
3JIUR OURO ECOLKI.
AtY I L E AN.

I know a littlo hero, whoso face ta brevrn witil tan.
l3ii tlarough It shines the spirit tha ui aelieste boy a M'An;
& spirit atrog snd etîîrdy, a will to wvmn itx way.
It do me goo t h look at hM antd %xatel ini <ta> b>' day.

le tells me that, bis mother is pour, andi sows for breati.
ISli'b sucli a dear, gooti mother 1 the itieo follow sii,

Andi thon his oyes shono brigiiter-Ooti blesa tho litteo
mani t-

Anti ho tidet "'CausEoI love lier I bellip lier MilI c au.'

Ahi I that'a tho tldog to do, boys, to provo the love yoîî bear
To the niothor who bas kept yon tn long andi loviog care.
Malteo ait bler burdans lglter; holp over>' way yon Cali,
To pay tho debt yen owe ber, a doua w ni> ttle mail.

A MOTIiEJS 'LICT.

Tho niothor tvas sewing btiiy, andi Jesie,
sittiîig on tue carp)et besidle lier, auid 1at'<)ide(
With diii], rounided scissors, aîud souuae oid
miagazines, was jîîst as busily cuttiîng out
pictures.

Il It would litter the carpet "-se said nat
Martha, %vlio had couie in for a cosy Jiat.
Mainnia knew this, but silo knew Oint P few
mîinîutes, work wouild niake ail righlt agaiix,

Ai tvcnt Weil inltil the littie Ibey foulnd
tlîat hoeiîad euit off tue le- of a hiorse tduit lie
considered a inarvol of beauty. It tvas a ruai
dis.., ointnîcnt aîîd grief to the littie oîîe.

Maîîîma, see"' and liall crying lie hceld it
uip.

IPlay he's holdinîg up one foû)t," tue itiotiier
said quickly.

Do real horses, inaiia7

0, yes, senlietilries.",
1 tvill; " and surishîinc cl)iaseal awvay thic

cloud that in another iiiiiiîtc %void ]lave
î'ained down.

It was a littie thing, the inothîer's aîîswer;
but the quick sympathy, the ready tact, muade
ail riglit. The boy's heart was comnfortcd,
and hoe wvnt on wvith no jar oit nerves or
temnper, and auntie's cali lost noise of its plcas.
antness.

I ain tired of cutting pies, manuia," 8aid
Josie, after a while.

IlWeil, get your horse wa.ggon. and play;
thiose bite of paper are Wood, and you are
goinîg te bring ine a Ioad. Dratv it over to
tlîat corner by the flî'c, auîd put thir into the
kirudliîîg-box ; play that's the wood-housc."

Plcased and proud, the littie teanister drew
load after load tili the papers were ail picked
up, without his evor thinkiîigý tlîat lie -,'as
doing anything' but play.

tWeli, 1 dociate," said Auint Martha, -' old
as I ain, I've learned one thing ta) day, aîud 1
tvîsh Exnily would coule in auîd take lessons I
do.")

Mfrs. WVa1do looked up in sonie surprise.
"Wliat do you mean, auntie ? "

W~eil, I spent yestcrday afternioon oe
there," the oid lady liad a weakneoss for visi-
ting, and wmu 'I<auntie " toi people genorally,
-and things were in a snarl, and highi-de-low

ail the time, starting with less tlîan Josie's
giv en yen a dozenMiinas since I sat bore. I've
lîad a good talk with you, and you've giveln
nie pleasant thouglits for a week te corne;
over there wc could'nt hear ourselves speak.
it was, « Don't do tlîat,' and ' Yon .ughty
ehild,' spill and scratch anti break and tumiblo,

THE CANADA PRESBYTERIAN.

Scoid a:id slap haif the tinue. Eîuaily mlcaiîs
Weil ; she loves lier clil(reii, ati( tever sae
lierseif soeving for thons, or nursing thin
whon tiîey arc sick. Site lias a worid of
IlatiencO 80o11e Way8, but 8110 dOnl't 8COI11 te
Iate any facuity for ivanagiing thoens. 'eii,
well, l'Il seuti lier ovor liero, 0hl3' 1 w'oi't ici.
ont wlîy,' andti Ui old lady rolicd up lier kîtit-
tmng m. the bell ranîg fqr tea.

A littie tact springiîg frontî tlioughtf'ul love
how g'ood it is.

TIlbE CUlllU>S RED UKE.

Tite rost ci tho houscolt liati overalopt
Whalo breakfast wns wa:.ting below.

Andi li auntio was olîidiug the littho boy
That lho wa? dressing Bo slow.

A sboo.slring wvas rniRsing, a bîîhton Nvi off,
Andi overything éenteld oni of place.

lud clotuds of ilisacturagotneent gaîtberoti arocut
Tho dear li1111 elloow's 5aco..

At length hiF; toilot was ail Complote,
îlot the littho boy stili delayoti,

Andi crieti, 1,Dear auintie, 1 camna go clown
Till my morning prayer I'vo sainl."

<Wait tll breakfastis ovor." bis auntie cric'd.
ýFor once it will not bo wrong.

Tho littie boy, startioti andi griovcq, rephi,
<What, hoop Gloa waiting so long ?"'

DIGGI.LVG THAtT P.4ID.

"I an goiîig to try 'oiii," said Grandpa
Grav .and lus, eyes weî'e twinkling.

lie iîîcant lus- tlrec manîil grandsons, liai,
1-lerbie, and iIad. So at dinner, Grandpa said
to, Grandîina.

