
6THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN. .[JULY 23r, 188a.

WUJR MOURG ECOLK$.
I VIiiT CZHRIST DI.FOR 11OU.

FOR you Ho. loft Dis homo on high;
Fr you ta oartb lHo cama o d ie 1

For you goa shiuborod in a manger;
For you ta Egpyt fled, a atranger;
For you Ila dwolt wlth flsaemon;
For you Un aie pi lia cava or gien;
For you abusa lie mockly bora;
For you a crown of thorna lio wora;

or you Ila braad, Gotliacmano;
For yon Ne hung upon the trec;
For you ie finaNiaat was mada;
For you by Judas wua bctrayed;
For you by Peter was dcnied;
For yoa by.Piato cruclllet I
For yota Ris preu!otna blood was tod;
For yota Ha alopt amotig tho dcsd 1
For jou, Re zoas wlth might ai lasi;
For you bayond the skis fia pasadi
For yoa He cama, at God's command;
For jou Hoe cite ai RIl rlght baud!1

IBA RING THIE SERMO.

M [\OTHER," said a littUe boy one Sali-
bat'a, "nîa3n't 1 stay nt homo i

Thcre's no0 use for ne to go to churcli, I can't
iunderstand one wyord the ininister proaches
about. I do not wvant to go." IlNot ono
word V" IlNo, not one word," hie said in that
positive tono littie boys are apt to have.
His innîher thoughit ho had botter go; but
lie twisted lis limbe and pouted his lips, and
said ho didn't want te go. I dare say you~
have seen littie boys do se.

<"If puss %vent te chureli I i.hould not ex-
peet lier to understand a word. If Rover
went, I eliould not expoot hM to understand,
or the cow, or tho pig; but I should have
expected bettor things of a boy. I wish you
to try again. Soc if you cannot at icamt
understand ouue 'uord the mniuster says. Aîter
that wxe will sec" Mother lookcd very sober
as sho spoke, and Vhe littie boy did not quite
like to be put on the saine sheif with eats and
pige.

After a littie more talk the dlurch bouls
rang, and lio went off with tho lionest wish in
lis heart to listen to the sermon anid leam
wliat a littie 'boy could.

Bis father was ont of town, and bis mother
was sîck at home, so lie and lis two older
sisters, witli a man, occupiod VIe pow. Henry
likcd tlio singixug, for lie could fênd tIe psalin,
and keep lis oye on Vhe place. Ho could bowj
lis head when tlie minister prayed, and iiked
te hear IlOur Father who art in heaven."
Wlion the sermon came, ho fixed lis eyos on
tIe minister's face and his mind on the min-
ister's words, trying to find sounething le could
understand. Nobody was more attentive Vlan
Henry.

Wlien lie got home, If<Mothier," lio said, I
dZiC geV one vxord out of the minister's sermion.
I got«% 'Gd o said God everso many irnes,
and I- kept thinking God, Cbod, God, ail tlio
way home. I said te myself, God mnade Vhe,
sky, Ged made the trocs, God mado tIe rain,
God miade the little ants, Hoe made the bus>'
becs. God mnade nie-my bands Vo handie
with, and my cyes to sc witli, and my mnnd
to learn with. But God didn'tmna.ko ny now
jacket with those bright buttons, did He? Yoib
mnade it, mothier."

Il God created the Iambs' wuul fur the weav-
ers and spinners te unake the cloth of,"~ said
'his mother i "and down in the dark earth Ho
created t'ho substance of brass for the b-at4on
niakers Vo use."

"'Thon withouV Ood it wvould uxot ho," said
tho littie boy. ««Whîat a groat, good Ood Hro

IlYes," said lia nuothuor, Iland liow wvo should
desiro te know Hiam more, and te lilease 1-Iii
constantly in overything -e. do."

"I think as inuelh," riod littie Henry, as if
a briglit, now thouigît lad struck lini. Itv a8
briglut and now te hini, bcauso hoe liad N*orkod
it out ail hiîuisolf, and luis littie inid Zkept on
tho subjoot, for-ho asked Iris unothxor questions
growing out of it fonr or five (lays af ter.

Now wvas it noV botter for that littie boy Vo
go te dhurcI Vlan te stay nt born?

Asido froin thie dut>' and privilege of taking
our littie chldren wvitli us Vo tue lieuse of
Qed, sonue parents think there la not muchi
use for tmona Vo go, becauso flioy cannot undor-
stand, and therofore are net interested; yct, if
xve encourage thin te trrj to uuaderstand, I amn
sure thero are fewv se sîuuali but a precious
little seed-t.hougit, evon no bigger tlîan onze
ivord, ina> bo ini their tender seuls for the
shoots axnd blossoins of earl>' plo-t>.

L17LE 7IIINGS.

"Though 11111e I brlng,"'
Suda tho tiny spnriug,

As it burst from tho naighty hill,
''Tis pleasant 10 know,

WlVhearer I flow,
Tho pastares graw gracuer atil]."

