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The Bible a Lamp.
'I say, Jirn,'.said Harry to his bro-

ther, 'didn't you feel mad at noon
to- day when mnother kept us waiting
half an hour for our dinner?'

'WTell, Harry, I must confess I
was a little restive at first, for I was
as hiungry as an alligator; but .I
held the .lamp to my feet and
thought of my Captain.

'Wlat do you mean by your lanip
and your Captain?' asked Harry.

'The Bible is the laip n] m trying
to use,' said Jin. 'You- know we
read, "Thy word is a lamp unto my.

feet, and a light unto ny patl."

'And what's the good of liaving a
lamp unless we use it to show us
how to walk ? When I felt like get-
ting mad I thought of the words,
"He that ruleth his spirit is better
than lie that taketh a city." And
then I said to myself, "How would
Jesus act if lie were in my place?"
You know the Bible tells us that
Jesus is "the Captain of our salva-
tion." I want to-be a good soldier
of Jesus. To do this'I must follow
his example. So I prayed for grace
to rule iny own spirit, and follow
the example of Jesus. This is what
I mean, Harry,' said Jim, lis eyes
briglitening viith intelligence, 'by
holding the lamp to my feet, and
thinking of my Captain.'

What a·Book Said.
'Once on a time'-a library book

was overheard talking to a boy
who had just borrowed it. The
words seemed worth recording, and
here they are:

Tlease don't handle me with dir-
ity hands. I should feel ashamed to
be seen when the next little boy
borrowed me.

'Or leave me out in the rain.
Books can catch cold as well as
children.

'Or make marks on me with your
peu or pencil. It would spoil ny
looks.

'Or lean on me with your elbows
,hen you are reading me.. fIt hurts.
'Or open me and lay mue face down

on fthe table. You wouldn't like to
be treated so.

'Or put in between my leaves a
pencil or anything thicker than a
single sheet of thin paper. It
would strain mny back.

'Whlienever you stop reading me,
if you are afraid of losing your place
dou't turn down the corner of one

of my leaves, but have a neat little-
book-mark to put in -where you
stopped, and then close mue and lay

me down on my side, so that I can
have a good, comfortable rest.

'IRemember, I want to visit a
great many other little boys after
you are through with me. Besides,
I may ineet you again some day,
and you would bc sorry to see me
looking old and torn and soiled.
Help me to keep fresli and clean,
and I will help you to be happy.'-
'English Paper.'

Onily Six Years Old==Yet
Useful.

Greta was.only six years old and
very siiall for lier age. When she
came into the Sunday-school she
wished very mucih to do soiething
for Jesus. 'Only in so little,' she

sighed, 'and there isn't anything I
can do.'

'Tut!' said grandfather, who lad
overheard. 'Who opens my paper
and finds my spectacles and brings
imy book from the library table?"

'And who puts the ribbon in my
cap, and gives puss his saucer of
milk, and teaches him to play with
a string?' added grandmother.

'Wlio is-the little girl that carries
my slippers and rolls ny chair up
nearer the fire?'.asked father, his
eyes twinkling.

'I know sonebody who can do er-
rands as nicely as any one,' said
mother.

Then sister Belle told what she
knew, and Greta's eyes beamed with
delight.
. 'Every little task that we do will-

ingly makes the Lord Jesus glad in
heaven,' finished grandfather, pat-
ting Greta's brown curls.'-Tlhe
'Suubeam.'

The Golden Rule.
Suppose -Pat you were heathen

children, living in Africa or Japan,
tlien try to think what you would
like to have the boys and girls in
the Anerican Sunday-schools do for
Vou. Many of those far-away lands
are dark, oh, so dark! Many there
have never seen a Bible, never
heard the sweet naie of Jesus. Lit-
tie children are often thrown by
their heatlien mothers to the alliga-
tors, or lef t on lonely inountains to
die. A poor man in India, trou.
bled by his sins, had a blacksmitii
make a linge iron cage, and rivet it
about his head, and thus hie wore
it for seven long years, hoping for
pardon and a happy heart; tien ne
lived seven other years up in a tree,
but at last lie heard' of Jesus, and
took hlim as his Saviour. If you

lived lu those heathen lands, witfh
no schools, no homes, no Bibles,
how glad you would.be to have the

Sunday-school boys and giris here
send yoù all those good things. Do
ye even so to them. Will you not·
all learn the following little poem
on tlie golden rule ?

'To do to others as I would
That they should do to .ne,

WilI make me honest, kin.d, ttad

good,
'As children ought to be.

'Wc never need behave ainis.s,
Nor feel uncertain long.

As we can always tell by :.his,
If things are right or wròng.

'I know I shall not steal or use
The snallest thing I see,

Which I should never like to lose,
If it belonged to me.

'And this plain rule forbids me
quite

To strike an angry blow;
Because I should not thinli it right

If others served, me so.

'But any kindness they may need,
1ll do whate'er it be;

'And I am very glad indeed,
When they are kind to me.

'Whether I an at home, at school
Or walking out abroad,

I never shall forget this rule
Of Jesus Christ, the Lord.

-Rev. Geo. W. Brooks.

What Can I Do For Jesus.
I can't do much for Jesus,

For I an only a few years old;
But I ean shine brighltly for him,

Though I am not very strong nor
bold.

I can speak a word to a school-
fellow,

Or a verse of a hynn I miglit
sing;

And thus I could sow the good
seed,

Wheu only a weak little thing.

And wlhen by Satan Fin tempted,
And feel inclined to give in;

Then Jesus cornes to the rescue,
And in able to conquer the sin.

And thus with my Saviour to help
me,

I figlht for Him day by day;
And lie gently whispers into my

car,
'My child, always watch and

pray.'
-'Sunday Companion.'


