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thinks | lded up tho lottor, and direoted it in | faith was. Lionel thoughe gravely, | Or whero, hoside the rushing Rhone, ut sight of the forlorn figure, 8o vory
conati is quaint way, though he lonlged for a time, and then gaid : Swr",(?“l"fm ro%md ]llis, unseon tl:rom} ? | small and so sorrowful, which had bent
10 pro- yeyscrious and thoughtful all the while,| ~ “Of courae, wother, it is the samo Tﬂxmf,]c‘;ﬁ:’;‘;r‘g‘zf"a‘z"Igg;”:;“é""'e orth | over the broken bottle,

ticious gEfho never folt so happy in ¢l hig lifo | as “bolioving' and ‘trusting I wish

in the thought of thg answor ho should
got from this great Wriend that ‘Com
Nevins told him about,

§ 'Tho noxt morning, bright and early,
oo carried the Important missive

mn and §
tultor §

idored

Pior- g to the post-offico before old Peggy was
 why ERup. It was not even open, but he
| your ' B8 loitored aboub until it wag and then
uld it doposited it.  The clerks in the offico
bowl ! 'Fil wore surprised to see such a sbrango
fo by M3 direction. Tho postmuster desirved it
ours, | k4R to bo thrown aside, thinking it must
which have come from somo foolish or insane
tion? g person,  But when all the gther lottgrs
oroly, had been sent off, he took it up aguin,
times oxamined it, looked at the peculiar
 algo chirography and original spelling, and
noral seeing that it camo from a child, ho
ight, | opened it and was- deoply touched by
nore | XMl this simply written, earnest prayer,
'hich He showed it to n friend of his,
ruin, momber of a benevolon: socioty, who
g a was determined to leave no stops
th a uataken to find out the whereabouts
10nt, | SE8 of this trustful little boy-—meanwhile
tho | 588 he tfloughb he would {ake it and read
t is |if&g it at ono of their meotings.

will It happened that & lady of large
lo of ‘wealth, one who was interested in
ablo every charitable work, was present,

and when she heard Willie's lotter read
‘it scomed to her a message from the
:vory Lord Himsolf, telling hor tu take
, caro of that desolato child of His, % one
‘of His littlo ones.” Noxt day she
found out where he lived, sent for him,
and, learning just what ho desived to
‘do, this good 'woman placed him in
“school where he desired to be, und then
8t college, and to-day he stands bofore
the world a minister of tho gospel,
beloved and honotired, and faithful in
§ overy good word and work,

-~ So we seo that though the letter that
. wag sent to heavon never got there, yet
the prayer did, and tho answer came
all the same, aud so will every prayer
of God’s smallest children if they have
faith to trust Him,

No doubt Willie had often heard
that the quickest way of sending
essages to.friends at a distance was
by letter, and prooably he had heard
that Jorus had gone up to heaven, and.
that seemed 8o far away ho thought
this would bo the best way of. veaching
Him and telling Him his noed.

Then let this little story of Willie
Bruce’s written ‘prayer show uz that

hrist does not care in what way we
ask Him, for has He not said to us all;
“ Him that cometh to Me I will in no
S| vise cast out,” He looks at tho heart
| *ud not at the manuer in which things

you would put it plainer, though, for
somotimes 1 ot 8o puzzled over the
words, and think—and think—until I
hardly know whether I do or don't
believe in Jesus.”

“ A Jittlo child onco defined faith a9
‘Just saying © Amen to Jesus,! Lionel ”
answered his mother, watching him
with her tenderest smile, “and I think
thatis a vory plain way-of putting ir,
When Jesus hung on the cross for our
sing, Ho said, ‘It is finished.’ ou
and I who believe He died thoro for
our sing day ‘Amen’ to that. God
raised Him from the dead, and tells uy
Mo is woll pleased with all who look
vo Hig dear Son for salvation. Let ug
say ‘Amen’ to that. Heo tells us there
is “no condemnation for thoso who aro
in Christ Jesus, and we gladly answor
‘Amen.’ Tt does not mattor whether
He bids us take up tho cross, or shere
His joy-—whether He bids us to follow
Him on carth, or to serve Him in
Heaven—whatover He 8ays to us we
beliovo and say ¢ Amen’ to, It seoms
to mo that our lives ought to bo one
long ¢ Amen' to all God's promises.”

“1 liko that thought, mother,” suid
Lionel, “It is eany to sa§ ¢ Amen’ to
all God’s love, but not so easy to sa
‘Amen’ to all God's will, I think.”

“You are right, my boy, and now
run off to bed.”

