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g ON DUTY.

O wild rose by the wayside,
Fow can you blossom there,
With none to note your beauty
Or praise vour petals fair?
Your sisters in the garden
We cnltivate with care;
How can youn blossom there 27
Jut dusty and neglected.

*“ Ah, foolish little maiden,
The Master set me here!

He bade me grow and blossom

‘ At this time every year.

“T'is not for me to murmur,
"Tis not for me to fear,

But do my best to please Him;
The Master set me here.”

O could we learn the lesson
The flowers teach all day,
Nor question what e sends us,
| But only to obey.
| - —

*HOLD FAST 'I'll,rl, I COME.”

A Iindoo was one day writing letters,
with the doors all open beeause of the
heat, and to let the brecze come in. 1is
little boy, three years old, was playing
| near him.  Presently a servant eame to
| eall the Hindoo gentleman to zee a friend
on business.  He rose to settle the busi
ness, and calling the child outside, said:
* Put your hand over my papers to keep
them from blowing away, and hold fast
till 1 come back.”

Many Hindoo children are disohedient,
but this child came at onee and did as he
was told.  \s he stood with his hand on
his father's papers he counted first how
many spiders he could sce in the roof,
then how many squares there were in the
mats, and o on; but as minutes went
by he became so tired, though he kept
changing the hand, and many a little sigh
and big yawn said plainly, “ 1 wish that
father would come back.” Dut the father
had to stay more than an hour, and though
many a time he remembered his child be
supposed that some of the servants would
go and put away his papers. When he
came back at last, and saw the dear little
thing still there, patiently standing, he
snatched him up, fecling that he could not
love him enough for his obedience.

Jesus has given us each something to
hold fast till he comes. May each of us
prove as faithful to our trust as the Hin-
doo child did to his.

Charlie, T will tell you how you can be
useful.  You can pick up a pin from the
floor; play with your little sister; can tell
mamma when the baby cries; reach the
stool, that she may put her foot on it;
hold the cotton when she winds it; teach
a little child his letters; and make your

mother happy by being a good boy.




