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A NEW SIGNAL SERYICE,

'q‘ CYCLONE in the nursery
3 Seut Noah's ark a-flyivy;

1vnmale thoe dolls turn pale ‘witn fear,
Aud almost fall to crying.

It r»it the house of jointed blocks
From tarret to fonndstion,

Ard 1ulled poor Rover's tail until
He Lowled in desperatisn,

The cyclone 1 the corner st sod,
(Uir other name way Floreoce,)
Her tacs was overcast with clonds
Tha tears rained dowa in torreats;
\nd lookiag in the Jdoor just then,
H:r teas1ng brother Truro
Ieqatred with feigned soats.y,
** Is this the weathur Lurean 1

A weather burcaat \What is that 1™
She askad and stopped to wonder,
“1t tells about the «torms,” he raid,
** Ut wind, and rai, and thunder,
Hurrah § I'li get a flsg and make
This room & s1gnal stution ;
And you shall show me every day
Toe westher indication.”

“What's that 1" ioqyuited the pozaled child;
Agaia the tears had started.
‘‘Hold on & minute, yon aball zee,”
Said Tru, and off he started.
He waved a banner in his hand
A minuto or two after ;
It might have bean enchanted, for
It tarned Ler tears to laughter.

**Teis means no storms to-day,” he gaid ;
¢ Why, Flo, how did you know it {
Now overy tims you suile like this,
Tue flag shall fly to show it ;
I}l hang 1t by the picture here—
This one of the Madonna ;
“Twill tell you re trying to bs good,
Ard trying upon honcur,

“Though ont of doars ‘tis cold and damp,
From wind and rain together,

Sweet looks will change the drearicst dsy
To bright and plessant weather.

But il ycu ave a naughty girl,
And fly ints a passion,

The flag shall dissppear at once
In a ~~ry basty fashion,”

'] A great improvement this bas wronght
1n ternper and in manner,

For in the nursery still I see
A pretty blue ailk banner.

And this L know, that earnestly
A httlemaid is trying

To bo a good, aweet chald, and keep

Her mgnal-flag a-fiying.
—@olden D1ays.

MAMMA MERRITT'S SERMON,
BY JULIA A. TIBRELL,

“I xceT 8sy I haven't much confi-
denes in this new-fashoned kind of
religion! When  wes young, Chris-
tians, 'specially Methodists, didn't wear
llowera and ribbons. We used to read
biographies instead of story books, and
as for playing games and such nonsenge
—many & time I've sung to myself,
*No room for mirth or trifiing here,’”

It was Misy Polly Patterson who
spoke. She was spending the after-
noon with Grandma Merritt, and the
two old ladies had been knitting and
talking for a long time bafore Ruth
noticed & word they ssid,

Ruth had compsny too. Maudie
Downor had brought her worated work
intending to stay to tea. How the two
gitis had laughed and chatted and
played! How many secrets they hsd
exchanged ! Just now they wero in the
deep mysteries of a new stit:h,

‘“A very solemn hymn. Very
for specisl occasions,” Grandms replied
to Miss Poliy. ¢ Bat I don't know as
religion is very different from what it
used to be. I suppose the blessed
Lord is the szme yesterday, to-dsy, acd
forever.”

“That's just it. And becauro he is
the same, folks oughtto bo as carefal
now s3 they ever were. We've got &

—_—

lot of young folks comun’ into our
Church with no sort of ides what .1
denial means.  Yuu couldn’t tell trorm
their looks that they wese Chriatias,
and they uot as light snd giddy as
Lutterflies, beiides—"

Ruth besrd no more.  Mamma wag
caliing her to helpent the tahle, What
sbo hed heard evitled ke lead into hor
heart. Though not cliv - years old,
she had given heteelt to the Saviaur,
and join.d tho children’s clasn,  She
must be onoe of the number whem Miss
Polly wmeant. It had anver cednired
t3 ker buforo that sho oughtta bsgaavy
and sedate. It bad stemed o blerwd
to bo a child of (ad sho hed thovght
bat Jittle of the crozeri shy ought to
carry. Perhaps she was mistaken, und
not really a Christian, afterall.  She
<artainly did not hike to play and langh
and have pretty clothes and read storics
Couli ske ever by good encugh to en.
jov the things Miss Polly had deseribe.iy

Very scon aiter tea the company
wept home. Grandma lay duwn (o
rest, and 1lath was left alone with mam-
ma. Mre, Merity stitched away on
Ruthe's new dire:s till the sound of a
sub caused her to Jook up.