"I wish 1 had tinte to take tlîat rock out
of Uie yard iore. It's a real eyc-sore to lie.",

"'Cani't %vol Orandpa? " askcd the boys.
II ell-ycs, if you want te," said hoe; I and

M'I bc iels obliged toi you."
So directly after dinuier thcy set te Wverk.

It did'nt look like a very large rock. But it
w"s a goed deal larger than it, lookcd, rcally.

«Pooli '" said Herbie. "'I'l take it eut in
ne time '" and lie got a stout itick anti tried
to pry up the rock. But the stick broko
and ilerbie get a fai, froin whicli lie iuîîîped
up, red and auigry.

Tiien ail three iifted togetiier; but it iwsn't
a suitc of sise.

Let's gret Uic hoo! I" said Had.
«"And the iittiest crowbar! " said Hal.
IAni the shovel ! " said Herbie.

Se liad luoedl arourpd it and lIerbie slîovclcd
and Hal pushed the crowbar under the rock,
and bore down on it with ail ]lus xnight. The
afteruueen wvas very warîin, and the thrce littie
scarlet faces needcd a great doal of ineppizig.
But the boys tvouldn't givo it up.

IIPoor littie fellows! " said Orandnia, look-
ixug out tlîrougli the vines.

But just then a great slîout announiced tiîat
work «%vas donc; and thece-there werc the
rot-k iad lain were four silver diine.s; one
apiece and one for luck.

<' Hurrah for grandpa ! " cheered Uie boys;
and at that very minute grandpa walkcd out
of the bouse.

-Pretty Weil donc' said he, giving cach
littie head a pat as hoe caxis to it. IlPretty-
weli-done

And now the boys are anxious to, dig out
another rock ; but grandpa thinks miaylJe
silver dimes wvon't grow under the next, one.

(Sprri.ti3iaBR lotit, 1884.

A SOL DIER'S PlIA YE.i

It was in theî oveîiiîg af toi a gieat battie.
Aisionag tue uîîany Whîo howcd te the comîtieror
dcatlî tiîat iiiglit, tva. a yoîith iii the tinst
fî'eslînc.4. cf mature hiei. 'Thor stroug liîîi>s).
lay listiess and te alark liair was îiiatted
witlî gore oui the pale bu'oad forioad. is
eyes ttere Ceiesed. 1£ sl eWho latiiîistued te
the sut ibrer bent over hit lie nt tirnt thiglit
hiiiiu dead, but the Whiite lips nioved, and
8lowly, iii weak t,îîcs, lue repcatud

".'ow I la>' me tlown ho filtlep;
I pray Tiaeu, Lord'mny sotal te koop;
Il 1 8l10111(1 ie boforo 1 wnke,
1 pray Tmue, Lord, M> seul te take;
Ant ibis 1 aît for Jeatis' pakeo."

Opcniin, ]lis eyes aiud mîeetinîg the pitying
gaze of si bretiier soldier ie exclaiied

MNy rulotîter tauiglit uIl dit wvben I tva.s a
littIe bey anti 1 have said it every itiglit.sinco
I coîild rerîerîbcr. I3efore tho îîîoî'ning tlaiis
1I be!ieve Goti tvil takie îîy Sol fer ,Je.4ii'
sako, buit befere 1 (lie 1 tvîîirt to seurd a ies4-
sage te îuîy ilîotberi."

Ie iy'L4 carricd te a teîuîporary Iîospital,
and to bi-s ilotlcr (liCtated a letter fuli or
Christian faitiî and filial love. Just as te
suiu rose lus spirit tvent homre, luis Iast artidu-
late werds beiiug.:

1< pray Thue, Lord, my> seial to sake;
And is I ask for Jeans' sake."

" l 'i T E L!NJC ON?"

I was waiting at the railway station 011e

day, when 1 saw a por'ter, who ts attaclring
a nitber of li'avy bidctt cars tqe ait engiîîc by
a sinîglo link. " WVlen yoi ]lave connuecd
the engine tvitiî the carrnges" 1 sai, Il 1pre-
suine the train cati bc inoved ?

YVes, sir," lie repl ied.
"Then the cuigine doos aIl the vork ?"

"Oh yes, sir."
And tvluen that link is on, tue cîngine wili

convcy thec train tu its de8t.iiation
Ye.s, sir, if it doîu't break."
Weil, ilo0W let ub, ask you another questionî.

Arc you liîuked te Christ it licavex ? Shall
I tell you Wvlîit tue liîik is ? ' Faith ' is the
ntaine of tc link; faith couineets -tvitu Christ:
'Ife that bciieveth on the Soit lath ever-
lastitg liue.' Just s tliat engine dloos ail the
tvork, aiud by its .stiengtli conveys ail the
carniages te thueir destinactionr, sccurely lias
Christ dounc ail the tvork for a poor sinner,
anîd ail tlîat believe on Ilinm are conncted
%vitu Min, an(l lie trili ct.avey then safoly
to gIory. God's ' Isatis ' will mîevtr, neyer fail.
Tell silo now, is tite lirik oit ? Do yeni believe
iii Christ ? '

INo, sir," repiied the nman, '< this link is net
on1.

IlBelieve on the Lord Jesu.s Christ, GodIs
Sois, and you tvili final tiat Ged's Iink nover
breaks. That 'bath' of God nueven' gave wvay
yct, and nover tvill." Just at that moment
the signal sounded fer îny train te maove on,
and as I wvas borne away 1 caiicd eut, IGood
niglit, miay the Lord enable yeu te believe,"

flear Teadex', lot me ask yen soriouisly, is te
iink on ? Are yeu conîuected with Christ
Whlo is in lucaveit ? Have yen believod tuie
love of God ? Have yen received His Soli,
the Lord Jesus Christ ? And renuonuber, God's
"Ilinik" neyer breaks.


