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00 SE A WA r.
I will not think of tbce m cold end deed, 

Low-lying in the grave that I can aee.
I would "not stand beside when life bad fled 

And left thy body only, there tor me 
I never saw thee with thy pale arms crossed 

On that unbeating heart that was mine own. 
They only told me ail that I had lost

When from thy breast thy lovely soul bad 
flown.

Thou wert not that ! and so I turned a wav, 
And left the bouse wnen mourners staid ; 

Wor did I come on that nnhappv day.
When in the tomb that dreadful thing was 

laid#
To me thou art not dead, but gone an hour 

Into another country, fair and sweet, 
Wham thou shall by some undiscovered power 

Be kept in youth and beauty till we meet.

Thus I can feel that any given day
1 could rejoin thee, gone awhile before 

To foreign cHmee, to pass duil weeks away 
By wandering on the broad Atlantic shore ; 

Where each long wave that breaks upon the 
sand

Bears thee a message from me waiting here. 
And every breath spring breathes across the 

land
Seems as a sign that thou art lingering near.

So I will think ot thee as living there,
And I will keep thy grave in sweetest bloom 

As if thou gavedst a garden to my care
K’er thou departed from our English gloom. 

Then when my dav is done, and 1 too die, 
Twill he as if I journeyed to thy side,

And when all quiet we together lie,
We shall not know that we have ever died.

—All the Year Bound.

WIL-ANECDOTE OF DR.
LISTON.

What is faith ?—and, What is it 
to believe on Christ ?—are very 
jominon questions in the history ot 
.very Christian minister. Another 
question about as common is, How 
can 1 appropriate the work of 
Christ to my soul ? Sometimes it

r ssii mes this—which is the same 
King—IIow can 1 be benefited by 
what Christ did ?

I have an illustration that has 
been the means of leading at least 
one hundred sinners to Christ, as it 
fell from my lips. It has also been 
the means of enlightening the 
minds of a great many professing 
Christians. I trust you will receive 
benotittromreading it. Itshows why 
impenitent sinners do not become 
Christians, and it shows why many 
professing Christians are in dark
ness.

When I was a student at Oberlin, 
I preached during the fall and win
ter of 1837-38, at Granger, Ohio. 
While there 1 became acquainted 
with one of the most godly men I 
ever knew. He had long been in 
the “ school of Christ,” and had 
been taught of him. 1 often wished 
I might know the history of the 
man, who seemed to enjoy the calm 
sweet sunlight of his Saviour’s 
countenance. At length an oppor
tunity occurred, and I asked him to 
give mo his history. To this he 
most cheerfully assented. A part 
of his history was got far from 
this :

Soon after he became hopefully 
converted, he got into darkness, 
lie did not have as much feeling as 
he thought he ought to have had 
when ho became a Christian, and 
therefore doubted greatly whether 
he had ever truly consecrated him- 
ttuh to Go«l. lie was afraid to go 
to the communion table lest he 
should bring damnation upon him
self. He lived as a great many 
others do—having just about reli
gion enough to make him miser
able. At length he said : “ Did
you over' know a minister in the 
Slate of New York by the name of 
Williston?” 1 told him I had heard 
Mr. Williston preach once. “Well, 
lie was the man, under God, that
iid me gixxl. I lived at that time 
n the State 
,’anandai nia.

of New York, near 
It was about the 
1 don't remember

cuetly.
“ One afternoon, while I was en- 

iged in rolling logs, there came a 
>y and told us that a missionary 
mild preach at the bouse of one ot 
y neighbors that afternoon. We 
included to go. I don’t renient lier 
luch about the sermon, but l rc- 
icmbcr one anecdote. It seemed 
int he had been preaching tn the 
lore of one of the lakes. While 
iere lie had found a woman in as 
ear the same state of mind as 1 
we told you that 1 was in, as can 
!. lie called one day, ai d having 
card her story about her doubts 
id fears, said : ‘ Suppose you go
twn to the shore of this lake, and 
ke a stone and thiow it into 
le lake, do you suppose that you 
ill ever see it again ? She said 
So; not till the lake is dried up.’ 
You can remember,’ said he, ‘ how 
looked, can you not ?' ‘ \es, 1

m remember that forever.’ * Well, 
iid he, ‘ I will tell you what I 
ant you to do. I want you to cast 
II your sins and doubts and fears 
n Christ. You will find Him an 
cean of love. Cast all your sins 
n him as you would cast a stone 
)(o this lake. You may remember 
ow they looked, and that you will 
cmember in eternity.’

