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) :_\i MIGNON. from becoming limp and creased, but kept Tommy on the top of the load, and drove
® . Wnal a pretty, thoughtful face this is. it cleai so that when the buw was sviled humeward, Just before reaching the farm,

‘ﬂ: 'Wé are sure this is a loving and dutiful, on one ..Je she couid turn the ribbun and

| the team went pretty briskly down a steep,

71) ) 'well as beautiful, girl, You repembet the part that had beeu cuvered came out Wkhen Tomiuy entered the house his mether
" thaold proverb, “ Handsome is that hand- |looking new and fresh. said:

b -go;gm does,” and yet how many young girls,
Y .n(} young boys too, often spoil a pretty large family. Her husband had t. fight
p faoe by indulgiog in selfishness and spite- his way, and did so bravely, and was un-

¢ fuglness to others. We hope this
{'i8" not, the case with any of our
1&'( young readers.
e

ety

g
! _ HOW A GIRL MAY LOOK
3 NICE.

| “Wauex I was a girl there was

b o_is,;e of my young friends who was

n‘iet’lis:tinguiahed fur ‘makiog her things

, lagt’ Her dress, hats, gioves, and

“ ribbups were a marvel of dura-

& bility. I used to wonder how she

ti mianeged to make them so without

;};'fair looking shabby, but I ceased

D \} do so after I had visited her at

% her own home. The reason why
5 ‘her clothes wore 80 long was that

i ﬂfe took such good care of them.

{‘t r dresses were brushed and

i folded away carefully, and the

:a\' pghtest spot on them was removed

‘¢ a&isoon as it was discovered.

‘;{ = (% Her hat was wrapped in an old
. pocket handkerchief, and put away
| 3 a box as soon as done with,
. the strings and laces being straight-

! :exfed and rolled out most system-

2§ agically each time. Her gloves were

e
P

“That girtl married and brongh! up a  “ Tumuwy, my Jear, were you not fright
encd when the hurses went trutting sv
swiftly duwn Crow Hill 2"

“Yes, mother, a little,” veplied
Tum, henestly, “T asked the Lond
to help me and hung on like a
beaver."

Sensible Tom: Why sensible?
Because he joined working to pray-
iig. Let his words teach the life
le.son . in all troubles pray and
Lang cn like a beaver, by which
I mean, that while you ask God
to help you, you must help your. cIf
wi'h all your might,

TRUE STORIES.

A urTie girl and her * other
werc on their way to the ragged
school on a cold Winter's morn
ing. The roofs of the houses and
the grass of the common were
white with frost, the wind very
gharp. They were both poorly
dressed, but the little girl had a
gort of coat over her which ehe
seemed to have outgrown.

As they walked briskly salong,
she drew her litle companion up
to her, saying:

MiaxoxN,

:n%vex folded together but were pulled out | usually successful, fuighe bevame wealthy, v Cume under my coat, Johony ”
‘straight and laid flat in a box, one upon  But his prosperity was due yuite as much ~ “It isn't big enough for both,” he re-
th .fquother, each time they were used, the|to his wife's care and economy in seving!plied.

%-&niest hole being mended almost before it money as it was to his in making it.” “Q, but I can stretch it a little,” and
% Bad time to show itself. l|they were goon as close together and as
: t.'-’} “ But the thing that impressed me most HANG ON LIKE A BEAVER. , warm as two birds in the same nest.

Mas the care she bestowed on her ribbons., Waen our Tom was six years old, he. How many shivering bodies, and heavy
When making up bows she used to iine the  went into the forest one afternvon to meet hearts, and weeping eyes there are io this
}-,-?é!der part of the ritben with white paper,  the hired man who was wming home with | wurld, just beiause people do not stretch

3}1& this not only prevented the rbbon . a load of wood, The maa placed Master, their comforts Loyond themselves
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HAPPY DAYS,

——

BABY.

Now what shall we do for the baby,
To mako her a birthday sweet ?
Sho came in the wintry weather,
In blustering wind and sleet.
Thero is not a flower in tho garden,
There is not a bird to sing,
And &l in & row on the leafless vine
The sharp white icicles cling.

