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HEAR US, HOLY JESUS.

Jesus, from Thy throne on high,

Far abovo the bright blue sky,

Look on us with loving eye.
Hear us, holy Jesus,

Littlo children need not foar,

When thoy know thut Thou art near,

‘Thou dost love us, Saviour dear,
Hear us, holy Jesus,

Littlo lambs may comeo to Theo;

Thou wilt fold us tenderly,

And our careful Shepheord be.
Hear us, holy Jesus,

Littlo hearts may love Thee well,

Little lips Thy love may tell,

Littlo hymus Thy praises awell.
Hear us, Loly Jesus,

Bo Thou with us every day,

In our work and in our play,

When we learn and when we pray,
Hear us, boly Jusus.

Make us brave without a fear,

Mako us happy, full of cheor,

Surs that Thou art always near.
Hear us, holy Jesus.

Mayx we grow from day to day,
G'ad to learn each hLoly way,
Ever ready to obey.

Hear us, hioly Jesus,

Josue, from Thy beavenly throne,

Watching o'er cach httle one,

Tull our life on earth is dono.
«Hear ug, holy Jesus,

LIVE FOR SOMETHING.

\N;’ILLIE was guiding his little bright-
coloured engine around the table.
This was his favourite amusement, for he con-
siderced “ Mars ” quite complete, with its brass-
handed boiler, and gieat silver-looking whecls,
which enuld almost hum with speed, while
Wiliie supplicd what only was lacking—the
“car noise,” which is not hard for boys to do
~—when he stopped suddenly and said:

“ Tt secins so strange that aunty is dead. I
can hardly believe it,” he continued as he
secated himself near his mamma, as if to have
a tatk.

“Yes, dear, it does seem strange, and we
cannot see why it is so. God's will often
seems very contrary to our own, but as He is
wiser than we, it is right,” said mamina.

* But,” continned Willie, “ aunty was always
s kind, and I loved her so much; and what
will we do when Christinas comes 2™ and Wil-
lie's eyes filled with tears, and his voice trem-
bled.

“We can always think of her, and her
gondness,” said mamma continuing her work.

After a panse of some minutes Willie con-
tinued: “ Once, when I was there, I wanted
to go calling with grandma, and 1 cried a lit-
tic,” here Willie smiled as he locked mamma
fill in the face, for he was conscious of his
fai'ing, and continued, “and aunty just said,
«Stay with me, Willie, and I will find some-
thing nice for you ; we will have a nice time;’
and, although I wanted to go, I just had to
say, * All right.’”

“And are you not glad now, Willie, that
vou did stay? You can remember that day
among the nice things of life,” said mamma.

Now Willie's aunty was a happy little crea-

ture, who always had time for a vomp with
the littlo ones, which made her a great favour-
ite among thom. Her lifo seemed all sun-
shine, and it was one of those sunbeams that
Willie was recalling while at play. Neither
can he ever forget whon he first saw his dear
aunty, as she stood beside Uncle Harry,
dressed in pure white, with a wreath of lovely
white flowers on her head, and a veil covering
her delicate faco and almost reaching the
floor; and so many nicely dressed ladies he
had never seon, but his dear aunty was nicer
than any one else; indeed, his idea of her
purity was closely connected with her lovely
appearance on that evening.

*“ What made her so kind to every one?”
continued Willi¢, after a long pause; ‘it
scemed as if she did not think anything any
trouble, and every one liked her.”

“Perhaps that was the seeret of your
aunty's happiness,” said his mother. “If we
always consider the happiness of others we
will forget ourselves,” continued mamma. “1
hope my little boy has learned a lesson he will
never forget.”