** The story did the woman a 
real deal of good. I stayed till 
he minister got through with his 
lory and the application, and then 
farted for the woods. 1 rolled in

ao-ony, and wept and prayed, till at 
length I felt that 1 had cast all my 
sins and doubts and fears on Christ. 
My joy was inexpressible. I have 
boon a great sinner in my day since 
then, but I know what my re
medy is. I don’t keep a load of 
sin-weighing me down and crushing 
me in the dust, as I used to, bet I 
go and cast it on Christ, and find 
him daily an ocean of love to my 
soul.”

Soon after I heard this anecdote 
I was engaged in a powerful revival 
of religion at Hinckley, Ohio. I 
saw a man rolling and writhing for 
one hour and a quarter under a 
sense of sin. At length I arrested 
his attention by telling him the 
above anecdote. The man looked 
up in wonder, saying, “ Can such a
sinner as I be saved?” “Yes,’ said
I ; “ cast all your sins on Christ. 
He laughed, he wept, he adored. He 
felt that he could cry, “ Ah I that 
look of love was joy unutterable,
and lull of glory !”

On mv return to Oberlin I called 
on President Mahan and Professor 
Phinnev. and stated the above to 
each. The next Sabbath evening, 
at prayer-meeting, Prof. Morgan 
called on some ot my class to give 
their experience during the vaca
tion. I gave the above illustration. 
A very good meeting followed.

The” next Thursday evening Pre
sident Mahan preached and told the 
same story. The next Sabbath 
morning Professor Phinney repeat
ed it. No anecdote ever affected a 
community as that did the people 
of Oberlin. Thirteen years after
ward, President Mahan informed 
me that be had told that story in 
every place where he bad preached.

And, now, my dear readers, in y 
prayer is that you may follow Fa
ther Ganyard, and cast all your 
sins and doubts and fears on Christ. 
In so doing, you will find that look 
of love, and your soul will be borne 
upward and onward,almost entranc
ed in glory.—N. Y. Evangelist.

BIBLE READING.
The best time for Bible reading 

is in the morning. The mind and 
body are fresh, after the repose of 
the night, and the highest powers 
of thought may be brought to bear 
upon the chapter selected. But 
with most people each recurring 
morning brings its own pressing 
tasks. Business cares, the daily 
toil, and the duties of the house- 
hole, are the first and most engros 
sing confterns. Some hours must 
pass, with many, before they can 
find time to sit down to any quiet 
reading.

I would plead, however, with 
every one who may happen to look 
at this article, that the plan bo hon
estly tried, of taking some word 
from God’s book for the first medi
tation of the morning. If you have 
a fire to light, or breakfast to pre
pare ; if you must hurry forth in 
the early gray of dawn to take 
down shutters and sweep out a 
shop; if you must hasten to dress 
little children, or start otf for a long 
journey to the store you attend, or 
the school in which you teach, or 
the factory where you toil, still you 
will be wiser, richer, and happier, 
if you are resolute about this.

But to the multitude whose morn
ings are comparatively within their 
own control, 1 would say, make for 
the next month, a fair, steadfast 
trial of the plan of' studying the Bi
ble when your faculties are at what 
Macdonald somewhere calls “ men
tal high-water mark.” Very often 
there is pressing work on hand ; the 
little dress must be finished, the 
cake must be made, the dinner must 
be ordered, the sweeping must be 
attended to, the letters must be writ
ten, and the newspaper must be 
read. By and l>y will do for the 
Bible reading. Thus we argue, and 
before we know . it noon comes, 
guests arrive, unexpected affairs 
crowd in u]>o» us, and there is no 
room anywhere lor the still hour 
with God, for the sweet preparation 
ol' the heart to seek him.

Every Christian admits the duty- 
of frequent reading of the Bible. To 
how many it is more than a duty, 
even a dear and thrice blessed priv
ilege, so that they are ready to cry 
out, “ How sweet are thy words 
unto my mouth, yea, sweeter than 
honey unto my taste !” This expe
rience comes only to those who 
make it part of their life work to 
study the Scriptures. You wonder 
at the familiarity of this or that 
friend with the Psalms, the Epis
tles, the Gospels. It has been gain
ed a little at a time, by patient daily 
reading, thoughtful and prayerful 
reading, too, which was hived by 
the soul as something worth treas
uring. We shall all gain immeas
urably in our influence, as well as 
in our own comfort, by giving more 
of our unwearied thought to the 
Holy Book. A few tired, sleepy, 
wovnout moments at night, and 
those only, are almost an insult to 
the Master whom we profess to 
serve.—Presbyterian Journal.

