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i picture to look at when be was far aw 
from hi* «tear little children. Hut pc 

likely to forget his little on 
if their pictures had not been tak- 

lie loved them so well that their pictu: 
were in his heart; it was not ?*«>~*ible 
forget them.
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1 WHAT LOVE IS.

■ “Otic afternoon,** writes a teach 
- just aft* r school had closed, aa I was l«i 
mg my desk preparatory to going h«*n 
little (Willie stole softly to my sit 
cliratie*! up on the desk, and putting 1 
arms around my neck, kissed me. “llfl 
*«*i. teacher,* he said.

“ ‘ Doee Willie know what love ief*r

“ ‘ It's what makes us «hsal to folks,'
replied.”

Was that not a goo«l answer, ami as tr 
It was our lord's 1*1

> I
a? it was gisal f 
that madeliiui so gissl to us in living a 
dying for our sake». I .et us all try ti { 
V gr,';il .kwl ..t ill. 1..W that makes 
goo I to folks.
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A WILL AND A WAY.

^Several years ago an effort was m.i 
loVollect all the chimney-sweepers in t 
eitpol Dublin, for the purjaiee of eduJ 
lion. Among others eatne n little fell! 
who was asked if he knew his letters. 1 

“ 0 yes, sir,” was the reply. /
“ Do you spell f”
“ O yes, sir,” was again the answer. 1 
“Do you read ?”
44 O yes, air.”
“ And what book did you learn froinj 
“ O 1 never had a book in my life, sij 
“ And who was your schoolmaster ?*1 
“01 never was at school.”
Here was a singular ease; a boy col 

read and spell without a book or inastl 
Hut what was the fact? Why, anotl 
little sweep, a little older than liimsl 
had taught him to read by showing « 
th<‘ letter* over the shop-doora which ta 
passed as they went through the city. I 
teacher, then, was another little sweep ■ 
himself, and his hook the sign-boards! 
the houses. What mav not be done1 
trying t “ Where there is a will therJ

MAST KM rHABI.es AND IIIM IIOIWK.

1
like a tlrop of gall on the Swoet joys ol 
home. Watch it day by day us a jiearl of 
great price, for it will be worth more to 
you in days to come than the liest pearl 
hid in the sea. A kind voice is to the 
heart what light is to the eye. it is n 
light that sings as well as shines.

MY HOY.

It was not on Un- field of battle,
It was not with a ship at sea,

Huf a fate far tforse than either 
That stole him away from me

‘Twa* the death in the ruby wine-cup, 
That tlie reason and senses drown ;

*He drank the alluring poison,
And thus my boy went down.

I town from the lieights of manhood, *
To the depths of disgrace and sin,

Down to a worthless lieing
From the hopes of what might have 

been;
For the brand of the beast besotted,

He bartered his manhood's crown;
Through the gate of a sinful pleasure.

My poor, weak boy went down.
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1I THE PICTURE.

I'upa was away off on the big «avau, and 
lie could not come home for three years, 
so mamma said she wanted to send him 
«oinetliing to help him remember his four 
little ehildren. Ho she took them all down 
to the place where they take pictures; an*I 
the man made tliem stand in a pretty 
group and told them to look right at n 
•|ueer box on long légs. Thev stood still. 
The man squeezed a rubber ball that was 
fastened to a box by a rubber cord, there 
was a little click, and the man said ;

“ That is all. You may go nbw.”
“ Where is my picture ? I want to see 

it,” said little Baby Paul.
“ You will see it next week, little one,’’ 

•«aid the man.
Sure enough, in ten days there came 

home a dozen pretty pictures. There was 
Grace with her doll, and Ned with his red 
fez cap upon his head—only it wasn’t red 
in the picture—Helen with l»er hand up to 
lier fat cheek, and Baby Paul with his 
cart and dolly, looking as if lie expected 
the picture to come right out of the little 
round hole he looked into.

Captain Papa, as the little folks called 
him, waa very glad indeed to have this
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A KIND VOICE.

There ia no jMrtver of love ao hard to 
get and keep as a kind voice. A kind 
hand i* «leaf and dumb. It may he rough 
i«i flesh and blood, yet do the work of n 
•oft heart, and do it with a aoft touch.

that love A WORD TO THE BOYS. 

v If you have anvthing to do. do il 
once. Don’t ait down in the rocking-chi 
and loae three-quarters of an ho t 
dreading the job. Be sure that it f 
seem ten times harder than it did at fi 

Keep this motto: Be on time in sn 
things, as well as great The boy whi 
behind time at breakfast and school 1 
he sure to get “ left ” in the import 
things of life.

But there is no one thing 
much needs as a sweet voice^r» tell wh 
it mrtns and feels ; and it is hard to get 
and keep it in the right tone. One must 
start in youth, and he on the watch night 
and day, at work and play, to get and 
keep a voice that shall apeak at all times 
the thoughts of a kind heart. It is often 
in vouth that one gets a voice or tone that 
is sharp, and sticks to him through life, 
and atira up ill-will and griefs, and falls
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