-Oh, what does it matter to baby !
Her world is warm as n nest;
The song that her mother sings her
Is the music she loves best.
She laughs fo hear in the twilight
The bleak winds whistle and blow,
And the small white icicles swing and ring
Like crystal bells in a row.
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IT SHINES ALL THROUGH.

Louie is a dear little child, always quiet
and attentive at the Sunday-school.
Though she cannot read, she brings her
little Testament with her, and sits 4ith it
open in her hand while the other children
are reading their Bible lessons. Her mother
told me, about a week ago, that Louie often
sits looking at her Testament at home,
and that one day while doing so, she said,
as if to herself: “There are no pictures in
thls book because it is God's book, and

hines all through !V

What a sweet thought, dear children,
wag i3 not? Can you say it shines all
throngh ? Can you see brightness in God's
book ? If it is as yet all dark and mys-
terious to you, may God open your eyes by
His Spirit that you may ses how his word
shines, and take it as the lamp that will
light your feet through this datk world to
the unclopded brightnegs of his presence!

JORNNY'S TEARS.

JonxNY had o great trial.  ITe was sitting
on the floor, looking over his pictures, and
baby toddled up and tore one right across,
one of the very pretticat. Johnuy called
out, * O mamma, seo:” end began o’ cry.

*“ Johnay,” said mammn, as she took baby
away, “ did you know tears are ralt water 7"

Johnny checked a sob and looked up.

“¥..” ho said, with great interest ; * aro
they ? Iow did you find out, mamma?”

“ Oh, somebody told me so when I was a
little girl, and I tried a tear and found it
was true.”

“ Real sait water,” asked Johnny,

“Yes, try and see.”

Johnny would very gladly bave tried if
he could only have found a tear. But by
that time there was not one left, and his
eyes were 30 clear aud bright it was no use
hoping for any wore that time. He looked
at the torn picture, but it did not make
him feel bad any more. All he could think
of was whethor tears tasted like salt water.

“ Next time I cry T will find out!” he
determined.

That very afternoon while climbing over
the top of the rocking chair he fell and got
o great bump, It was too much for any
little boy, and too much for Joheny, aund
he was just beginning to cry loudly when
he happened to think what a good chance
this was going to be to catch some tears.
He put up his finger too quick in fact, for
there had not a tear come yet worth men-
tioning, and now that his thoughts had
wondered from the bump, he could not
geem to cry about it any more, So that
chance was lost.

“I can't get a single tear to taste of,
moamma !” he said ruefully.

WHAT WILL YOU BE?

‘WE see two boys standing side by side=—
both are mtelhgent—lookmo and kind-
looking ; but 1 5 i’becomes an idle, shiftless
fellow, and thé_bther an influential and
useful man. Perhaps when they were both
boys no one could have seer much
difference hetween them; when they were
men the contrast was marked. One became
diseolute step by step; as onc went up the
other went down. It is a question of great
moment—What will yon be? One de-
termines he will do right and improve lus
powers and opportunities to the utmost
He is industrious, learns his business,
becomes a partner or proprietor, aud is
known as a man of influence and power.
Another does not determine to be bad, but
is lszy, and neglects to improve his

opportunities. He shirks work; he fools

around ; noxt he is scon with tobacco, &
probably beer and whiskey follow; L
appearance shows he is unhealthy ; he dn -
not do his work well, he loses his positi:
and becomes intemperato and probably
criminal, There are many to-day whoy
standing at the parting-place. You
take one path and you will go down as sy
as the sun rises. If you prefer to hg
around a saloon to reading good books; -
home, then you are on the road to ruin. :
you do not oboy your pareuts, if ycu r
away from school, if you lie, if you swa «
you will surely go down in life. If e k..
steadily improves bis time, tries to lex
his business, obey his father aud mother,.
truthful and industrious, i3 respectful a2 ~
pleasing toward others, he will sucoes .
No one can stop his doing well in life. §
has determined that he will be a no
specimen of a man and overy good pers
will help him.—Scholar's Companion.

.-

RETURN GOOD FOR EVIL

“T'LL pay him back, see if I don
exclaimed Tommy as he came runuing i
the house with a flushed and angry face.

“Who are you going to pay back'
asked his mother.

“Walter Jones. He took my marb:
and ran away,” said Tommy.

