
276 ~TE CHILL'REN'S PRESBYTErIAN.

if you do this, you wili bc able, by.and.
by, te cornu and toil Mo that God Jatn-
sr, oreod ail threo of your pr.yori. '-Xizd
Irord.,#.

WH1AT ARE YO'U GOOD FOR.
'Chiltdrtn.' raid Mr. Brown, 'wliat is

iny ,atelh gooci for?'
'To kep tirne,' tho ci Uron answered.
'But tsupposo it can't lie made to keop

timo, wbvat je it good for?'
'It i's good for nothfng,' they repiied.

'AdNhat is this pencil for?
«To mark with,' eaid the chidreni.
.But suppozm it lias no lead, and wvili

.not mark, wvhat ja it good fo.-?'
'Goodl for nothing.'
41XOl1,' said Mr. Brown, 'what isthe

Use of nMy kuifo?'
'To cut,' answercd the littie ones.
'Suppose it bas no blade,' lie asked a-

gain, 'thon what is the knifo good for?'
'Good for nothing.'
'Tell mie now,' said Mr. Brown, '-what

ie a boy or girl good for? What is tho
chief end of mars?'

'Oh, that's Catechism,' cried WiliieBrown. 'To giorify God, and ta enjoy
him. for ever.'

'Very well. If a boy or girl (loes nlot
do what ho or Bhe is made for, wliat is he
or Ëhe good for?

And tihe chidren ail auswered, with-
out seomli ta think how it wouid gound,
'Good for nothing.'

Dear boys and girls, if you are flot
scekin- 'ta giorify God, and to enjoy
hlm for; over,' is it not jupt as if you were
4goodl for nothing?'

LEARN VTHILE YO'U MIAY.

A Ttouish priest in Irelaud oneday met
-a littie boy omigacross a field from
the parisb school wvitb a Bible in his hand.

"Do you go ta that place" asked the
priest, pointing ta the protestant sohool.

"Yes your raverence," replied the boy.'
"I1 thought so, " said th* psct, Iby the
bokyon bave in your hand Ite abd

-book; give it ta me.,'
<"That book is God's Word," said the
boy «and it teaches us the way ta' love
God, a bgood, and ta get ta heuven when

'WC die."1
1 Corne home v-ith me," said tho priet
'Plie boy did so, and on esitering hie

nstudy tie prieqt took thse poor boy's Bible
and tIrev,; it on tise fire.

"ITou shall nover read that book again"

smaid tho priezst, It is a bati book-, and
mmnd I shalh Dot rafler you ta go ta that

The Bible wai coon in flames, and tiso
poor boy at lirat iookod v'ery sad; but aa
thse pricut gto't moro and more angry,
anti toid hiiri thoro wva% an end of ail nov~

teboy' begau ta stmilo.
««'y do o se h

pricet. oyulul? se h
'Il can't lielp it," said the boy.
«Il insist upon you teiiing rào wliy youi

iugb," imid the priest.
f1 ean't hlp laug-hing," roplied the

boy, "for I v:ne thinking your ret'erence
couidn't humn those ton chaptors I've
got by hcart."

Happy boy! He couid say with goo&
King D)avid, ,'Thy -%vord have I hid in
heart, that 1 iigt not sin against tlieu.'

"OH1IOIXENS ON THE MUE."s

"«Are not two sparrows soid for a farth-
ing ? and one of thora scl not fall ta thea
ground witliout your Father." Did you
ever tink of tis? le it net a wonderful
thing thnt the ioving Ood, who watclie3
over nil girls and boys, came aiea for every
little feeble chirping oparrow, sucli as 1
see ini the big smoky town wlibeme I live.
Dace not this teacish us how great
Ood ie, and. ho¶ loving and kind he is to
living things, whether strong or vcn,
wlietlier girl, or boy, or bird.

One dlay 1 wasi riding home on the top
of a tramway car. The car wvas going
rapily down a hill in oe of the long
streets, andwxhere it was diifioult ta bring
the car toa o stand stili. Away ahead on
thc lino 1 noticed a mother lien, surround-
cd by six or saee tiny downy chickens.
ail busy looking for food, and unan'are of
the approaching car. Thse mother heu
did not eeem to be inucli disturbed
cither, for chie stalked about clucking as
if sire lad a ri"'ht ta be on the tramway,
ansd as if sIc tisou-itthe car had no rigIst
ta lic there. As tie car got nearer and
nearier te them I wondered if they would
get out of the -%ay. But no; on tbey
pecked and chirped quite earnestiy. Wil
the horses and car just pase over tliem ?
Ah, no! Tho driver lias managed ta stop
the cart just ln timne, for the cblihns are
quite zear the horses' ieet. But tliey did
not hurry. Tise driver lad a pleasant
smilo on bis face, and when at last the
brt>ad wvent off thse lino ho startod thse
horses brL.,kly, as lie hummned a cheery
tunse. Fcrhaps hea had s.me, little once at
home. I don't know; but I n-.cnt liorQ
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