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WEVERY EYE SHALL SEE HIM”
Kev, i. 7.
When first {o this polluted carth
The holy Saviour camo,

8o humble was His placo of birth,
Fow cared to know His name.

His lowly form no comcliness
To mortal sye possecased ,

No beaunty fn His grief-marrod faco
Rovealed tho Heavonly Guest,

But lo! with olouds Ho comos again,
The erown upon His brow ;

And eveory ege shall seo Him then,
And evary kneo shall bow.

Thine eyo, O thou with soldior's spear,
Or with more cruel dart

Of unbalief, roproach, or snoer,
Who pierced tho Saviour's hoart.

Thine oyo, O thou in pride *ho dost
His great salvation scorn.

Or by neglect thy soul hath lost,
Shall look on Him and mourn,

T#4ine oye, O woak and trombling saint,
Whom sin makes often sad,

Who, though pursuing, oft art {aint,
Shall see Him and be glad,

Thine oy0, O thon whose faith is bright
With joy in One unscen,

Shall see thine Everlnsting Light,
Without a cloud between.

01 blessed hopo, O1 joyful thought,
For those who know His grace,

That when the fight of faith is fought
They shall behold His faco!

To work and wsit, to watch and pray,
With lamps kopt burning clear,

Bo this our service, day by day,
Uutil the Lord appesr,

HARD WAGES.

“«¥ WANT your boy to my store,” said a man

to a poor widow. ‘I have had a great
deal of trouble with boys; and now I want him
because he is honest.” The widow was glad
that her son would now be in the way of carn-
ing something. So, when the boy came home,
and was told, he was as much pleased with
his good fortune as his mother. But neither
the mother nor son knew anything about Jr,
T—"sstore. However, on Monday morning
the boy went to his new post. As he returned
at night, his mother asked him how he liked
it. At first he said, pretty well, and next he
didn’t exactly know; and then not very
well; and on Saturday night he told his
mothker plump, that he did not like it at all,
and was not going to stay longer. “ Why,” ex-
claimed his mother, grieved, “ are you so bad
toplease! Do youknow how very important
it is that you should stick to your business?”
“ Mother,” said the boy, “ the stvre s a groy-
shop, and I cannot stay there” The mother's
mouth was stopped, as after that she had no
wish to h#¥e him remain,

When the master paid the boy on Saturday,
and he told him that he ¢suld not stay, the
man was surprised. “How is this,” said he,
“have I not dyme well by you this week ?”
“ ¥es,” answeredethe boy, “ I could not expect
to find & kinder master.” * Then do you find
fault with the pay ?” “No, sir, it is good.”
“Well, then, what is the matter or difficulty
The buy hesitated.  © Cumne, come, you won't
leave ine. Tl raise your wages,” ©Ob, sir,”

said tho boy respectfully, * you are very good ;
but I cannot be a dram-seller. I am afraid
of the wages, for I cannot forget that the
Bible says, ‘ The wages of sin is death'"”

LITTLE SALLIE.

LIT’[‘LE SALLIE was sick : that is, she

had a sore throat,and papa and mamma
were worried for fear it might turn out to bo
gomething serious,  And sv Sallio had to have
her throat painted with a solution of “sowme-
thing,” and as this was a rather painful pro-
cess she did not enjoy it at all, but kicked and
struggled so that it required tho combined
efforts of her papa and mamma aund nurse to
perform the operation—one to hold her still,
one to keep her mouth open, and one to do
the painting.

It was after one of these painting “ scenes ”
that Sallie’s papa—who is o minister, and has
to write vermons—sat in his study wiiting;
and presently in came Sallie. Then her papa
took her upon his knee and talked to her,
and told her that we all had to be sick some-
times, but that God only, made us so for some
good reasan, and so we should try to be patient
and not displease God and make tkose about
us unhappy by being cross and unruly. And
then he set her down and went on with his

writing, while little Sallie van away out of
the room.

