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owe your preseat health, and safcty, un-
grateful littie riee'

And are flot niany men-are not you
indecd like this littie child? You complain
of your F ather in heaven because Hie kceps
you poor, perhaps, and unable to do the
things you would. He let you feel Riis rod
the other day to prevent yen repeating that
sin yen fell into. Hie afflicts you now to
niake you well for ail eternity.

You are, perhaps, but fie years old as
regards God, like that littie child, and yeu
have no sense to judge Mini, the great
Creator of ail men.

Be humble, then, and do as you
wouid like your iittie child to do to
you. Trust God thougli yeu do not yet
undcrstand His dealings. 1-e is your
Father.

TOM IVATSOYS STORY.

4Y eneniy.' -That's what 1 used
to cail huxu. Net that ever he
did me any hian, or Nvanted to
do me any, but I took a spite

against hima from the very first, when we
were littie lads together, and there was
always sometbing or other te keep it going.

One Sunday we'd been quarrelling en the
road to school, and calling each other ail the
names we could think of, and wlien Miss
IMary asked me in class if I kncw what ' an
enemy' w'as, 1 blurted out ' Fred Walters,'
and made everybody laugyh.

They ail knew that F red and I were always
fighting, and Mis Mr nw it tee, se she
just smiled te herself and said nu more then,
but she gave me a talkîng-to afterwards.

Yes, ve used te be always fighting about
one thing or another, but ve were fn!ends
then compared te wvhat we came te be when
wve were growvn up, though we left eff fighting
before that.

We grew uD and got beyend Misa Mary,
and neyer ne nt te lier class any more; thouglih
1, for eue, neyer saw her about the street but
my heart warmed te lier still, and my cap
went off of itself.

Fred jeined Mr. Meorton's Bible Class-be
wvas the clergyman-but 1 did nothing of the
kind. 1 %vas a reugli lot in those days, and
not easy te have te do wvith; and 1 was fool
eneugli te bc proud of it.

Fred and I were net like tei be better
friénds, for ail the fellows about knewv what

a spite I had againsb Ilim, and theughYt it
good fun te set us on at ene another ; but I
never laid band upon him, for lie %vas but a
little chap stili, and I had groivn up s0 strong
and big that I could bave picked hima up
under my anr and carried him away.

I didn't keep my tengue off hia though,
especially on a Sunday, 'when ie, vwas dressed
up, spick-and-span, iu lais black clothes as
fine as any parsen, geing off te Bible Class
with his books under his anm.

Somehow the sight of him then mnade me
feel mad. 1 didnt mind hlm haif se much on
a weekday, wvhen we %vara ail comaing back
frem the pits tegether, as black as a ceai.

Hie always managed te pass bywvher I weuld
be standing, with a lot of other chaps, in front
of the &'Miner's Anis,' thougli there was
anether wvay be might have gene. And
he always gave a civil ansiver or none,
whatever we said te bum. It says in the
Good Book that a seft answer turna away
wnathi, but I used te think semetimes that
if ie'd only speak up sharp, once fer ail,
and show a bit of spirit, I'd let bur alone
from that time forivand.

Fred Walters lived *with his aid fatlhen
and mether, aud folks said that lie helped
tliem a good bit. Anyway, theirs was as
comfortable a house as any in the place, and
Fred wvas as stcady as could be. A -very
great favounite-he 'was -%ith Mn.. Mento-n, and
a crëdi V-to the pais-se they used to say.

As for me, I1 was ne credit te anyone, and


