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MUUR OUNG ECOLKB.

TUE GREA4T GOD.

Littleo boy, wlth langbin.g -oe
Bright and biune syonder sky,
camo, end I wUll tayetei i, lote,
Who it isathni livea abova.

Il la Goa, Who Mado the carth,
God. who gave my darling birtb
God, trhoaco 505ach sparrow feu ;
God, who rcigns, gi-ont Ring of ail;

Goa, who sonda tho pleasant brocze,
fllowing sweot through flow'ra and trees;
God, who givea yenl every joy;-
God, who loves you, lUtle boy.

Ilo la beautiful and brlght,
Living iu otornal lght.
Would you ual. My littie late,
Like ta live with Hlm abave?

Ask lm, thon, ta sihow you how
You may plonse Him hero below ,
Ask Hlm &race and belp ta send ;
Pray to lm, your kindeat friend.

Yon must learn ta road, and look
Olten in nia Hloly Blook ;
There, my darling, yen will findi
Gaod ta very gaod and kînd.

2'I1N AND WVILLIE.
Wearied with play, Loula and Tiny drow

their gardon-chairs close together, and sat
down under the chostnut-tree which grew
beside their home. Their laps wcero full of
flowers, which they liad just gathcered to
mako into a nosega for their mothor. Birds
were singing in the branches overbead, and
a littie robin, wvhich they Led every day tilI
it was quite tame, hoppcd round theru with
a consequontiai air, and sometimos perchod on
their shou'iders.

Both chlldren had been quito silent for a
fcw minptes, when Tiny suddenly raised ber
blue oyes and said:

leI arn se happy. 1 do love tho floers, and
birdies, and you, and everybody su mueh."

Thon she added in a whisper:
"lAnd I love God, who made us ail so happy.

Sister, 1 wish I could givo Him something."
IlMother says if we love Him that is whaý,

Hoe ]ikes best of ail," replied Leila.
IlYes, but I do wvant te do something for

Him-something that %vould givo me trouble.
Can't yeu think, of anything ?

Loula thought a littie and said:
",Perhaf you could print a text for the

flwers rn&her sends every wcek te the sick
people in the hospitals. They aro so glad to
have the flowers, and then the toxa mako
them. think about our Father in beaven."

IlO, I Slîould ie that.! I wîli write,
Suifer little children to corne unto Me, and

foirbid tborn not."'
But Tiny was only six yoars ola, and it was

very difficult for her to hold a pan, so she
only did two letters every day until it was
flnishied. Then she went alone ta hor roorn
and knolt, down. lePloase, God," sha said, ",I
did this text for you. Piease take it froin
Tiny, for Jesus Chacist's sako-." And God
board the prayer, for Ho always listons 'when
little oidren truly pray.

So Tiny's text was sent up to Londoin, and
a May put a very pretty flower into the card
and took it te a huspital. She istoppecd "eide

a bed whcre a littlo boy was lying. His face
wvas alrnost as wlhite as the pillow on which
ho lay, and bis dark cyca wero fîlled with
tears.

Il a the pain vory bad to-day, Willie ?

etYes, mniss, iVs dreadful. But it'8 nlot se
mucli the pain as I mmnd, irn used te that,
ycr know. Father boat rue overy day alnîost
w'hen lie was drtink. But the doctor says inm
too il!1 for'm to 'ave any hopes for me, and Imr
mnighty afeared to di."'

leIf you had a friand who loved you very
niueh, and yeu were well, should yeu bc afraid
te go and stay %with himi, WVillie ? "

leWhy no, I'd likce te go, iii course."
leI have broughit you a message frein a

Friond wvlio bias loved you ail your life long.
Hoe wants you te trust Him, and te go and
livo with lljîn. Ho will love you always, and
you wvill always ho happy."

Thon the lady road Tiny's text, etSuier
littie children to corne unto Me." She told
Min Law Jesus had died, and thon rose agrain
and wvent te hieaven te preparo a place for
1iin, and many other children teo. She told
Min liow Josus i-3 stili qaying, "lCorne," and
His baud is still bold eut te bless.

So Willio turned te tho Good Shopherd, and
was no longyer afraid.

A fcw days afterwards lio whispered, "'Lord
Jesus, 1 arî coming,," and diod Nvith Tiny's
toxt in his band.

CILD'S JFYdMN.

