;i

! ’
212, / THE CHILDREN’S PRESBYTERIAN.

wout ovs it }vggp‘i;g. So they called
it the PO8S o1 Sighs.
«qyit made youpnt that other, “The
wayX . transgressor is hard?”
Well," hosaid it is bard. I think if
.« had o.nﬁething to do with this prison
u would believe that text, ‘The way
At the transgressor is hard.'”—Once @
Aonth.

_ What Ailed A Pillow.

While Annie was sadying her piayers
Nell trified with a shadow picture on the
wall. Not satisfied with playing she
would talk to Annie, that mite of a fig-
urein gold and white, golden curls and
snoy gown, by the bedside. .

“Now, Annie, watch!” ‘‘Aunnie just
seel” 0, Amnnie, do look!” ghe said, -
over and over agaip. ~Aunie who was
‘not to be persuaded, finished her prayer
and crept into bed, whither her thought-
less niater followed, as'the light must be
out in just so many minutez, Presently
Nell took to floundering, P‘unching and
“O\dearing. ™ Thenshelaid quiet awhile
only to begin with-reitewed énergy.

“"*What's the matter?” asked Annie at

lenﬁl. :
“Mypillow!'tozsing, thumping, knead-
ing, “It’s as flat ag'a board and hard as
o stone; I can’t think what ails it.”

*I know,” answered Annie, in her
sweet, serious way, '

“What?” -

*“There’s no prayer in it.”

Fora second or two Nell was as still as
a'mouse, then she scrambled onut on the
floor with a shiver, it’s true, but she was
determined mever afterward to try to
slee‘&?n o prayerless pillow. )

- ¢“That must have heen what ailed it,”
she whispered, soon ‘after gotting into
bed again, ““It's all right now.”

1 Got AGoing and ¥ could not Stop.

T'heatd of & boy. '\_V);o;\'v{as standing on
the top.of 3 hill, éndliis father was stund-
ing half way down, and ﬁhg father

called to his boy, “Come.”:
Heo 1an down, but did not’ stop where

his father Wwas, but'went 't the bottom
he hill. © ' © 7 )
.Hgs;:id,:, N P
<0 father, I got arkoing 'and’ I conld
not ptoi);’,’- LR e
T'wil

“tell yo}j"\?):épﬁﬁiippxjed.‘ ‘There.
was ayoung mani only’ twenty yedrs of

ag, 50 e wes Iying ix juil. Mo Bhd
il i, ah was go1ig 80 by husg:

He had been a Sunday-achool boy, and
his teacher went to sco him in prison.
Ho had to go through a long. dack pas-
sageand prezently ho came into the mis-
erable murdeter’s cell.

It was a beautiful day; everything was
lovely outside; the birds wero singing,
the sun was shining, and everything was

‘greenandbeautiful!  And this youngman

:-onl_y twenty years of age--was lyin,
in this dreadful cell, his %imbs chaine:
together, goinE to be hung! And the
gentleman spoke to him kindly.

He snid:

“0, I am sorry to see you here.”

%he young man burst into tears and
said:

““Ahlsir, if T had minded what my fa-
ther and mother said to me—if I had at-
tended to what you told meat school—I
should not be here! I got into bad com-
pany. I followed one young lad and an-
other, I gotsomething to drink. One
bhil thing led to another bad thing, and
one day, bgin half drynk, I killed aman
and now, sir, I am going to die.”

Ah! “he got a-going and he could not
stop!”, Take care about the bottom of

the hill, Do not ‘get a‘foing.’ You
may not be able to stop till you get to
the very bottom.—Young Reaper.

A Christian woman who was slowly
approaching death saaid:—‘It seems to
me that I am in this room, and presently
Iam going into another room; and m:
Saviour will be there.” Compare witg
this the agony which attends manya
death-bed of the rich and great; compare
it with the dying utterance of Queen
Elizabeth: “Millions of money for one
inch of time!”’ ‘

As flows the river calmand deep,
In silence toward the sea,
So floweth ever, and ceases never,

The love of God tome. -

What peace He briu%eth tbmy heart,
Deep as the soundless sea! .
How,sweetly singeth the soul that cling-

, . eth,
-1 » .My, loving Lord, to thee!
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The Bible is 'wholly put into, eight .
Africin fongues, aind partly into thirty-.
faiir' mote, -and; the thirty-fifth:is being
preparedifor. 1T ¢ i




