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draw them in, amid the raging clements, to-
ward the creck.  They alveady rejoiceat the
prospect of deliverance ; but when they are
within a few yards of the land, one link of
the chain breaks U 1 do not say ten links,
but one link, in the middle of the chain.

¢ What shall these distressed people do
now ?  Shall they still eling to the unbroken
links? ¢ No, no? says one of my hearers,
‘overboard with the chain, or it will sink
them sooner.” ¢ What, then, shall they do ¥
¢ Cast themselves upon the merey of God,’
exclaimed another,. ¢ True,” X replied ; ¢ if
one commnawdment be broken.  We cannot
be saved by them : we wust trust in the
merey of God, and lay hold on the almighty
hand of Christ, which is stretched out to
save us.’ I have frequently used this para-
ble, and always found it to answer.””

How the Way Becomes Smooth:

An aged woman was once gitting before
the«door of her cottage, in a lone country
place, talking with her little grand-daughter,
and telling her some story in her past life.
Tt was much the same tale asevery onetells
who has passed through life—a tale of sor-
rows and changes, mingled with seasons of
joy-

The old woman had lost almost alt her re-
1ations, and was now ouly comforted, in her
old age, by her danghter and the little girl.
She had just mentioned the great trial which
God had given her in the loss of her hus-
hand, while she was still youngr ; and hav-
ing spoken for some time about it, she said,
¢ But,my child, in all the sorrows and cross-
¢s that 1 have kuown, there has been One
to cheer me, One in whom X could trust.
Sometimes my path was very thorny, and
1 felt that life had more trials than one conld
well hear; but by and by all my distrust
vanished, and Jee. s made the way smooth
for me. Whenener thge was a trial, e
gave me strensth to beafit, and it always
seemed as if He Himself helped meto earry
every cross.  And now Iam old and grey-
headed, He still smooths all my way ; and
e will smooth all vour way too if you trust
in Him. Yes, child, love Jesus, and He will
love you, and the good book says, * He will
never leave thee, nor forsake thee.”

Surely, the words of the old woman might
teach us something. X have heard that the
Saviour did smooth her way, even in the
dark valley of the shadow of death; and
that her child anid the little onc arc now fol-
lawing in her steps.  Xwe, too, trustin Je-
sus, He will guide us in the safest paths
through life to a better and happier home
than our resting place on caxth can ever be.
Surcly in Jesus, all may find peace.

Little Ones Should Learn to Pray.

I do not mean that children should learn
to say their prayers, and nothing more;
though I would not say a word against those
holy forms, which we all learned, I trust,
as soon as our infant tongucs could lisp
“Qur Father.” These little prayers are
connceted with two many sacred memorices
to he laid aside.

But I would have children pray their own
pravers. I would have them go to their dear
Father above, just as they would to their
parents on carth, telling him how they love
him, confessing their faults, and asking for-
giveness.

1 think that the sweetest prayers I ever
heard were from two little ¢hildren.  Ella
was five years old and Jamic two ; and eve-
ryone who loves children, knows how in-
teresting they may be at thoseages.  Iloved
to hear theirchildren talk,their innocent prat-
tle; but most of all I loved to hear their
prayers, and if friends were in at that hour, .
I could not forbear saying, “ Come, let us
learn of these little ones how to pray.”

Ella was natarally full of life and fun, and
sometimes rude.  So hermother had selected
for her a little prayer, beginning,

‘Lord, look upon a littie child
By nature ginful, rude, and wild,”

which she repeated after  Our Father,” ete.
Then came a prayer of her own.  Iwell re-
member how Jamie, who was at this time
but the echo of his little sister, Lay in hislit-
tle crib, while Ellaat her mother’s knee was
praying her child prayer. When she suid,
“ Muke Bla agood girl,” he would caltout,
“ Make Jamic a good boy.” That first lit-
tle prayer God has heard; for it has ever
since scemed to be Jamie’s wish to he “a
ool hoy.”  He has grown up to be, indeed,
a good boy—loving, kind, and geatle in all
his ways.

I domnot believe that even youthful ¢ pray-
ing breath i3 ever “spent in vain”"—3S. S.
Tines.

A Small Meeting and Good
Results. .

One of the speakers at a meeting to cele-
hrate the opening of & new I'reshyterian
chureh (Rev. D. ?*)dmond‘s) in Highbury,
was the Rev. Dr. Macfarlane.  Itisrclated
that he closed his address by narrating an
amusing incident. He visited a place in
Scotland as a deputation on hehalf of the
Missionary Society ; butat the time appoint-
ed for the meeting, it rained so heavily that,
as herode to the church, he felt that the peo-
ple would be foolish to turn out to hear his
appeal. He found nobody there but the
chapel kecper, who would have him waiy,
and soon iuduced him to coninence proceed-
ings with en audicnce of -four. His inten-



