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away the sin of the world, have mercy upon me!”
Wash me in Thy blood, clothe me in the robe of
Thy Rigliteousi.ess, put a new spirit within e,
male me again as a little child.  Z/kis is the wwill
of God, even your sanctification. How dowe dare,
day by day, to thwart His will, to put our own
vain and miserable desives in the balance with
His, and use the Free-will which Ile hestowed
upon us to do despite to the Spirit of Grace. Oh!
{or the will to serve Him aright ! to become His in
this world and forever.

“Renew my will from day to day,

Blend it with Thine and take away,

All that now makes it hard to say :
Thy will be done.”

- -~

TONG WING,

Tonz Wingis a little Chinese hoy. He has
long, narrow eyes and a round face. Iis hair is
shaved off his head. except on the crown, where it
grows long, and is braided with red silk into a long
queung,

Tommy's mother keeps Tong to wash dishes,and
help her about the house. He is only eight years
old, and so small that he has to stand up on 2 box
to reach the dish-pan; but he is very quick and
handy, and hardly ever breaks anything.

He says he has a dewr mother away ofl in China,
and ho hopes to save enough money suine time to
go back and seo her.

Nohody seems to cave Tor hiin except a tall,cross-
looking Chinaman, that he calls his consin.

This cousin comes iv see him every Sunday, and
little Tong always locks glad when he goes, 1 du
not wonder,for he always says to Tommy’s moth .1 ;
“T'his boy no goud, play, bleak break) dishes, you
tell me; [ whip him.”  And then he scowls uuti
poor little Tong trembles in his wozden shoes.

But Tominy's mother always says, ~Oh, no!
he's a very good boy ;" and she wonders how her
own Tommy would get along washing dishes in
gome rich Chinamen's kitch n.

When hiz work is done, Tong loves to play with
Towmmy ; and a very pleasaut playmate he makes,
too.

e bnee made a wonderful kite for Tommy. It
was the best kite in town, nntil it fell in love with
the telegruph wire, and refused to coms huck to
earth.  Tone and Tomuy wern in despair.

Teng wade 2 new one, in the form of a bird.
It lad guld eyes, and red, blue and yellow
feathers. It was done on Friday, and on Saturday
morning the wind was just right. Tong wanted
to go right out, for the wind might go down ; but
Lie bad Jnis dishes to wash, and it would take him
an hour.

“Leave 'om on the table,Tongy ; ma won't caro !
gaid Tommy.

3ut Tong shook his head and looked sad.

“You go up stair ; me do ’em weily (very quick,”
he said  And when Tommy had goue, he piled
them up in the closet, on the floor, and covered
them oser with the big clothes-basket. Then he
coiled his queue around his head, called Tommy,
and off they skipped, holding the kile bhetwecen
thewm.

When Tommy’s mother came down stairs to see
ahout the Junch, she saw the hasket in that ususual
place. Sho was very much surprised to find the
dirty dishes underneath. ]

Tong stayed out longer than he iutended, and
when he eame in he was frightened to find tle
basket gone and the dishes washed. ;

His round face was very long, as he said 1o
Tommy's mother, “You tell my cousin "

“Nyp,” said his kind mistress, “but you must not
do that again, Tong.” :

And Toug never has been naughty since.— Qur
Little Ones.

RESPECT FOR

PARENTS.

If children could realize but a small portion of
the anxiety their parents feel on their account
they would pay far better respect to the parental
wishes. A good child, and one in whow econfi-
dence can be placed, is the vne who does not allow
himself to disubey his parents, nor do anything
when bis parents are absent, that ho has reason to
believe they would disapprove were they present,
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The good advice of parents is often so0 engraven
on the heart of a child, that after years of care
and toil do not efface it ; and in the hour of temp-
tation the thuught of a parent has been the salva-
tion of a child, though the parent may bo sleeping
in the grave, and the ocean may roll between that
sacred spot and the tempted-child. A smull token
of parental aftection, horne about the person,
especially a parent’s likeness, would frequently
prove a talisman for good. A DPolish prince was
accustomed to carry the picture of his father al-
ways in his bosom, and on any particular oceasion
he would lock upon it and say, “Tet me do noth-
inz unbecowing so excellent a father” Such
respect for a father or mother i3 one of the best
traits in the character of a son or daughter.
“Honor thy father and thy mother, that it may he
well with thee, is the first commandment with
promise,” says the Sucred Book, and happy is the
child who acts accordingly.

THE SFCRET OF GOOD MANNERS.

Tnr Seerot of good manners is to forget one’s
own sclf altogether. The people of really fine
breeding are the ones who never think of them-
selves, but only of the pleasure they can give to
others. No adornment of heauty, or learning, or
accomplishmeats, goes so far in its power to at-
tract as the one gift of sympathy. In all Freneh
history, no woman had a stronger fascination for
whoever cams within her reach than Madame e-
camirt. She wus called Leantiful ; but ber por-
traits prove that her beauty was not to be compred
with that of muany less charming women. And
when every attraction of person had Jong since

passed away, and she was an old, old woman, her

sway over the hearts of others was as powerful
as ever.  What was her secret

1t was this one thing solely—her genuine and
unafleeted interest in the good and il fortunes of
her friends.  Authors eame and read their bouks
painters camo to her with their pictures; stites-
men with their projects.  She, herself, wroto no
books, painted no pictures, had no projeets.  She
was sweet, simply and unconseiously, as a rose ts
sweet.  She really cared for the happiness and sue-
cess of others, and they felt the gennineness of her
aympathy. It surrounded her with an immortal
charm. Let any girl try Madame Recamier's ex-
periment.  Let her go into syeiety, thinking noth-
ing of the admiration she may win ; buf everything
ol the happiuess she can conler. It maiters litthe
whetlier her faco is beautiful, or her toilette costly.
Before the end of three months she will be a hap-
py girl herself, for the world likes sunshine and
sympathy, and turns to them as the flowers bask
in the sun.—Yout/'s Companion.
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I CANNOT UXNDO IT.