It was not long, however, Lefore Sallie again
came into the study, this time very quictly.
And when papa looized up, there she stood,
with her hands behind her, looking very
thoughtful indeed. Then she said, gazing up
shyly from under her lung cyelashes at papa
“You don't know whatI've got !” And papa
guessed ever so many things, but could not
hit the right one at all; so he finally gave
it up and asked, ¢ Well, little daughter, what
have you got 2” And then she came close to
papa, and drew her hands slowly from behind
her. And what doyou think shehad? Iam
quite sure you will be as unable to guess es
her papa was, and so I will tell you. In one
haud was the brush, and in the other the
bottle containing the solutivn, and she wanted
papa to paint her throat. And when hedidso
she did not cry nor make any fussatall. And
now, littleo readers of THE CaNApA Prespy-
TERIAN, cannot sume of you learn a lessun from
little Sallie ?

DID HE DIE FOR ME?

ACHILD sat on its mother's lap. 1Its seft
blue eyes were looking earnestly into
the face which was beaming with love and
tenderness for the cherished darling. The
maternal lips were busy with a story; the
tunes of the voice were low and serious, for
the tale was one of mingled joy and sadness.
It was a tale concerning the death of the
Saviour—how He so loved the peopls as
to give His life a ransom for them to redeem
them from a lost and ruined state. Sometimes
her voice wasscarcely heard above a whisper,
but the listening child caught every sound.
The crimson decpened on its little cheek, as the
story went on increasing in interest. Tears
gathered in its earnest eyes, and a long sob
broke the stillness as its mother concluded.

A moment and its ru:by lips parted, and in

tones mado tremulous by cagerness, the child
inquired~*Did He dic for mo mamma "
“Yos my child,—for you, for all” “May I
love Him always, mamma,and dearly too;"
“Yes my darling, it was to win your love
that He left His bright and beautiful home.”
“ And Ho will love me, mamma ; I know He
will. Hoe died for me. When may I sce Him
in His other home?” “When your spirit
leaves this world, my darling, and goes to a
botter and happier one.” * My spirit 2" mur-
mured the child. “Yes, your spirit; that
part of you which thinks, and knows, and
loves. IS you love Him here, you will go to
live with Him in heaven.” “And I may love
Him here? How glad you have made me, dear
mamma.” And the mother bowed her héad,
and silently and earnestly prayed that her
child might grow up to love and rovero the
Saviour

A STORY FOR CHILDREN,

A LITTLE boy once happened to be away

from home. Ho started on his jour-
ney homoward, and, after wallging some dis
tance, came to a small stream flowing across
the road, which he could casily have stepped
across. “But no,” thought he, “I seo there
are beautiful flowers along down the stream
on this side, and I do love to gather them and
play with them, and I have time enough to
spare, so I will walk along down the stream,
and when I have enjoyed these flowers as
much as I like, I will then step across and go
howme.”

But as he wandered on down, the stream
gradually, and at first impereeptibly, grew
wider and decper. At length he began to dis-
cover that the stream bhad become much
wider, but thought he could throw a rail
across or find where some tree had been blown
across and in that way get over.

“1 will gather,” said he, “a fow .more of
these beautiful flowers, and select from the
water's edge a few of these beautiful stones
for the children, and bask in this delightful
sunshine, for it looks very dark and gloomy
on the other side, and after a while T will
cross over, and go home.”

Thus he talked and thus he walked, until
he found that the stream had become a river.
Now,” thought he, “ T will cross over the next
bridge I come to.” )

But he passed the bridge. Finally the
river has become an arm of the sea, but he
must go over. So when the sun is just sink-
ing in the west, and darkness is about to
overspread the earth, pallid with fear, he
slowly goes into the cold water, now it comes
up to his knees, now to his waist {sec how he
shudders;, and now up to his chin, and finally
he sinks to rise no more.

Little children, the ‘ci‘ossing of this stream
is intended to represent the steg which you
must take, by receiving Jesus Christ as your

Saviour, that you may reach that beautiful .

home in heaven whers your Father awaits

your coming. You may think as this boy did, &

“I will wait a while longer and enjoy the

pleasures of this world, and then I will take SN
the step.” But remember, every day that you I

put it off, will make it but the harder, and the
strcam szrows wider, and, it may be, you will &
find at last that you will have to enter the J&
cold, dark stream of death unprepared. -