“Oh! wait a bit, mother ; it’s only
nine, and I amnot a bit tired,” urged
the boy, v

“My darling,” said his mothor, ag
she c'osed his bovk and kissed his brow,
“God’s will for you is obedience to
your mother’s wishes. I know you
won’t always find it casy to say ¢ Amen’
to them, but try to do so cheerfully
and willingly.”

“ Mother; you've caught me,” cried
Lionel, as ho threw his arms round her
neck for a good-night kiss, “but I'll
really tiy.”

Yourgreader, have yousaid “ Amen,”
to the call and promises of Jesus?
Have you heard His voice saying,
“Come unto Me,” and have you said.—
Lord, I come? )

And if you have come to Him, is
your life saying ¢ Amen” to His will;
however that will crossés'your plans and
pleasures and wishes ?

The Ohristian's Fatherland.

WHERE is the Christian’s Fatherland ?
Is it the holy Hebrew land?

In Nazareth’s vale, on Zion’s steep,

Or by the Galilean decp ?

Whore pilgrin hosts have rushed to lave
Their stains of sin in Jordan’s wave,

Y | jug.

Or 1n there yot a closer band,

Our own,-our native Fatherland?

Where law and freedom, side by sido,

In hoaven’s behalf have ;fladly vied; [rung
Vhere prayer and praise for years have

In Shakcsyeare’s accents, Milton's tongue,

Blessing with eadenco sweet and grave

‘I'he fire-side nook, the ocean wave,

And o'er the broad Atlantic hurled,

Wakening to lifo another world?

No, Christian, no, not oven hero,

By Christinas hearth or church-yard dear;
Nor yet on distant shores brought nigh

By martyr's blood or prophet’s ery ;

Nor Western pontifi’s lordly name,

Nor Eastorn patriarch’s hoary fame; {star;
Nor c'en whoro shone sweet Bethichem’s
Thy Fatherland is wider far,

Thy native home is wheresoe'er

Christ’s Spirit breathcs a holier ajr :

Where Christ.like faith is keen to peck

What truth or conscience freely speak ;

Whére Christ-like love delights to span

"The rents that sever man from man H

Where round God’s throne His just ones
stand ;—

There, Christian, is thy Fatherland,

-

New Shoes.

“I woNDER if there can be a pair of
shoes in it |”

Little Titn sat on the ground close
beside a very ugly dark-coloured stone
He eyed it sharply, bnt finding
it quite impossible to see through its
gides, pulled out the cork and peered
anxiously in,

“ Can't see nothin’, but it’s so dark
in"there I couldn’t see if there was
anything. I've a great mind to break
that hateful old thing,”*

He sat for a while thinking how
badly he wanted a pair of shoes to
wear tn the Sunday-school picnic. His
mother had promised to wash and
mend his clothes so that he might go
looking very neat indeed, but the eld
shoes were far past all mending, and
how could heé go barefoot }

Then he began counting the chances
of hia father being very angry when he
should find his bottlé broken. 'He did
not like the idea of getting a whipping
for it, as was very likély, but how
could he resist the temptation of
making sure abou’ those shoes? The
more he thought of them- the more he
couldn’s. He sprang up and hunted
around until hs found a good-sized
brick-bat, which he fung with such
vigorous hand and correct aim that the
next moment the old bottle lay in
pieces before his eyes.

How eagerly he bent over .them in
the hope of finding not only what he
was 50 longing for, but, perhaps, other
treasures, = But his'poor little heart

“Why,” he said, “I was lookin’ for
& pair of new shoes, I want a pair of
shoes awful bal to wear to the picnie,
All the other littlo chups wears shoes.”

“ How came you to think you'd fiad
shoes in a bottle?”

“Why, mamma said so. I asked
her for some new shoes and she said
they had gone into that ) luck bottle,
and that lots of other things had gone
into it, too™—coats and hats, and hread
and meat and things—and [ thought if
1 broke it I'd find ’om -all, and there
aiut a thing in it—and mamma never
gaid what wasn't 80 beforo—and T,
thought "twould be so—sure,”

And Tim, hardly able to sob out the
words, feeling how keenly his trust in
mother's word had added to his great
disappointment, gat down again and
cried harder than ever,

Hia'father seated himself on a box
in the disorderly yard and iemained
quiet for 80 long & time that Tim at
last looked timidly up.

“I’'m real sorry I broke your bottle,
father. T'll never do it again,”

“No, I guess you won't,” he said,
laying a hand on the rough little head
a8 bs went away, leaving Tim overcome
with astonishment that father had not
been angry with him,

Two days after, on the very evening
before the picnic, he handed Tim s
parcel, telling him to open it. .

