lu tiîeir neighboumhood, be.
"Welleshe ought flot te lot Fanxiy tease doubly careful te keep our own lamp hum. t

me, auybow !"I ing bri;ghtly.-C. IL. Spulrgeoi.
",No; F'anny muet not he allowed. te

tease you," said ber father. "But bow does TELL THE TRUTH. t
slle tease you ? What bas she doue just ])on'T be afraid, little Johnnie, my boy:
nowV Open the door aud go iu;

"Oh, she rneddles with xny things, and The longer you sbriuk, frein confessing aî
elle wvont play what I want her, and ehe's 1 fauit,
JUSt cross: The bJader it is te UVgiU.

"And are you sure you're as good-naturedli
as yeu niight he, Amy ? I wilI spoak if ?.it No wonder you wait, with a pitiful face,
is necessaîy, but 1 liad rather you would And dmead the confession to make;

tryte ettr hine yurslf dalin." For you know when you're naughty, the'~

lier father's iiorrowful toue toucbed Amy. wotofial
"I mll try, papa," elle said, throwiu"bher laraigou ote'hatac.

armeroud hs nck, nd issng in. But courage, my boy! Noever mind if tht l
1 guess it was baif my fault, anyhow" shoos

CARRY A LIG HT.Are muddy, and wet, and altht
Nvemdifyucote have been ter*

I,ç France, every ca.'riage, or cart or evrmn rifyou om, he

waggon muet, after sundown, carry a light; Ari yuv minedyu rtt e

and quite right, tee. On these mnouutain Adyuv undyorpet e i

roads wbere would we be, if our carniage 1Go in like a nman, and tell mother the truts.
encouintered a hay-cart jus?. at the turn of ILike a brave little lad; and you'l seo,
a road, or at the edge of a precipice ? It is How happy a boy wbo onufesses a fault,
very curious te see a littie lauteru gloaxing: And is truthful and houet, can ho.
out frein a moviug bill of hay, but it is ln
overy way the correct thing. Howw~e wish *'Be bonest, nsy boy, ho lionest, I 8ay;A

carmed aligb P B honest at work, ho houest at play;
tha ai ou acuait~îc* The saine in the dark as when in the h ibJ

Be. tbey good or bad, we are glad te kno Yerdeene e. hnb e1ete
w~here they are, aud where they aîre goîngsht


