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Our Poung Folks.

RATIE'S PART.

“ What havo you doue, dear children? *’
Tho mothor gently eaid,

As aho kissed her white.robed babes at night
And tucked thom up in bed.

+¢\Vhat have you dong through all tlus day

To holp somo ono alony tho way?"”

Then each ono told of some kind deed—
A loviug word just spoken,
Somo sacrifico for othiers’ wants,
Or gift of {riendly token—
But whien it was Katio's turn to speak,
A tear-drop glistened on hor chieck.

. ‘“Icannot think of anything
8o very good to-dsy,”
8ho sadly said, ** only I helped
A chicken find its way
Back to its mother—that was all,
But it was lost, and oh, so small,

¢ *Twas naughty when it ran away ;
But, dear mamma, I know
18 felt so sorry, for it-tried
Theo right way back to go.
TYou told us once we ought to seok
To save the lost ones sud the weak.

¢ The little chicken looked disjressed,
Aud how it cried, poor thing!

It was so glad to cuddle up
Uuder its mother's wing.

Aund I was happy when I found

'Twas there with her all safe and sound.”

The children hid their smiles beneath
The bed's white coverlet,
But the mother kissed her Katio
Just whero the cheek was wet.
“ Your part,” she said, ** you, too, have dono ;
God is well pleased, my littlo one."”

I AM NOT UY OWA.

¢« I wish I bad some money to give to God,”
said Susy ; “ but I haven’t any.”

* God does not expect you to give Him what
you have not,” said her papa, “ but you have other
things besides money. When we get home I will
read something to you, which will make you sce
plainly what you may give to God.”

So after dinner they went to the library, and
Susy’s papa took down a large book and made
Susy read aloud - “T have this day been before
God, snd bhave given myself—all that 1 am and
have—to God ; so that 1 am in no respect my own.
I have no right to this body, or_any of its mem-
bers ; no right to this tongue, these hands, these
feet, these eyes, these cars. I have given myself
clean away.”

“These are the words of a great and good man,
who is now in heaven. Now you sec what you
have to give God, my darling Susy.”

Susy looked at her hands, and at her feet, and
was silent. Atlast she said in a low voice, half
to herself :

“1 don't beljeve God wants them.”

Her papa heard her.  “He does want them,
and He is Jooking at you now to see whether you
will give them to Him, or keep them for yourself.
If you give them to Him, you will be careful not
to let them do anything naughty, and will teach
themn to do evuery good thing they can. If you
keep them for yourself, they will be hikely to do
wrong and to gat into mischicf

"« Have you given yours to Hun, papat”

% Yes, indeed, long ago.”

“ Are you glad 1™

@ Yes, very glad.”

Susy was still silent ; she did not quite under-
stand what it ali meant.

«If you give your tonguc to Ged,” said her
papa, *you will never allow it to speak unkind,
aungry words, or tcll tales, or speak an untruth, or
anything that would gricve God's Holy Spirit.”

T think I'll give Him my tongue,"” said Susy.

“And if you give God your hands, you will
watch thom, and keep them from touching things
that do not belong to them. You will not let
them be idle, but will keop them busy about aome-
thing.” :

“Well, then, Tll give Him my hands.”

** And if you give Him your feet, yon never will
let them carry you where you ought not to go;
and if you give lim your eyes, you will never,
never, never let them look at anything you know
He would not like to look at, if He were by your
side.”

Then thdy knelt down together, and Susy’s papa
prayed to God to bless all they had been saying,
and to accept all Susy lhad now promised to give
Him, and to keep her from ever forgetting her
promise, but to make it her rule in all she said,
and all she did, all she saw, and all she heard, to
remember—¢ I am not my own,”

THE POWER OF GENTLENESS.

It is related that a belated stranger stayed all
night at a farmer’s house. He noticed that a slen-
der littlo girl, by her yentle ways, had a great in-
fluence in the house. She scemed to be a bringer
of peace and goodwill to the rough ones in the
houschold. She had power over animals also, as
the following shows: The farmer was going to
town next wmorning, and agreed to take the stranger
with him. The family came out to sco them start.
The farmer gathered up the reing, and with a jerk
said : ¢ Dick, go *fong!” But Dick didn’t “ go
long.” The whip cracked about the pony’s cars,
and be shouted : * Dick, you rascal, get up !* It
availed not. Then came down the whip witha
heavy hand, but the stubborn beast only shook
his head silently. A stout lad came out and
seized »the bridle, and pulied and yanked and
kicked the rcbellious pony, but not a step would
he move. At this crisis a sweet voice said, “ Wil-
lie, don’t do s0.” The voice was quickly recognized.
And now the magic hand was laid on the neck of
the scemingly iucorrigible animal, and a simple
low word was spoken. Instantly the rigid muscles
relaxed, and the air of stubbornness wvanished.
“ Poor Dick,” said tho sweet voice, as she stroked
and patted softly his ncck with the clldlike
hand. “Now go 'long, you nanghty fellow,” in a
half-chiding, but in a tender voice as she drew
slightly on the bridle. The pony turned and rub-
bed his head agamst her arm for 2 moment and
started off at a cheerful trot, and there was no
further trouble that day. The stranger remarked
to the farmer, * What a wonderful power that
hand possesses " The reply was, “ O sheis good !
Everybody and everything loves her.”