«JIf you please, mawma,” raid a
chokel voice, *“don’t put any pufls
acd ritlss on my now dresa.  1d
rather bave it plan.”

¢ Why, what <5 tho mattert”
Merritt’s tone exj r2e8:d surrieo.

] want to be a truo Curistisn, and
—and—" Aud then tko whole Leart.
burden was told to mother.

Mrs, Merritt did no: laugh,  Xostcad
she s4id quiotly, “Bring the littic box
from 1y dreising tab'e,” Oprning it
she took cut a rattle, a rabhar riag,
some spoolt, and blocks, and asked what
they were.

Ruth thought bher mother acled
strangely.

“* Why, thcse were some of my toys
when I was & baby, but I don’t care
for them now. I’'m tco old.”

“Ycu did care for themonce. I've
geen you play for hours at a timo, bt
you were slwaysready to leave tiem
if I called you o me. Did I love you
sny less Lecause you wereinterested in
them, or did you love me leas becuus?
I gavo them to you? Have you out-

wo all toys?”

A Jight brake over Rathie's face

“Y gee! You mean these taings
abaut which I am troubled are my toys,
and it is not wrong to like them{ ™

“ Exactly, To bs s true Christisn
you must trust the Savioar, and te lov-
ing, honest, and coxdient, tor hus gake,
You arestill to be a chid, and enjoy
the blescings he gives & child. Do not
try to b an old womsan. Ewven St
Panl did not try to be a man whil: he
was yeb a boy. As for crozsew, they
witl ba cent when God sees best. Yor
are not to go about searching for tham
Leave your clothing and cuch matters
to my judgment. Remomber even in
play yon can do all things heartily as
unto the Lord Axnd now 2 good-might
ldss from my helpful little usughter.”

Next Sabbath Miss Polly sighed
anow over s rufils and a puff with
which Alrs, Merritt had trimmed the
new draes, but there szemed to Ruth a
scrmon in both. 8hs nevir wore the
drees without recalling ker mother's
words, and feeling grateful that Ged
loved ker oven though but a child in
tasto snd action. She hzssince lexyned
to liko bicgraphies and bymns, bos : till
finds plessure in games and story boiks
as well.
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GREAT TUOUGUHT AND
WHAT CAME OF IT.

T~ was the goeat thought, “God
¢« mws, and hears we, and kaows all
thut 1o

It was planted in the mind of a
little child, nut ye wix yuars ol by a
weud Tady who toved the lictie da dren
wad gathered them arcund hor to
spesk t the o sbout the great €53
and Lis love and care fur iitls ehal
dres.

Tae hittle child was the daughter of
a rich mun who did not know the God
ot ting greas world in which we live
Aad whiat was g.ll more gad, ho did
aot bel.evo that thrswas such a Godl
Yatun put the evil though in his huar}
thet thers ®us no God to iove atd ear
for bamm, %2t Gcd 8 nttho gr at thooghe
that we ar s telling you of, to push thy
ovil thouyht away.

Little 2.ome’s father would nat let
ker yo to Sunday-x:tool, hat when her
d-at wtw friend Hatde came and
b ;zed that the might go to children's
me:ting with her, ne eard, © Tae clild
13 tco Littlo to b hurt by anyihing she
wi'l hear,” and o ho let her go.

He did not know what gerat loving
thouuht wag waiting to catch bis little
girl, yos, and himself too, and hold
them fast in arms ot love !

Une day tho go.d lady tavght the
childran, *Thou Gol seest me,” and
told them thas this g cat God 8«8 and
beara siid knows ali things. It was
all new to little Ann'o, and it mads
her feol vury sslemn und yet very glad,
for her teacher gaid that this wonderful
Baryg knsw and loved each little child}
She went hemy, full of the great,
woaderiul thought, and £aid,

*Paja, do joa ku>w who rmade

cut”

0, don't talk any of that nonsense,
pety” be said,

‘“ Bat, papa,” eaid Annie, sslemnly,
“ God madse you, and be heavs all you
g3y, and knows all that you 4o
And tkea ehe folded her littls hands,
and looking ap said, * Thon God secst
m&il

“Tuaere, there, that will do” eaid
her pspa and then the tez-bell raung,
arad soon the family were seated at the
tabla,

Something happencd st tho tea-table
that vexed Annie's papa, and ho gpake
a dradful word, so dreadful that I
dare nct tell it to you

Anzic laid down her little silver
koife and zaid, gravely,

“Papa, dear paps, God eecs you,
and he hears you, and ho kmows ali
that you do.” Th:n she folded her
little hands, and looking up exld,
“Thou God secat me.”

