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Keep Trying.
Ir boys should get discouraged

At lestons or at work,
And say, ' There's no use trying,"

And aIl hard tasks should shirk;
And keop on shirking, ahirking,

Till the boy became a man,
I wonder what the world world do

To carry out its plan ?
The coward in the confliet

Cives up at first defeat ;
Il once repulsed, his courage

Lies shattered at his feet.
The brave heart wins the battle

Because, through thick and thin,
He'll net give up an conquered;

He fights, and figlite te win.

en, boya, don't get disheartened
Because at firat you fail;

If you but keep on trying,
At lat you will prevail.

Be situbborn against failliro;
Try, try, and try again ;

The boys who keep on trying
Have made the world's best inen.

-l'h Adrance.
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Our. Sunday Mornings.
Br long established tradition and

custom, it has become a generally ac-
cepted fact that on every seventh
morning we are to remain in bed fron
one to three hours longer thtan on the
other six days. Various excuses are
given for this indulgence., In the
majority of cases it is claimed that
the reet is needful; but can it be
denied that, firut, the loudest to de-
mand the privilege are those whose
life leat requires it--such as children,
and people of indolent (not active)
wealth; second, in nine cases out of
ten this unusual addition to the heurs
of sleep-or, oftener, of listless lying
awake-rther adds to our weariness
than relieves it.

Sunday should be the brightest and
best day of the week, when th. speoks
of rust can be cleaned fromt our moral
arnour, and our weapons burnished 1
for the work that is before them; a
day for nure thoughts, for high re.

solves, for the keenest and most de-
lightful exercise of the intellect, as
well as of the even nobler powers of
the soul ; a day full of activo deed
doing, witl overy faculty in flue and
clear working order.

Much can ho accomuplisied on Sunt
day in the way of practical usefulness
te our fellow-mien-our l neighibours "
-which the business enrgagemients
and cares of week-days do net permit.
Of ail days, this sweet, joyous Soventh
is the last to be wasted; te ho dozed
away in thiek, sluggish k.thargy,
whilch net only devours tine itself, but
clogs the eniergies of mind and body
till nightfall.

In the silvery, pure hours of the
mrrorning, while the day is unslhacdowed
by the cares and passions, the little
envies and worries, that gather abIout
the fairest human lives; when hurt
minds have been soothed by the bali
of sleop, and the fatigued hodly re-
freshed and stiengthened for good
work; thon lot us be widte awake,
with eyes sparkling, and lungs filled
full with that sweet, sun-bathed air
which only the early hours know.
The birds are awake, and ail flutter-
ing and singing with the joy of now
life, every Sunday morning. Can we
not be sparrows for a while l-Sel.

A Prayer at a Garden-Party.
SoE of the most beautiful gardens

and groves in India are devoted te
the worship of idole, and nany are
the prayers thero offered to the gods
which see net and hear net. It is net
often, however, tIht the pleasure.
gardens, which are found in some of
the large cities, have such earnest
prayer offered in tiem as that sent up
by one of our missionaries not long
ago.

Miss Thiede, a devoted Christian
missionary in Lahore, is in the habit
of giving lier senana pupils a yearly
treat in the shape Of an open-air feast,
in a lovely garden, just out of I.«hrore.
There, under a marble pavilion, with
sweet breezes coming fron splashing
fountains and fragrant flowers, the
feast is spread, and every precaution
is taken te prevent any man fromn in-
truding, as, Of course, many or nost
zenana p-,,ils are what is denominated
purda& nishin ("<enthroned behind the
curtain "), and are never te look on
the face Of any man except their own
fathers, husbands, and brothers. On
one occasion, however, sorne drunken
European soldiers forced their way
into the garden, and er vne up boister-
ously te the pavilion, where Miss
Thiede's pupils were engaged in inno-
cent games, or were lifting up their
young voices in praise of their Re-
deemer. One soldier behaved with
greater rudeness than the rest, break-
ing one Of Mis" Thiede's chairs, scat-
tering her things about, and finally
approaching her with a menacing and
insolent inanner. Shall I tell you
what Mis Thiede didt She knelt
down there, and began to pray trt
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WH£ STREET-WAIF.

Oed miiglt touch the man's heart, and
make him a botter person, and pardon
hie sins. tThe prayer had se iici
effect, that the man," says Miss Thiede,

quietly knolt down, quite cianged el
thten, when the prayer was finished,
lie rose, replaced everything he lad
scattered, bowed te Miss Thinde, and
went away. - Chtildren&'s Work for
C'hi ldrenè.

The Street-Waif.
A LITTLE child in the piercing wind,

Stood in the busy street,
And asked of the passers.by that ho

Might brushr their dusty feet.
But few gave heed te the pleading voice,

Till a lady who came that way
Said,"Areyouhungrym-yboyt" H•re.

plied,
"I've had nothing to eat to-day."

Shle noticed the features pale and wan,
And gave him a dime for food,

Then urged him to meet with the Band of
Hoe,

And leara with thim te be good.

"My mother," he said, "on the island died-
A place they have for the bad;

And," added the innocent child, "I guesa
A father I never had."

Oh, what a tale was wrapped in the words
Which the starving boy had told i

Vhile his frail fri swayod lu the fitful
wind

Of winter, bleak and cold.
With bis pivituie gaintd, tie lady left

And theught, «Vili ho keep s ,, word
But while they were singing he entered in,

And the tender prayer-song heard.
The teacher spoke of the Shepherd's love,Vho bringe the lamba te the fold,
tVhere they never hunger, nor thirat, nor

fear
The blaet of the bitter cold.

y af er dey came the -r.anger child
Where thre bruised reed waa bound,

Jntil the Saviour of whom e h ard
Ris little heart had found.

And none could doubt, when they saw lis
faoe,

That #hone with heavenly light,
That the oly Deo" wa thre, and changed

To day hi. 11ws duit Digh.

"0 Now."
A tIlNws'rTn of the gospel delir.

n tied on one occasion te preach froi

tho tcxt, I Now is the accepted tinte,
now is :e day of salvation." White
in his study, thinking, he fell asleep
and drpamned that lie was carried into
heu, and set down in the îrnidst of a
conelave of lost spirits. Tlhey were
assemubled to devise means whereby
they migit get at the seuls of mîrenl.
One rose and said, "I will go to tIe
earth, and tell mon that the Bible is
ail a fable." " No, that will not do."
Another said, " Let me go, and I wili
tell men that there is no God, rto
Saviour, no heaven, no hell." This
proposai was aise rejected, on tire
ground that men would net believe it.
Suddenly one rose, and, with a wise
mien-like the serpent of old-sug
gested, "No; I will journey te tie
world of mon, and tell thieni tlat.
there is a God, a Saviour, a heaven,
and a iell, too; but I Ihall tell therm
that there is no hurry-that to-morrou
will do; that it will be even as te

day." And they sent him. The road
of By-and-By leads to the town o
Niever. '

God's Love.
How great is God's love toward his

children I How tenderly ie watchres
over them by day, and sends his

angels to guard thein at eventide!
Each joy, eacli sorrow, is ordered by
that Giod of love. Net a tear falls
from the eye but ho secs, not a sorrow,
but ie belolds it. And when the
feet of his children press down into
the cold, dark valley, even thore ie is
prosent te guide and cheer.

We slrouid grow more, tixankful te
our heavenly Fater day by day for
ail the blessings lie bestows rupon us;
and submissive aso when Ie sends
afflictions, knowing "al things work
together for good to those who love

Qed.»I - ]2
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