THE OLD DOCTORS STORY.

“I have a little story to tell you, boys,” the old
doctor said to the young people the other evening.
¢ QOne day—a long, hot day it had Vbeen, too,—I
met my father on the road to town.

«¢J wish you would take this package to the
village for me, Jim,’ he said, hesitatingly.

** Now, I was a boy of twelve, not fond of work,
and was just out of the hayficld, where I had been
at work since daybreak., I was tired, dusty and
hungry. It was two miles into town. I wanted
to get my supper, and to wash and dress for sing-
ing-school.

“ My first impulse was to refuse, and to do it
harshly, for I was vexcd that he should ask after
my long day’s work. If I did refuse, ho would go
himself. Mo was a gentle, patient old man. But
something stopped me; onc of God’s good angels,
I think.

« ¢ Of course, father, I'll take it,’ I said, heartily,

giving my scythe to"ono of thomen, He gave mo
the package. i

“¢Thank you, Jim,’ ho said ; ‘I was going
mysclf, but somehiow 1 don't feel very strong to.
duy.

% He walked with me to the road that turned
off to the town ; as ho left, he put his hand on my
arm, saying again, ¢ Thank you, my son. You've
always been a good boy to me, Jim,

I hurried into town and back again.

“When I came near the house I saw a erawd
of farm hands at the door. One of them came to
me, tho tears rolling down his face.

¢ Your father,’ he said, *fell dead just as he
reached tho house. 'The last words he spoke were
to you.!

“I'm an old man now, but I have thanked God
over and over again in all the years that have
passed since that hour that those last words were,
* You've always been a good boy to me.'”

No human being over yet was sorry for love or
kindness shown to others. But there is no pang

. of remorse so keen as the bitterness with which we

remember neglect or coldne.g which we have shown
to loved ones who are dead.

Do not begrudge loving deeds and kind words,
especially to those who gather with you about the
same hearth. In many families a habit of nagging,
crossutss, or ill-natured gibing gradually covers
the real feeling of love that lies deep beneath.

And after all, it is such a littlo way that we can
go together.

TUE TIME TO BEGIN.

They who begin in their early years to serve the
Lord are in possession of the best riches. They
are quite sure to huve the best ecducation, to
sccure the best of human friendships, to be placed
in the best positiony for service, and to find the
very bLest enjoyments for head and heart.  The
fear of the Lord is the beginning of wisdom, and
wisdom is the principal thing. Whosoever has
the almighty power of God and the infinite love
of Christ to show the way of life will make few
mistakes, however many his years, or keen his
disappointments, or bitter the sorrows to be en-
countered. Life isindeed worth theliving, through
all changes, if the Christ of God be secured as the
Friend who never forsakes, and the Saviour who
can and will save to the uttermost all who trust
Him and walk in His ways.

On tho other hand, a godless youth is usually
followed by « vain aud dishonourable carcer. No
tree can stand up against the summer storm if its
roots have been cut and weakened by the insidi
ous wormns that creep bencath the surface of the
ground, nnder tufts of greenest grass, and around
bulbs of the faivest-and most fragrant flowers,

TYouth is the time to serve the Lord,
Tho time 1o insure the great roward.

Nearly all biographies of great, good and useful
people, whether contained in the sacred Seriptures
or in purely human literature, prove that early
picty is of unspeakable value. Without it asa
foundation no education can be complete.

Such, indeed, is the invariable testimony of the
ages. Hence the chief care of all parents and
teachers is Lo train the young in the nurture and
fear and service of the Lord. The great and en-
larging work of the Church is happily in our day
directed to the wants of the young, aud hence the
increasing multitudes of scrious compositions, in
prose and poctry, to persuade, encourage and
guide boys and girls to enter upon the paths of
life without delay. .

TnE best remedy for ovil thoughts is to havo the
mind occupied with pure and eahobling thoughts.
The mind can not be a vacuum. It must be filled,
if not with the good, with that which is evil.