A single word it s littie thing.
But » soul may be dying before yeer eyes

For lack of the comfort a word may bring, 
With its welcome help end its sweet sur

prise.

A kindly look costs nothing at all.
But a heart may be starring for just one

That shtilshow by the eyelid’s tender fall 
The help of a pitying countenance.

It is easv enough to bend the ear 
To catch some tale of sore distress;

Bat men may be fainting beside us here,
For longing to share their weariness.

These gilts nor silrer nor gold may bar.
Nor tiie wealth of the richest of men bestow,

But the comfort of word, or ear, or eye,

A FLOWER FARM.
A correspondent of the Boston 

Herald gives the following account 
of a noted flower farm in Eng
land :—

In a corner of the county of Es* 
sex, Eng., Messrs. Carter, floricnl 
turists, have established a farm de
voted to the growth of flowers. 
These plants are not destined to 
adorn the gardens of the wealthier 
classes, but to furnish seed from 
which flowers may be ultimately 
obtained. A recent visit to the vil
lage of St. Osyth, discloses a tract 
of well-sheltered country, which, in 
its variety ot colors, reminded one 
ot a stained glass windowgone mad. 
In one place an expanse of the deep
est blue is formed by a few acres of 
Nemophila insignis. Next to it ap
pears a purple sea of the purple Sa- 
ponaria. Then comes a dash of the 
deep blue Lobelia, and, further on, 
one enters a space covered with the 
Venetian red of the Phlox drum- 
mondi. These are followed by sim
ilar beds of Sweet Williams, the 
yellow Oxalis, the pink Eucharidi- 
um, the purple Leptospermum, and 
these masses of color are relieved 
by the while Nemophila.

Another portion of th<f farm is 
devoted to Petunias, with purple 
and white loaves edged with green ; 
these are followed by a yellow sea 
of Escbscholtzia crocea, and then 
comes a promontory of odoriferous 
sweet Sultan, white lilac, and yel
low. At the end of this appears an 
island of Verbena surrounded by 
the blue Lupin. A sea of the bright 
scarlet Godetia, named after the 
Princess of Wales, and another 
pond of the same color, is formed 
by the Lobelia cardinalis. Every 
color is found here : the blue of the 
Lobelia specioso, the pale blue of 
the Campanula, the yellow of the 
snapdragon, the rosy tint of the 
sweet pea, the deep orange ot the 
Escbscholtzia mandarin, the bright 
scarlet of the Tom Thumb Nastur
tium, the old-fashioned Virginia 
stock, the French gray and purple- 
colored Godetia whitneyi, the white 
Clarkia, dedicated to Mrs. Langtry, 
while Lord Bcaconsfield’s and Mr. 
Gladstone’s names are immortalized 
in different kinds of Chrysanthe
mums. These flowers are not pick
ed, but are al.owed to run to seed, 
which is carefully gatheied and 
made up into small packages.

One corner of the farm is devoted 
to the cultivation of the seed of the 
more useful products. Hero may 
bo found a bed of American parsley, 
and a plot of the new mammoth 
wheat lately introduced from the 
States. This cereal produces an ear 
of immense size, but bearded like 
barley. These “ horns,” as the 
heard is called, drop oft" as the ear 
ripens, leaving it perfectly smooth. 
Next to the extirpation of weeds 
the gardener’s greatest difficulty is 
to keep the different kinds of flow
ers in their own beds. The small 
birds do their best to mix them up, 
and seem to take a special delight 
in carrying the seed ot some bright 
scarlet flower and dropping it into 
the midst of a bed devoted to a flow
er of another color.