Jeans!1 holy S7via0ur,
Hlest me nw, 1 pray;

Look upan Tby littho child,
And blasa me &II the day.

Thon hast loved me dearly,
Thon hast died for me,

And very gaod ana loving
Thy littie child abouna, ho.

Maire mo vcry Cenfie,
Mako mo gaoda sud tune,

Tcach me how ta please Thes
In aecrything I do.

Forgive me when I'm maughty,
Tako all my smn away,

1IeIp me ta lave Thea better,
Doar Saviotur, overy day.

ARE YOU LI1BE lIER?
How plumaant it is to sieu a little girl try-

ing, te bc useful! There is little Rboda
May sitting in a poor old woman's 'cot-
tage, and writing a letter for her teo ber
absent son. It is an art of great kindaess tu
the ol<l lady, for biiO dom flot know how te
write hierseif, and would net ho able te lot ber
edear boy Juhn" etar froni bier at ail, if somo

oe did not write instead rcf ber. That etsome
on"is good little Rhoda. She has given up

bar play this afternoon-and no oe loves
play more dearly than 'Rhoda-in erder that
she may, in this way, belp ber agcd friend.
'Rhoda xwisho.s very rnuch te bo useful. I
wonder whether you are like hor.

.HOW SIXY GROWS.

Tho sixth commandmont is: «"Thou'shait
net kilI."

Did you say littlo beys and girls nover kili
folks ? Only big folks do that - Lot us sc.
Wlaat mado that man kill tho uthor last week 1

When ho was a little boy, ho would got angry
if his pînymates did not pIeuse him. Whou
ho was largor, lie biated the boys who would
not de as lie wantod thoîin te, and ho Nv'euld
fight thom, and now ho bas killed tie inau
hecausoe o ated him. He lot angor and bitte
ho in is heart wvbn hie was littte, and thty
grew. Tho Bible says. leWbiosoover hateth
bis brother is a murderor."

REPiçN TANVCE.

Il Jeans Christ was sent
Ta save us tramn aur sin,

And kindly teach us ta repent,
We alioul ut onze. bogin.

Repentance la ta bcave
Tho sine wo loved beforo,

Ani show that we in carnest griet@
fly doipg s0 no ware.

BOYS AY') TifIMBLES.

No mnan cau, like the writer, live sixty
years without oftcn wishing hoe had learned
te use a sowing thimble %volI in bis early boy.
hood, ospecially if ho has gene about the
world mucb. Buttons will corne off, stitches
wvill break, and how handy it la for boys at
sehool.-often at home-to ho ablu te wvhip.on
a butten, stop a starLingr rent, and do many
ethor little sewings, witbout calling on a wo-
man, or perchance sanding for a taler. Que
seldom, if ovor, loarns te use a thimble, if this
part of lus education bas beon neglected in
amati boyhiood. The writ"r bas travelled a
good deal, and at a roughi guess ho bas broken
tbreads at least five hundred tinies in at.
teinpting te work a needle tbrougb a butten or
garînent without a thimble. Boys, take -our
advice, and every one of you learn te use a
thimble well before you grew up.

SIG.YS.
Wben 1 sc a boy in baste te spend every

penny as soon as ho gots it, 1 think it a sigri
that ho will ho a spendtbrift.

When I seo a bey hoarding up bis pennies,
and unwilling- te part with thern for any good
purpose, I think it a sign that ho will ho a
miser.

Whon I sc a boy always lookirig eut for
hiniself, and disliking te share good things
witb others, 1 tbink it a sign that ho will
grow up a very selfish person.

leKYiO CK 1"2

Where arn 1 te knock ? I amn the Door,"
says the S5aviour; etne man corneth te the
Fathor savo by Mo."

Whe"bn amn 1 te knock ? ilNow is the
accepted time-new i3 the day of salvation."
ilTo-day, if you will hoar lis voice, lia-don
not your heart."

For Nvliat amn 1 te knock? î eKnock, and it
shall ho opuned, seck, and ye shall find; ask,
and ye shall receive."

How shall I knock ? leCorne unto Me, al
yo that labour and are beavy ladon, and 1
will give you rest. Tako My yoke upon you,
and learn of Mo."

You are to knock, thon, at the Door, wbich
is Christ, now, for,« admission ite the fold of
Christ, by coniing te Christ, hy way o£ Vi
cornmandrn-nta.
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