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te the monkoy, andbhung the chain around bis neck to niako ber mother think ho
was the guilty one, sbe was telling a lie, as mucb as if she bad -told it in ýwords.
Did you evor tbink of this, doar roadors, that you can teit a, lie by your actions
as ýwell as by your wards; or tbat thoro are action lies and tongue'lies? I hope-
you will.never, nover docoive vour parents, your t-mobers, or any one, by your
ilotions; try to, net righIt, to set a> goî exam pie for your littie brotiiers, sisters, and
cernpaniens; theyýire imitative~ Iittie creatures, and always z.ry te do w.-at tbey sec
otbors doing.-ý-E. F. S. in '. r Ch, Jourkal

For the Church Chrgnicle.

ST. JOHN, CAP. viii-v. 3-11.

11ARK the verdict Christ lias given !
Pressed by Scribe cnd Pliarisee,

Lest on Eaîth, but not in ileaven,
Let thiese words remenibered be;

"'lie among yen ainless living
Be the first te east a stone."1

God thin. mean much more forgiving,
IloIds forth mercy in Mis tone.

Spenks the Saviour :-" Wherg the ceuser?
None condemneth ?-Nelthcr L."

Pardon le does net refuse hier,
Leaves her net in Rcli te lie;

"IGo àaùd sin no more," thy sentence,
Wanderer on the fatal read,

E'ec for*tbee there is repetance,
Heed the xnandte--turn te Goil.

Ye who Christ profcss to follow,
Let Mis word8 your actions guide,

* Prom the depths w*here thousands wallow1Raise them, call them to your aide.
* The step that costs ciost, mosvis noeded,

Well bogue the work's half done;
Be net God's command unheeded,

Published throughi Mis pitying Son.

Oh thon worlaling cruel-bearted 1
4w At ecch moment tetepting wrath,

Save for thee she had net parted
Froni hier girlhiood's virgin path.

Save for thee she now might waken
Love in somo pure trusting breast;

'Neath a roof-treo uow forsakçn,
Blithely wolIcome virtuons rest.

Hear'st thon not that mother's weepieg ?
Brings a father's ourse ne fears ?

Is thy s'Dul within thee sleeping?
1Is thy joy ieý others' tears ?

Malt in that wild traek of error-
Seek for mercy, sue fer grace,

Then from that abyss of terrer,
Fallen victipms help te raise.

Elders now, with youths repeetieg,
To the voice of mercy yield-,
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