A PLEASING INCIDENT.
There is a lady living in a little 

four-room cottage in the environs, 
of Boston, whose name is well 
known to literary people. She de
pends wholly upon her own exer
tions for the support of herself and 
children, and does her own house
work, yet her cottage is the focus 
of the best society of the locality. 
A gentleman calling there recently 
was received at the door by a 
daughter of fhe lad}-, who told him 
her mother was loo busy to be call
ed, but that he could see her in the 
kityhen, if he pleased ; and he fol
lowed her to that room. The lady 
greeted him without the least em
barrassment, though she had on a 
big apron and her sleeves were pin
ned back to her shoulders. She 
was cutting a pumpkin into slips 
for pies; and there sat a venerable 
gentleman gravely paring the strips 
to the accompaniment of brilliant 
conversation. I was asked to guess 
who this gentleman was, and after 
several fruitless attempts, was told 
that it was the poet Longfellow. 
While the pumpkin-paring was in

process, another distinguished poet 
called, and he also insisted upon be
ing impressed into the service. It 
was a dreary day outside, and no 
one cared to leave the pleasant cot
tage, so they staid to lunch, one of 
the pies forming the piece de resist- 
anne of the occasion. Speaking of 
this incident afterward the lady 
said, “ My friends are kind enough 
to come and see me, though they 
know I cannot leave my work to 
entertain them. Visiting and work 
must proceed together, and when I 
set my callers at work with me we 
are sure to have an agreeable time.” 
—Lippincott.

THE BORROWED BABY.
“ Please ma'am, I’ve come to bor

row the baby.”
The speaker was a rosy-cheeked 

girl who lived with the family across 
the way. It was a regular nuisance, 
this lending the baby all the time. 
She did not seem to belong to us at 
all, any more. I suppose we were 
all a little jealous, because she real
ly did love those new people so 
much, and they took so much pains 
with her, teaching her little cunn
ing ways avd pretty sayings ; and 
1 must say they were most judicious, 
never giving her sweet things to 
make her sick, or letting her take 
cold. So, for the hundredth time, 
1 rolled little Dudu up and, kissing 
her good-by, sent her off to act her 
part as a borrowed baby.

When John came home to dinner 
and found the baby gone again he 
was just as angry as could be.

“ Why can’t they get a baby of 
their own, and not always be bor
rowing ours?” he said crossly. 
“ They could go over to the asylum 
and take their pick of babies.”

“ But none like ours, John," I said 
quickly.

“Well no, of course not ; but I 
don’t propose to have strangers go
ing halves with our baby. Besides 
1 won’t have them teaching that 
child any more nonsense of the re
ligious sort, and they may as well 
know it ; when they bring her back 
this time you may as well settle it 
up once for all.”

I forgot to say that John and I 
were both free-thinkers and did not 
go to Church or subscribe to any of 
the religious beliefs to which we 
had been educated. We had both 
graduated in a brilliantly intellectu
al school utterly devoid of the fool
ish superstitions of any religious 
faith, and we intended to bring up 
our child in the same severely moral 
atmosphere. It did not once occur 
to us that ours was the strength of 
youth and presumption, or that our 
Ignorance could not pull down in a 
day what knowledge had been a thou
sand years building. We\felt that 
we were sufficient to ourseilves and 
our child. 7*^ y

The baby came home. She was 
nearly three years old, but, after all, 
only a baby, and as I took her from 
the girl 1 said :

“ Wo won’t be able to lend the 
baby any more, Mary ; nor papa 
and I both think it isn’t a good plan, 
and we cannot possibly do without 
her, the house is too lonely. Tell 
your mistress so, with my compli
ments.”

“ I’am sorry, ma’am,” said the 
girl, “ because we all love little 
Dudu so much, and she’s real sweet. 
She can sing ‘ Jesus loves me’ all 
through, and not miss a word.”

“ Superstition !” I exclaimed an
grily, “ tell your mistress for me 
that I do not wish my child to learn 
those senseless hymns. I do not 
believe in them, nor do I intend that 
she shall.”

“ N o-t b-c-l-i-c-v-e them,” gasped 
the girl. “ Why, you ain't a hea
then, bo you ?”

I dismissed her curtly, and when 
John came home told him of the 
message 1 had sent.

“ That is right, little woman ! I 
guess we know enough to take care 
of this little blossom, hey wee Willie 
Winkle, don’t we?”

Somehow just then an old forgot
ten text dashed into my mind, “ My 
grace is sufficient for tliee,” and it 
ran up and down the garret of my 
thought all the evening. When I

Eut Dudu to bed I noticed that her 
ands were hot and her eyes seemed 

heavy. There was lots of diphtheria 
in the place, but she had not been 
exposed to it in any possible manner, 
our neighbors being as afraid of it 
as we were, for that was why no 
baby was in their home.

O, that dreadful time. I cannot 
recall it now—the days—hardly 
more than a day—of anguish ; the 
awful suffering and the end, the 
patched lips and the fever-bright 
eyes—the awful realism of death, 
and not one hope, one word of com
fort, only the cruel, dreary, unlight
ened grave that yawned for our 
darling! .

