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thom to my soul. As a consequence 1 have becorno more
convinced of the absolute need of God in the world. I
have corne to belioe that you inay as Nvell try to covor
the earth with beauty and fragrance without the sun, as
=tep to purify and enoble mankindi withiout God.

Relzng the value of the sumiuer's experienco te me, as
a future mirlIster of Christ, I ain, yours ini the work.

ffor the P11119n.

SING A SONG OF SIXPENCE.

You ail know the oid Il Smo' a Song of Six-
ponce.> Ha1ýve yen ever rend wvhat it meant ?

The four and twenty blackbirds represent
twenty-four bours. The bottom of tlie pie is the
world ; tlie top crust is the sky that over-arches
it. The opening in the pie is the day-dawvn, wvben
tho bird. begin to sing, and su rely such a sighit is
a Ildainty disli to set before a king."

The king who is represented in bis parlor count-
ing out bis money, is the sun; whule the gold
pieces that slip througli lis fingers are golden sun-
shine. The queon, who sits in the dark kitchen,
is the moon, and the honey -%vîth which suie regales
imrseif is the moonligylît.

The industrious niaid, wlio is ini thie gardon at
work before the king-the sun-bas risen, the
day-dawvn; and the elothes slie bangs ont are the
clouds, whule the bird which se tragically endis the
song by Ilnîpping off lier nose," is thie hour of sun-
set. We have the wvlole day-in a pie.-Selected.

DON'T RBAD THEM.

"There's a tip-top book, Ellis, yen can take to
read if yon 'vant te. I've just read it, and it's a
splendid story."

"lThon I should like to rend it. I dou't very
often got a chance at a new book. But I think
books are best of anytliing, and whien I'ni a man I
mean te have stacks of theon. Mother and I read
týogethier, and tlien 'vo talk over wliat -%ve'vo beon

roading about; so it's twice as good as if 1 read it
alone.>'

"Is that the wvay you dol"
"0f course it is. Wliy sliouldn't I? Mother

and I are ail the family thero is loft, and 'vo do
everything wve can together. I tell you, miy
mothor is the bcst company 1l ever liad. Slie is
just jolly, besides boing as good as she can bo.
Sho goes singing round the house inaking a follow
feel rich, no mattor ;vliat hie lins for dinner."

"Ain't slio old ?1'>
"No, and it wouldn't miako any differenco if

she wvas; she'd bo my mother ail the saine."
bc<To ho sure sho wvould. But if you take this

book, you must keop it out of lier siglit andi read
it on the cly."

"Xhy must 1?"
"Because she won't lilce it. My mothor' 'ci ako

a great fuss if sho know I read such a book."
"lThon what do you read it for? Whiat's the

mattor witli tho book ?i You said 'twvas splendid."
"So it is, but your mother wvouIdn't think su."
"Then it ain't so, for I tell you mother knowvs.

1 woni't read anytliing on the sly. I don't do
business that way, and 1 acivise you flot to. My
mothor knows best."

I f you think so, I don't suppose its of any use
to, try to make you think different."

"iNo, sir, it ain't; and I advise you to doe as
your mothor wants you to. You'vo got a bad
book, or you wouldn't; talk about it as you do, and
you'd botter burn it up."- Well Spri7uJ.

ONE 0F M0ODY'S STORIES.

Sone time ago Mr. Wannamaker tolci me that
hoe knew a boy in bis sehool who wvas the wvorst
boy hie ever knew, and that lie had made up bis
mind lie must do wvbat lie very soldoni did, lie
must expel him. Ho ivas wicked, lie was obscene,
lie was corrupting the wlîole school, and thougli
there was nothing between. hitm and destruction,
stili lie must turn hlm off. Ho told the teachers
that next Sunday would ho bis last day. Thero
wvas among them. a rich young lady, who feit tbat
she wvas not living, enough for Christ, and wbo
desired to do a littie more for Him. Suie saici,
' Let me have the boy, I think 1 can make some-
thing of nim.' She put him into lier class and
tried to interest hlîn every wvay, but in vain. At
la.st she had to rebuke birn before the rest, and lie
spat in lier face. She cooly took lier handkerchief
and wiped lier face, and asked liim, if hoe would
walk home with ber, as she bad sometbing to say
to him. No, lie would bave nothing to do with
lier. 'Tion wvi1l yen lot me walk home witm
you?' «No, 1 would n't ho seen Nvith you.'
Thoen, suie tbought there wvas .just one more chance,
as she wvas going away for a week. '11If you will
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