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" OUR LITTLE
PHEBE.

" Qurlittle Phebe is
s bright, roly-poly,
roay-cheeked girl of
sevan, She comes to
.ou¥ temperance meet-
ing- as regularly as
'Monday evening
comes,andalwaystrips
in ‘alone. She does
‘nofi live very faraway
and is “not a wmits
afraid,” shesays. As
goon 8s & hymun is
‘given out she is all
troady for the singing
‘and, oh! you should
seg her sing; yes, seeo
‘her, for Phebe can be
sééﬁ ag well as heard.
1She throws her little
hokd back, opens her
'miouth very wide, and
pours out the sound,
'She seems to sing al]
fovep, head, hands and
foes ag well as voice,
Yor never saw such a
sgigger, I am sure.
Buf we love to hear
hety, She sings in tune
uhgg time, and it isa
mgkder how she learns
Ab#words und catches
fthe: tunes so quickly,
ford she has no book
tdGing from. Ithi .k
hekmother must ten+
hieF at home,

#iBut Phebe some-
tintes laughs and talks
in #the meeting, and
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it around 13 ycu do a
dol's head. For a
few moments it keepa
its place, and then
round it swinge again,
Bot Phebe i3 good-
natured. She does
nod pout or scow], and
at the close of the
meeting she slways
comes for a kiss, and
says “ Gcod evening "
bofore she goes home.

Upon the whole she
is a nice little girl.
We only wish she was
a little more steady
Bat we hope she will
grow up a good, steady
woman. If she gives
her heart to Jesus,
she will. Sbe is go-
ing to be “a right.
up-and down teetotal
temperance woman,”
she says.

Her father, who hos
gone to heaven, was
& good man, Phebe
says she is “ going to
be like father.”
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As the rays ccme
from the sun, and yet
are not the sun, even
g0 our love and pity,
though they are not
dod, but merely a
poor, weak imags and
reflection ¢f bim, yet
from him alone tkey
come. If thero is
mercy in our hearts,

miﬂmﬁghf« Herlittle head seems hung , what is sald, she diverts the atlention of it comes fiom the fountaln of mercy, If

8%, wire, and is twisting about in every
dirdotlon ; and though I think”she hears

w

the other children. Sometimes we have to there is the light of love in us, it 1s & ray

go %o her, take hold of her head, and turn, from the tull sun of love,