Just at the last there was a mo
ment’s peace. It was not on us that 
her last look fell. We turned to 
see who or what she saw, and there 
stood our neighbor over the way,

whom she, at least, sweet darling, 
had loved as herself, and then she 
lifted the weary little hands, and 
a glad look of recognition was in 
the little wan face, and wo all heard 
the last broken words as they fell 
in awful distinctness from the baby 
lips ; “ Desus loves me, dis I know.

Yes, théy sang it at her fanerai, 
for we buried her with no heathen 
rites, and some good man prefaced 
a few’ consoling words with the text : 
“ My grace is sufficient for thee 
but O ! the tender melody of the 
child-voidek that sung above her :

Jesus loves me, this I know,
For the Bible tells me so ;
Littie ones to him belong.
We are we»k, but be is strong.

And when it was all over, and o. - 
ly the memory remained of so much 
beauty and sweetness, and our 
hearts were going back to the dust 
and ashes of unbelief, our good 
neighbor came like an evangelist, 
and giving us of her own brave 
Christian strength, gained at the 
foot of the cross, said wisely : “ Be 
content, God has only borrowed the 
baby.”

TWO PICTURES.
The experience of a young man, 

recently given in a social meeting, 
shows forcibly the extreme dangers 
to which even those trained in Chris
tian habits at home are exposed, 
when thrown out upon the world. 
He is a commercial traveller. Most 
of his time is spent upon railway 
trains or in hotels. Stopping in 
any city for a few hours, business 
is soon completed, and then, until 
the time of departure comes, the 
moments hang listlessly upon his 
hands. Of course, no social pleas
ures are open to him in any of the 
delightful Christian homes that sur
round him, for he is a stranger. 
Hotel acquaintances invite him to 
the billiard-room. He thinks that 
better than sitting alone; so he ac
cepts the invitation. The game is 
usually not for money, but for drink. 
His principles have been averse to 
this indulgence; but when his com
panions enter into it, he thinks he 
cannot refuse. It is not long before 
the moral sense is blunted, and all 
the early horror of the fatal draught 
which his mother instilled into nis 
mind in boyhood is gone; and, 
without even hesitating, he drinks 
and plays, and plays and drinks un
til his brain is turned, and the morn
ing finds him stupid and unfit far 
business duties. From the force of 
early habit he attends service once 
on Sabbath, but the noon of that 
day usually finds him seated in the 
car, off for the next place of busi
ness, where the same allurements 
draw him further still from every 
instinct of his better nature. Alas ! 
what a warning is here 1 How 
many a professing Christian young 
man has through such exposures as 
those drifted away from Church, 
and home, and social ties, into hope
less tides of evil.

In contrast with this sad and yet 
true picture, stands another just as 
true. It has been our delight for 
two years past to watch the growth 
in Christian character of a young 
man, whoso business takes him 
upon frequent journeys West and 
South, lieturning after weeks of 
absence to the weekly prayer-meet
ing of his Church, he is always 
among the first to give his testimo
ny. Thanksgiving tor providential 
care and spiritual blessings comes 
with true fervor from a heart that 
has remained loy*al to Christ and 
his service through all changes of" 
place and circumstances. Instead 
of the sad breaking'down of princi
ple arid loss of character mtmife-t 
in the former case, “'o see in him a 
growth in Christian manliness pro
mising much for his future.

The exposures in both lives are 
the same; but the security of this 
one lies in the fact, that instead of 
being drawn into the billiard-room, 
he seeks the prayer-meeting and 
there finds help and refreshment 
even in the midst of strangers. He 
finds also, the place of secret com
munion with God in the hotel or on 
the train, and wherever lie goes the 
word is a lamp unto his feet and a 
light unto his path.

God is above all circumstances, 
and will keep in perfect safety amid 
all dangers every soul that is true 
to him.—E. J. K.

prayer.

