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"MY THREE LITTLE T.E

1 ar very young and littie
1 amn only just turned tw

And I cannot learn long eh~
As my eider sisters do.

But I know three littie ver
Whlch mother taughit to

And 1 sny theni every mor
As I stand by mother's k

The first is, "Thou God seec
Is flot that a pretty text

And "Suffer the littie child
To corne unto Me" is nex<

But the last one is the shoi
It is only "God is love,'

How kind he is in sending
Such sweet verses from a

He knews long chaptors I
So I think He sent these

Short easy texts on purpos
For littie ones like me.

WHERE TO GET A WELI

A poor ivomaii in India,
slxty years, which in that lanc
old ago, tolled long over the È
a banner for a temple of Budc
tant town. Af ter laboriously
she carried it twelve miles to
only te lie turned away contori
the priest, with the remark
prosumptueus In ber te thýnl
could makec a suitablo offerinp,

In ber heart-broken disappel
beard frorn a passor-by of the
ligion," preacbed in a neighbo
and again she walked weary n
it. and hearing, believed wit
lere was one who. weuld n
away, nor refuse ber love.

Are xvo as thankful as we sho
the willingness of our God te
poor offerings, and te tak-e the
ly? Did ho ever refuse anythin
him?Did he ever send us away
hurt ovor our uselessness te
angels serve and to whom the
the universe belong? We can ne
fuI enough for aIl that oui- Fat]
but in addition to other causes
giving, let us reckon this: his
'take, for love's sweet sake,"

that we bring.
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ILL-TEMPER.

When IIl-Temper cornes to ou- lieuse
Wlth an army of Seowls at hie back,

We ceil up good General Smile,
And bld hlm, repel the attaek.

Qulckly the battle le won
By our leader'e cour&ge and art,

For IIl-Temper's dleorderly erew
Are every one oowards at heart.

THAT StJNDAY SPIN.

renAnd se, niy boy, you were tee tired, a! ter
:t. a week ef bard work, te go te <:hurch Sab-

bath nîeraing, and mounted your wheel and
'test, went on a "century i-un" for a~ rest? And

got home at '7 p. nm. se dead tired thiat you
ceuldn't go te church in ihie ev'ening? And

bove! defending your wa9,' of speîîdintg the day,
you quote the wvorde of tho Savieur, "IThe

can't leai-n; Sabbath was miade for man."
three Se it was, my son; su it wit-. So %vas tbe

- buzz-saw. And net twe years ago 1 saw a
man with evory one of his fingers anci part

-Selected. e! bis thunîl gene from bis right hand, just
because ho made wrong use of a buzz-saw.

COME. The buzz-saw was in its place, doing good
work for mon, to which end it was muade.

weighted by It was fulfilling ifs destiny. It was do-
Imeans very ing the thing te which it was appointed. It
leceration of didn't meve eut of its place a liair's
Iha in a dis- breadtb te do the man harm. I t just ke-t
finisbing it, on "sawing wood," and the man couldn't
the temple, -or rather didn't-wait until the buzz-saw
îptueusly by ivas through its work.
that it was He transgressed it (transgressus) - trans,
K that she across; gi-adi, stop-to stop acrese); he
te, the god. reached over it %vben ho should bave gene

ntmont, she around it. And when ho drew back bis
"Josus re- hand, whicb ho did immediatoly, ho didn't
ring village, bave thie tbing he reacbed for, and lie didn't
iles te hear have the f ingers ho roached with. Ho had
b great jey. net only net gained somethirig, but he lest
et turn ber sometbing. And, more than that, ho had

lest seniething that ho will nover get back
>uld be over again in this world.
recoive our "The Sabbath n'as mado for mani"; in-
m se loving- deed it was; and se was Monday, Tuesday,
g we gave Wednosday, Thursday, Friday, anid Satur-
isfiamod and day. And it des seem te, me tbat as God

him whoni made aIl o! tbem, he eugbt te have a geed-
troasures of ly portion o! at Ieast ene of them. "The
ver lie grate- Sabbath was made for man." So was cern,
îer givos us, but net te make into whiskey. Se was the
for thanks- sea, but net for piracy. The Sabbatb and

'eadino';s te cern and ses. wore made for mani, net for
tie offeringq the devil. Remeînber that, my boy.-Robert

J. Burdotte.

NOV.UMBICR