Willie looked very grave, when hesaid: “I
never can forget aunty, but I can never sce
her again! I am so sorry to lose her,” said
Willie, his eyes moistening.  *“I mean not for
a long time. I know I shall see her again,
too. But—" He could say no more. He
threw his head on mamma's lap and cried
bitterly. Mamnma left him to his thoughts a
few minutes and said. “ My dear boy, I am
glad you have such a bright record of your
dear aunty. 1 am teuly glad that you re-
member her as you do.  Think how unselfish
she was, and be like her; and think of her
sacrifices to please others, and be like her.
And remember that a life made so beautiful
by goud deeds and kind words can never be
forzotten,

GOD IS HERE.

Kneel, my child, for God is hore;
Bend in love, but not in fear;

Rucel before Him now in prayer;
Thank Him for His constant care,
Praise Him for His bounties shed
Every moment on thy head;

Ask for hight to know His will;

Ask for love thy heart to fill;

Ask for faith to bear thee on

Throuagh the might of Christ, His Son;
A<k His Spirit still to guide theo
Through the ills that may betide thee;
Ask for peace to lall to rest

Every tawmult of thy breast;

Ask in awe, but not in fear;

Kueel, my child, for God is here.

AN EASY PLACE.

ALAD once stepped into our office in scarch
of a situation. He was asked:

“ Are you not now cmployed ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then why do you wish to change 7”

“Oh, I want an easier place.”

We had not the place for him. No one
wants a boy or man who is seeking an casy
place; yet just here is tho difficulty with
thousands.

Will the boys let us advise them? Go in
for the hard places; bend yourself to the task
of shewing how much you can do. Make
yourself serviceable to your employer at what-

over cost of personal ease, and when the easy
places are to be had they will be yours. Life
is toilsoms at best to most of us, but tho oasy
places are at the end, not at the beginning, of
lifo's course. They are to be won, not ac-
copted.

IS IT YouU?»

Thero is a ohiild, a bay or girl—
I'm sorry it is true—

Who docsn't mind when spoken to:
Isit you! 1t ocan't be you!

I kanow a ohild, s boy or girl—
I'm loth to say I do—

Who struok a little playmate child:
I hope that wasn't you'!

1 know a child, a boy or girl—
I hopo that such are fow—
Who told a lie; yes, told a lie!

It canpot be ‘twas you!

There is a boy, I knuw & boy—
I cannot love him though-—
Who robs the little birdie’s nest:
That bad boy can't be you !

A girl there is, a girl I know—
And I could love her, too,

But that she is so proud and vain:
That surely isn't you!

WHAT KILLED THE OYSTER?

I OOK at that oyster shell. Do you see a
- little hole in the hard roof of the oys-
ter's house? That explains why there is a
shell but no ovster. A little creature called
the whelk, living in a spiral shell, dropped
one day on the roof of the oyster's house.
“The little innoceuts,” some one has called the
whelks. * The little villains,” an oyster would
call them, fur the whelk has an auger, and
bores and hores, and bores, until he reaches
the vyster itself, and the poor oyster finds he
is guing up through his own roof. He goes
up, but he never comes down, A writer
speaks of noticing on the shores of Brittany
the holes in the oyster bored by its enemy,
both burglar and murderer we should call him.

* A little sin, a little sin!” cries a boy who
may have been caught saying a profane word,
or strolling with a bad associate, or reading a.
bad book, or sipping a glass of beer. “Don't
make too much of it,” he says -

Young friend, that's the whelk on the oys-
ter’'s back. You have given tho tempter a
chance “o use his auger, and he will bore and
bore till he reaches the centre of all moral
worth in the soul, and draws your very life
away.

4 CHEERFUL WORKER,

“ Y NOTICE" said the strecam to the mill,

“that you grind beans as well and as
cheerfully as fine wheat.” * Certainly,” clack-
cd the mill; “what am I for but to grind?
and as Jong as I work what does it signify to-
me what the work is? My business is to
serve my master, and I am not a whit more
useful when I turn out fine flour than when I
make the conrsest tneal. My honour is not in
doing fine work, but in performing any that
comes as well as I ean.”

EVERY to-morrow has two handles, We
can take hold of it by the handle of anxiety or
; the bandle of faith,