FAMIL Y WORSHIP.
They who daily pray in their 

homes do well : they that not only 
pray, but read the Bible, do better, 
but they do best of all who not only 
pray and read the Bible, but sing 
the praises of God. What scene can 
be more lovely on earth, more like 
the heavenly home, or more pleas
ing to God, than that of a pious 
family, kneeling with one accord 
around the home altar, and uniting 
their supplication to their Father in 
heaven ? How lovely the scene of 
a pious mother gathering her little 
ones around her at the bedside, and 
teaching them the privilege of

- v - 11 •* thw which m*u
home a type of heaven, the dw!n 
ing place of God—the family .i!r 
heaven’s threshold. The home tk 
has honored God with an altVÏ 
devotion may well be called bleaee?
Your household piety Will ^ ,Y‘ 
crowning attribute of y0Ur peaces! 
home. It is well with thee v 
can answer with joy. js’ 
some say, if wo could have all a. 
sport that we wish for. But »U 
does that amount to ? It will net» 
benefit us in the least, but wjllV? 
up in greater condemnation ^ 
should always act so that we <*» 
look back upon a life well spent.

Some families are not careful 
have their children present 
they worship. This is very 
The children should alwaysJfrw 
sent. Some do not teach 
children to kneel in prayer, and 
hence they awkwardly sit in the» 
seats while the parents kneel. Thk 
is a sad mistake. “Headset"fimnij,, 
should never omit to pray *itk 
their families, morning and evenjm 
and set them a good example in 
the Christian virtues.”—Presbyter
ian Journal

OUB YOUNG FOLKS.

A LETTER FROM a 
CONVICT.

Yes, my dear teacher, I can trace 
away brick to the days of my youth,
the first step in crime, that result! 
od in bringing me here. I well re
member the Sunday morning, when 
I was ten or twelve years old; that 
my mother, after fixing mo all up, 
said : "

“ Now, Edward, you go right to 
the Sunday-school.”

“ Yes, mother,” I answered, and 
started. When I got to the chan* 
instead of walking in I stood on the 
steps with some other boys. Some 
of the boys said ■

“ Let us go down to the beach and 
have a swim.” Three of us started 
and went in “ swimming,” as W# 
called it. Then we went back to 
the church. We found the service 
had begun. Then it was proposed 
that wo go and get some of Dr.—-'» 
cherries, that hung temptingly ofw 
the road, a little way off. Vregot 
up into the tree ana began to pick 
and eat. The Doctor saw us from 
his window. . After we had got 
enough, we came down and hoar 
around till meeting was out, and 
then wo went home.

Mother said, “ Have you been at 
the meeting ?”

“ Yes, mother,” I answered.
The next morning a constable 

came. I was taken before a justice 
and sent to jail for five days.

That was the starting point 
After that it was easy to tell a lie; 
it was easy to take small things. 
That led mo to bail company. 
There were plenty who wore ready 
to say, “ Good boy ; you arc a brick; 
been to jail/” 1 thought it a grand 
thing. Bad company led me to 
drink, and through drink 1 came 
here.

This was not all done at once. 0 
no. Satan docs not do his work so. 
That crime was done thirty years 
ago, but that was the seed sown 
that was destined to take root and 
bear fruit.

But I hope God in his mercy will 
let other seed, that was sown about 
that time, take root, and that they 
too will bear fruit ; that the dear 
mother, who I know is praying for 
mo without ceasing, may be able to 
say, “ God bo praised, my prayer* 
arc heard at last.”

But, my dear teacher, it seems » 
long way off to mo. I pray contin
ually, but it seems to me I ha« 
been too great a sinner. But 1 
shall trust in Him, and I bop*, 
though my sins are as scarlet, Wf 
may become white as snow, in tb* 
blood of the Lamb. I never kn«* 
what it was to have a father's car*. 
—Christlan Intelligencer.

Says the Children's Home Record- 
In our evening worship, a fewdnj* 
since, in reply to the question. I 
“ What is Jesus dying in heaven 
the children who are mostly rery 
small, gave these answers: “Fat
ting down our sins;” •‘Patti® 
down our names;” “Lookingdown 
upon us;” “ Praying for u*,
“ Looking into our heartsj” “ D* 
ing us—keeping us alive;” “ K^P" 
ing clean hearts in us;’ “ Giving 
us the Holy Spirit ;” “ Keeping " 
holy.*’

Children often teach us lesson» 
of faith that would be well for 
to practice. A correspondent i* 
tratos this by the following stoU’ 
Little Clarence, when abodt to" 
years old bad b rubber balloon g1 
en him. He accidentally lot 
the string to which it was attach*1, 
and felt very badly when he saw 
ascending. After watching it 68 
arose over the hill and out of s■£ ’ 
he said : “ Well, God will keep » 
for me, and I'll got it when I g° 
heaven."
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