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TEMPERANCE NURSEEY EHYMES
Sine acsong of Tewmperine,
A poches ful of pold,
Four and twenty banh rotes
In the cupboand rolled,
When the door 18 opened,
ot the notes we bring,
Tell me where's the drinking man
Can show you such a thing

‘The brower's in the counting-house,
Counting out his moncy,
His wife is in the parlor
Eating bread and honey.
The drunkard in the taproom,
Diessed in ragged clothes,
Soon may he be made to sce
The cause of all his woes,
—Temperance Record.
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THE MISSION FuR THE SICK.
RoGer Deraxp was sick,  He was just
sick enough to be cross. His picture-bouk
fell off the bed.  ILs playthings hid under
the His
mother read aloud to L, but he did not
itke the stury. Then she told lam the

true story abuut the * Massion for the
Sick.”

beddothes, and  Roger oried.

* Kind ladies met in a hall,” she said, .
‘and took with them fiuit, tlowers, and:

good tlungs for sick wen and \\'oxucng
dear little chibiren.” Roger was pledSec

Then he said, “ 1 wish I could send my
rosebutsh in the little red pot.”

“You can if yjou wish,” replied his
mother, “and 1 will write a note for you.”
Roger's eyes grew bright.  His mother
wiote, * Roger Ddand sends this ruse to

d..
He thought about the mision sume time. .

1

“~ome sk dald”  Then it was sent
away 1 a mee basket,

. Three daysafter the fl)wers was sent the
3 postman brought R ozer a note. It said
vt Dear Lattde Boy,—1 am lame. 1 can
"never walk, My mother go- 8 out wash-
puz Dam alone all diy, | used to cry.
.1 never cry sice the rose-bush came,
[ sit in my chair and watchit. [ thank
you, and mother does too. 1 learned to
write before I fell down on the ice. My
mother cannot write, but she will ask
(God to bless you. She can work better,
for the rose Jerps me company.
Mother used to cry, too, when I was left
alone.

*The rose will grow forever, she says.
I hope it will not die.

“ My mother says if it does not die
in the pretty poc, the goodness will
keep growing. I shall notlet it die.

“Your friend,
“ MARY BRENRAR."”

When Roger’s mother finished reading
the note, her little boy locked very happy.
After that he sent little Mary some of

gets the Mission of the Sick.— Our Little
Ones.

- £
s -

A FABLE

1% & beautiful window hung a canary-
bird'S-cage; vines were trained up on each
side, and flowers drooped about the cage.
On a stand underneath was a glass vase,
aud in the vase was a gold fish. Every
worning & little girl came and cleaned the
cage and put in {resh feed and a clean bath
for the bird ; then she put fzesh water in the
vase and scattered bread crumbs upoun the
water, so that the fish mitht Lhave its break-
fast. Fiowers, bird, and fi.h all seemed
contented in the window for a while; but
by and by the fish looked up at the bird's
graceful motions as it hopped from perch to
perch, wished that it might live in the cage,
and the bird, looking down into the cool,
shady depths of the water, (for moss and
pebbles hiad been arranged in the vase for
the fish)) wished that the vase had been
chosen for its home. Day by day ecach
arew more dissatistied, and moped its life
away, until the little mistress, wishiug to
please them, wade the exchange. How
lons do you suppose it was before the bird
st:flined and died in the cool, shady depths
"of the wat , or how hapry a hi: do you
suppose the fish led in the cage? Let us
ve satidfied with the place God has given
us. e knows best.

BE trve to the dream of thy youth.

his toys. He is well now, but he never for-_

RerriNg.

RESTING.

11 is pleasant to ramble in the woods in
the summer ‘ime, to walk about in the
'shade of the trees, to gather mosses and
.ferns, and to smell the sweet fragrance of
the evergreens. It is also pleasant to sit
-under the outspreading branches of some
‘old tree, and listen to the rustling of the
‘leaves as they ate moved by the gentle
-breeze. This is much better on a hot day,
than to be pent up amid the brick or stone
walls and pavements of a great city. City
people enjoy such a change as this, and
though the pliin country house may be
very different from the elegant mansions
oue sees in town, yet if peace and content-
ment are there, it will be a happy home,

It is a good thing to rest once in awhile,
This “emark cannot give any encourage.
ment to laziness, since there can be no real
rest 'shere there is no labour. The labour
cowes first, aud the rest follows when the
labour en's, and is all the more enjoyed
because of the to.l which preceded it,

This world is a world of Jabour to all
: eople, young or old, who wish tolead a
true life. By aad by when our work is
doue we may hope fir rest—real rest.
Heaven i3 a Sabbth that shall never end.
Op-~u your Lible to Heb. iv. 9, and see
what is there written,
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Sue said, “Ob, yes, I am very foad of
litiie boys,” and as a snowball stuck in the
vatua of her nes, she added, “1 feel as though
I cuuld eat a couple this minute, boiled §”
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