“New shoes! new shoes!” he
shouted. * 0, father, did you get a
new bottle, and were they in it1”

“No, my boy, there isn’t goiig to
be a new bottle, Your mother was
right all the time—the things all went
into the bottle, but you see getting
them out is no casy matter, so I'm
going to keep them out after this.”

A Monkey’s Trick, .

Ix the south of France there lives a -
man of wealth, whose residence haa
around it very tall trees The cook |-
has a monkey, a pert fellow, who knowas
ever o .many tricks, The monkey
often ‘helps the cook -to pluck the
feathers from fowls. One day the cook
gave it two partridges to plunck, and
the monkey, seating himself at an open
window,: went to work,

He had plucked the feuthers from
one of the partridges, and placed it on
the outer ledge of the window, with a
satisfied' grunt, when lo ! all'at once a
hawk flew down from one of the tall
trees néat by, and bore off the plucked -
bitd. Master monkey, was angry.
He shook his fist at the hawk, whicn -
took & seat-on a limb not far off, and

are done, Or sought to win by brand and blade . | sank as he turned over the fragmepts b gan to éat :the bird with great
d - The tomb where their dear Lord was 1aid? { with trembling fingers,  Nothing | reliali, .
iot Saying Amen to Jesus. Whero is the Christidn’s Fatherland could be found among the broken bits | The owner of the reeidence saw-the
i ro 1 16 risian’s rfather. P . . I ARN .
1: “Lionxy, got your Bible a{xd card, and Is i,tetheshaunted Grecian strand, l\yet%n the inside with a bad smelling :ggz:, ::l;i l:.;e vzagu sﬁm‘g‘ t:llz 21{ gf:fg
or ||| read your Scripture portion,” called | Where Apostolic wanderers first 1qud, . oor, ! rept up
d |{WE| Wother, as she drew hor work-table | The yoko of Jewish bondage burst ? Tim sat down again and sobhed as | of it, The mioukey plucked thp: other
Nl cloger t:) her side, and turned up the | Or where, on many a mystic page, he had never sobbed before; so hard _partridge, !a&d it on ‘the ledge in the
ﬁ < lamp, ’ }.f(b)’;ﬁlll;lg:;;ngllt‘?{n(g:&tﬁhzasv’ that he did not hear a siep beside him p‘gu‘rf\;e,plaji%agd h}ld b;hi)nﬁtéxe wxdndow ’
1t | [ alt‘l: A"} liighb, n&othm;,” sm_idt Igiotr}el; Earth’s shadows with the light divina ? un‘t‘ll\ 3 voioo f:?t(’ls:all bt orsen, p:::i dt g:, havk fow down |
: 0 : ¥ “ 't - VoL -
1l - b°°kl'lga11dmt:l:isn ez?sxx}s?sl;nfgggf ll?i% Oris the Christian's Fatherland ~  [hand, | He sprang up in great alarm. It | monkey and caught-the thief. Ina |[.
ol rawor, and gb himself by. his | N\ heres with crovmed head and croziered | o o'y father, who always slept late | moment the hawk’s nack was wrung,
I b wido, bo. oonmenood rodins | Tho ghost of empiro Emudly'ﬂ'ts’ |in the worning and was véry seldom | evd the monkey soon had the -hawk
0 Wother’s side, he commenced reading } And on tho grave of Cusar sits ? i - worniug and y hickod, Takicy o tho haw.
aloud to her. And then they had one | 0, by vhose world-ambracing walls, awakeso early ag this, plucked, Taking the two 8 to the
# of their pleasant talks togothor—talks | O, i thos vast and pictured halls, ““Who broke iny bottle?” he asked. | cook, the monkoy handed them to |
y Which'aegmed to Lionel %o bring God | & underneath in that soaring dome, “I did," said Tim, catching his | him, as if to 8ay,, “ Here are your two
g B | 20d Chrish and Heaven so verygclosa Shall this not be the Christian's home ? breath half in terror and half between | partridges, master.” The cook thought *
, to hin, and to help him -to understand | Whero is the Christian’s Fatherland t— his eobs. ) _ one of the'bmis }mked queer, but
" ow it was his mother’s face- looked | He.still looks ou from land to land— “Why did you?” Tim looked up. | served them ‘on:the table. The owner
always cal; sdm ¢ and beautiful, | 14 it whero German conscience woke, Tks voice did not sound quits  so of -the house shook . his head when he
(M Z5anciyo hey yotto tlking ahons | §ven Lohoc i it apoks 2|25 ok Gid not sound, quite a0 saw the-dish, “and, telling -tho 600k of
; faith, and ilothei" gh‘kod Iﬁongl what %l;ow caln olvobian’s sarnest word?, truth was his father had "been touched | $h6 tajck, laughad haartily,
I~ : : o