A dit'le girl sat trying to pick out a seam that
she had sewed together wrong. Her chubby fin-
vers picked at the thread, that would break, leav-
ing the end hidden somewhere among the stitches
that she had fabored so wearily to make short and
close; and though the thread came out, yet the
needlo holes remained, showing just how the seam
had heen sewed; and with tears in her eyes she
eried, “O mamma, I eannot undo it ¥

Toor little girl ! You are learning one of the
saddest lessons there is. The desire of undeing
what can never be undone gives us more trouble
than all the deings of  busy life; and beeause we
know this so well our hearts often ache for the
boys and girls we sce doing the things they wilt
wish so carnestly by and by to undo. Older boys
and girls have felt keener heartaches for graver
faults. You all know something of the desire to
undo, and sorrow that you canuot. And now,
where is the bright side ? Right here. Let us try to
do o thing the first time go that we shall never wish
toundo it. We can ask our Heavenly IFather. 1le
never leads us wrong ; and anything we do under
His guidance we shall never wish to wndo.— Zhe
Myrile,

Siour will not gladden him in his home,
whom -faith consoleth not by the way.—Sr
AUGUSTINE,

INTENSITY OF BI{BLE PRAYERS,

The seriptural examples of prayer have most of
them an unutterable intensity.” They are pictures
of struggles in which more of suppressed desire is
hinted at than is expressed. Recall ihe wrestling
of Jucob :—“I will not let thes go except thou
bless me ;” and the “panting™ and pouring out of
the soul of David :—*] eried day and night, my
throat is dried.” “I wait for my Gob;” and the
importunity of the Syro-Pheenician woman with
her “Yea, Lord, yet the dogs under the table eat
of the children’s crumbs;” and the persistency of
Bartimeus, erying out the more a great deal,
‘““Have mercy on me;” and the strong erying and
tears of our Lord, “If it be possible—if it be pos-
sible I"—There is no casiness of desire here.—od7i//
Lour.
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DEAN STANLEY ON GOOI DEEDS.

Tug weary traveiler in the South of Spain, who,
after psssing many an arid plain, aud many a bare
hill, finds himse.f at nightfall under the heights
of Grunada, will hear plashing and rippling, under
the shade of the spreading trees, and aleng the
side of the dusty road, the grateful murmur of
running waters ; of streamlets, whoso sweet music
mingles with his dreams as he sleeps, and meets
his var as the first pleasunt voice in the stillness of
the early dawn.,  What i« {t? It is the sound of
the irrigating rivulets ealled into exisionce Ly the
Moorish occupants of ‘Granada five centuries ago,
which, nmidst all the changes of race and 1'eligi§n,
have wever ceased to flow.  Their empire has
fullen, their creed has been suppressed by five and
sword, their nation has been driven from the
shores of Spain, and their palaces crumbled inte
ruins ; but this trace of their beueficiai civilization
still continues ; and in this continuity, that which
was good, and wise, and generous in that gifted,
but unhappy race, still lives on to cheer and
refresh their encmies and their conquerors, Even
50 it 18 with the good decds of those who have
gone before us,  Whatever thore has been of grate-
ful consideration, of kindly hospiiality, of far-
reaching generosity, of gracious charily, of high-
winded justice, of saintly devotion—zthese still
feed the streaw of moral fertilization which will
run on when their place knows them no more,
when even their names have perished.  "I'he vision
of a neble character, the glimpse of & new kind of
virtue, does not perish. A thing of goodness, like
a thing of beauty, is a joy forever.

——— -

ON TIE OTHER SIDI.

A happy homea surddenly became sad, the light
grew dark, for the joy of the whole Louss—buby
was dead.

In the ovening the children gathered round their
tearful mother ; they were all sorrowful, and won-
dering, as little ones are when such grief comes.

#Mother,” said one, “you took eare of baby
when she wis heve, and you carried her in your
arma all the time sho was ill ; but who took her on
the other side 1

“QOn the other side of what, dear child 1’

“On the other side of deuth. Who teok baby
on the other side ? she was so little, she could not
go alone."”

Then answered the mother, “Jests met her there
—He who tock little childven in His arms, and
blessed them ;" and she told them tho story of
Jesus, and His love for the little ones.

THERE nre souls in the world which have the gift
of finding joy every whers, and of leaving it behind
them when thoy go. Joy gushés from under thoir
fingers, like jets of light. Their influence is an
inevitable gladdening of the heart. It secms as if
a shadow of Gop's own gift has passed upon them,
They give light without meaning to shine, These
bright hearts have a great work to do for Gop,.—
Fuber.

«Tery ye oven to me, saith the Lord, with all
your heart, and with fasting, and with weeping,
snd with mourning.” -