* Leuave: tho table, instan‘ly,” said
Annie’s papa, and the little girl obryed
without a word,

She went up to tis beautiful parlours
sud st down in her littls rocking-
cheir, and thought about the great
God who knows ali things. And eoon
Eer papa caws into the room, and
began pacing back and forth with a
troabled loox on kis face.

Anoi> watched him a litle while,
and then eh> went to his eido and
siippod her little fingars into his, and
eaid, scfly, °

¢« Paps, God sees ur, and hohearsus,
and he koows all that we do.” Then
foldinz her hands and looking up, she
whirpered, ¢ Thou God serst ur”

This tims Aoniv s pape did not sand
her away, but ho etosped and kissed
her, and that ovening he went to the

A

church where crn ¢f Uod's ministers
was tryipg to get the peaple acqusinted
with t{xe Lard J-gus, and going to tho
altar asked Uod'n prople to pray for
him|

He became an carcest Christisn
fre that honr, and alwaye says that
the gaod God rent Wls little Annle to
lesd brot w the dear Saviour —Jf M.

SPAKGLING AND BRIGHT,

Sr.\mu.mu acd bogbt woate hgaid
~ IS
Is the water 1u our glawes ,
Iwili give you heaact, twali giva you wealth,
Yo lsis aud ro <y lasaca

Ba‘ter than goll ts the water «old
t rom the crystal fuuntain fluwiog ,
A caim duhight, bath day aud ught,
To happy hotios Lestvms,:.

S.rrow hias jled from the heart that bled,
Uf the weepicg wite aLd mother,
They voavan ap the 1o, voald cupy,
Bou, husban, 1au hLier, trother,

«1T IS MY BoY:i”

Tunrotvunr Rechester, N.Y, runs the
Geoeses river, between steep and rocky
backs. ‘Toersaretul's intho river and
dark receszes.  Ono tiwe a gentleman
who lived in the city had just arrived
on tho train {rom & journcy. Ho was
anxioas t> go homo and meet his wifo
and children. He was hurrying aloog
the streets with a tr.ght visicn of kome
in bis mind, when ho eaw on the bank
of tha river a lot of ¢xcitod men.

* What is the mattert” he shouted.

They replied, “A boy is in the
water.”

“\Why don’t you save bim1” ke
asked.

In 8 moment, throwing down Lit
carp:t bag and puiling off his coat, bo
jumped into the stream, graspel the
boy in bis arms and struggled with bin
w the shore, and as he wipad the water
from bisdripping face ard bushed back
the hair, be exciaimed, “O Ged, it is
my boy | ”

Ho plunged in for the boy of some-
bidy elss acd saved bisown. S5 we
plunge into the waters of Christian eelf-
-1 nial, labour, hardskip, reproach, eoul-
travail, prayor, anxious entreaty, will-
ing to spend and Le speat, taking alt
risks, to savo some other one trom
drowning ia sin and death, and {3 not
know whit a retlxive wave of hessing
will come to oor own -ouls. In seek-
inz toeave otbers wo savo ocursclives
ard these most dear to us, while others,
too selfirh to laboar to usve other
people’s Laildeen, cfwn lose their own.

THE NEELDLES EXE.

Taz passgo from the Now Testa.
mest It 13 easier for & camel,” ete,
has perplexed many g4 men who
base read it literally. Io Uriental
¢ivies, there are in large gates amall and
very low apertares, callel metapboric.
ally “peedio’s r-yes just 23 wi talkof
windows on shipboard as ¢ bull's cycs.”
Theeo eutranc® are too narrow fur a
camel to pasy through in an ordinary
maoner, or oven if leaded, When a
lcaded camel bas to pasntbrough ono of
theso entrances, it kneelsdrwn, itsicad
is removed, and then it shuti e thriagh
on its kneca

« Yeaterdvy,” write3s Lady Daff Gor-
don, from Qairy, 1 eaw s camel go
through the eyncf aneodls ; thatie, the
lowarcket 1xr of an encloenre. He
must keeel and bow his head to go
through ; and thus the rich man must
humble himself.”
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