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Saviour.” His mamma, wishing to try what he knew and
thought, said, * Who is your Saviour, my Harry 77 “ Jesus,
meamma,” he replied. “ And how do you know that Jesus is
your Saviour, my son?" He drew near to his mother's chair,
put both his little hands in hers, and, looking up in her face,
he said, “Mamma, you know that Jesus is God's Son, and
God loves Him very dearly, and, when [ ha7e been a naughty

boy, and vexed you, God is angry with me, but Jesus loves
l little children very much, and He asks God to forgive me for
His sake, and then God does, because Jesus asked Him, and
I em very sorry for being naughty, so you see, raamma,

| Jesus s my Saviour.” TFondly did his mother fold him to :
her bosom, and bless God for giving so mucu of His Holy

Spirit to her child.

Harry was very fond of flowers, and, wheu he was toc ill to
go out, kind friends used to send him bouquets, and baskets,
of the loveliest that could be got. He liked to have them
strewed all over his little cot, and even when very, very ill,
he would exclaim, *Beautiful flowers, mamma,—God’s
beautiful flowers.”

I hope, my dear little children, that each of you will be
able to see, as did dcar little Harry, that Jesus is your
Saviour, and that He loves to have you think o: Him in your
hearts, and love to do His will by seeking to obey your
parents and teachers, and trying not to say naughty words
to your companions; for I have cften been much shocked to
hear little children in the streets swearing, and saying wicked
things to one another.

I hope to tell you something more of little Harry, in
another ‘¢ Juvenile Presbyterian.”

Your affcctionate friend,
: HonNor1a.

% THE LORD IS MY PCRTION, SAITH MY SOUL.”

Though thou hast gold and land beside,
Whole mines of gold and acres broad——

Thy soul would ne’er be satisfied;
Nothing can fill the soul but God.

Pleasures of earth are the soul’s snare,
They mock its hopes—they quickly fall;

But Christ's dear joys thy soul will share
When God becomes thy all in all.

“Therefore will I hope in Him,” Lem, iii, 24,

LN