And tha drops af nain,
As tiray lU on tha plairn,

'Mien panchad by the sumrner boat,
Refrcsh thae sweei flowcrs
WVhic1a drooped in tha bowers,

And liaag thoir huas at aur feet.

Though the dropas ara small,
Tel, "Dkig tham ail,

Eacli one doing ail tbat it can
Ta fulfil the deaign
01 its maker divine,

Whai lessons thay giva unto rnan

May wa ainiva ta fulil
AU Hie rlghteous will

Who fornaad tha whola eartub iy Bis wardi
Creator Divine,
We vouid over bc thine,

MAd serva Thea, aur (lad andl aur Lord.

T1HE (JROOKED FINGEMRS

W HILE shaking hands with, an old mran,
Vhe other day, 1 neticed Vînt some of

lis fingors woe quite bent inward, and lie lîad
net tIc power of straigîtening themn Alluding
Vo VhIS fact, lie said, lIn thuese crooked fingers
Vlere is a geed toxt for a Vaik te childrcn."

"Lot us have iV, if you please," we said.
Il For ovor fifty yea râ, I used te drive a

stage, and thé-se bient fingers show Vie olfect
of holding theo reins for se many years"

Tie old man's crooked fingers, dear c.hildren,
-are but an exnblemn of VIe crooked tempoel
words, and actions of nmen and womien.

ASIIÂMED TO TELL MOTHER.
c~WOIJLD ho ashained Vo tell mother,"

.w as a littie boy's rcply te lis comiradcs,
wvho wore trying te tempt bim, Vo (Io wrong.

"lBut you noed net tell hier; no one wil
know anything about iV"

'I would know ail about it mysoîf, and feci.
mighty mean if I cuuld nut tell nay mother."'

IV's a pity you wvcre net a girl. TIe idea
of à boy Velling lia mother every' hittie thing."

"You ia>' laugh if yen want te," said the
noble littie boy. IlI have made up xny mîmd

nover; so long as I livo, Vo do anytlîing I ivould.
ho ashamned te toli my nuothoer."

Noble resolvo; and one wvhich will unako
almost an>' lifo truc and usoful.

L1ITTLE DEEDS 0F L'INDNES.

L ITTLE Ellie found a thirsty flower by
tho aide of lier path. Shoe tluought it

nooded water, and so she wont with a big
pitdher and poured a littie streaun gently upon
iV. It %vas a very littie thing to do, and yct
it ivas a very good thing. If Vhe flowor lad
not mad somoe water iV mnighit have drooped
and diod, but wvhon Vio wator foll upon it,
it revived and grow, and ail summner long, iV
sent out sweot perfunie, and slhowed brighit
blossoms, and plcasod cvorybody that looked
at iV. A grec0 many good deeds are jusV as
simple as this. Kind words and brigît 'saniles
mnakeo people hîappy.

"I WOIV'T."

T HE othuer day a littie boy burst out a
crying, in sehool, and lie criod as if his

heart would break. Dhd another boy pinci
or hurt, lina? No. ' Mas lis spellingr lesson
too liard ? No. Whait werc those tears foet
His toacluer cailed him, te lier aide, and asked
Freddy what Vhe matter was. IlI want to go
home. Oh> do let me go," sobbed Freddy
Il Miat for,-my dear child V" asked Vhe toacher
in lier own kind way. "lOh," said rcddy,
«"I said « I won't' Vo my> nuotier before school,
and I want Vo go homo and tell lier liow sorry
I axi, and ask lier te forgivo me."

Tie>' wvre p)en.itent tears, tIon, VIe best
tears a clîild can shed. But thon you mnust
reniember,

'Tia not eougla ta sa;
WeIre aorry ana repent,

And st111 go on froma dzy ta day
Just as w. always went.

nepontance in ta leAvO
Tii. gina we loved befare,

A.nd show thist wo iia earnei grieve
By doing sa no more.

Yes, 7wo more. I hope Froddy liad no more
1I wont's" for is mother.

"REXOVE thy foot from e'vil!'-Prov. iv. 27.

Wuinr twa ways nasot the children stand,
A fair, broad roa #n ither band:
one loas ta litgbt, ana one to Wrong,

So runs tha sang.

Which will y3U choooa, eaeh Isas and lad?
The right or leit, the good or had
One loait to Ilight, and one a I rong,

Ba runs toa sang.

HE who murmaure at lis lot la like one
baring his foot te tread upon thorn.

WHÂT keeps me from being saved is pride,
heart-pride, wanting Vo corne te God as some-
thing ciao Vlan a sikner.

Mfr fini lan in imilas, but not in langhlèr.
Miy sconis in sun, but not in moon.
My third a i i nothing, anci aise in nomeathlng.
My tounth la in dncien, but irai Ina angel
My fli1h in in rain, but Dot ina snow.
My axt in In yleld, but ual in conquer.
MrY eholo la what wo canrwt do vithont.

THE Gospel ides. of a Chistian is our ever>'
day life. No unatter vilat wc profess te bo;
no matter what we were yesterday; wliat we
arn to day and very day, thtt question will
have to bo answorod.
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