“T hope you will pay him in a ge
way,” said his mother,

Towmy hung his head and said nothig, . .
for he - as ashamed %o tell just how me .
he was ning to treat Walter. ‘

“Iam afraid you intend to act just:
badly as Walter has done. Think bett
‘of it, my son, and return good for evil. al
you do not forgive, you cannot ask tot la
forgiven.” %

NSO | BV

A "

w7

“ ¢
That night when Tommy came to t B

place where it says, “Forgive our debts! «

we forgive our debtors,” he stopped. o
“Why don't you go on?” asked | a

mother. it
%] can't: I haven't forgiven Walte &
said Tommy. * at

“Then you had better ask Jesus to h' ﬁ
you forgive him right now.”

Tommy did so, and when he had finist ’al
bis prayer he went to bed with a hap'
heart.

Dear children, how can you ask God
forgive you while you carry 2 bitter a ‘
unforgwmg spirit within you, Forgn h
return good for evil, and then when bR
pray to be forgiven you can feel that G
hears and answers your prayer. —:S'elccted.t
f
Tue Bible is a book worth all ott’

&
U
books which were ever printed. 1%
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ner - i ROBERT'S CERTIFICATE.

~ * HAVE you a recommendation ?”
it Yes, sin”

att ‘il{obert had been seeking a situation for
almost a week; and, now that he had at
o} last met with something that promised suc-
cass, he was as nervous as a boy can be.
t Hls hand went down. in his jacket pocket
sf --;a handkerchief, a gtrap, but no recom-
mendation. He emptied another pocket
LE and another without success. “ Ab, there
it!is, I suppose; you have dropped it on
]te the floor,” said the gentleman who was
bandmg by, waiting, as a bit of paper
b ﬁuttered to the floor.
* #No, sir; that's only my pledge,” Robert
xsb’ nswered stooping to pick up the paper.

8y "« Your pledge [
i “ Yes, sir. My temperance pledge.”
od g May I see it 2”

ﬁtobert handed it to him, and continued
rgn hm seexch for the missing paper, growing
I8 more nervous as the search proceeded.
.G.' j‘Never mind, ny boy. I don’t need
ted| a8y further reference,” said the gentleman,
{ after reading the pledge. “I em willing
 tostrust a boy who puts his name to a
ot . promise like this. That boy is his own
ml’eren»e."—Royal Road.

R e e /PN

A CHILD'S PRAYER.

Savioun, bless o little child; .
Teach my heart the way to theo;

Make it gentle, rood, and mild ;
Loving Saviour, care for me.

Dear Jesus, hear me,

Hear thy little child to-day;
Hear, O hear me;

Hear mu when T pray,

I am young, but thou hast saide—
All who will may come to thee;

Feed iy soul with living bread ;

Loving Saviour, care for me.

A CuiLp's Praver.!

Jesus, help me, I am weak;
Let me put my trust in thee;
Teach me how, and what to speak ;
Loving Saviour, care for me.

T would never go astray,
Never turn aside from thee;
Keep me in the heavenly way |
Loving Saviour, care for me.

«1 SHOULD KEEP HIM.

1 was very much struck with an
auswer I received the other day from a
little boy who was visiting me. He had
been playing a long while aed was vey
tired. One of his playmates, I am sorry
to say, was not a very good boy; he did
not mind his mother, und sometimes uttered
words I do not wish ever to hear from
children’s lips; but he was a generous,
merry kind of a boy for all that, and was
quite a favourite.

“«Y am afraid, Charley,” said I, ¢that
Willie Ray is naughty; he is a very
troublesome child. Now, if you were his
mother, what would you do with him?”

«] should keep him,” answered Charley,
looking up into my face fearlessly.

“Would you kecp a naughty boy, Charley
Does he deserve his mother’ kindness 1

“Yes, I should keop him * said Charley
again, shutting his hps firaly together, s
if that was all he had to say.

“But, Charley,” 1 persisted, *do you
think a naughty boy like Willie Ray ought
to be kept by a gond, kind mothori Ho is
disobedient and unruly in every way.”

“Now, Auntie,” replied the little boy,
“now, Auntio, do you think he could bo
good if his mother did not keep him? 1
should keep him and try to make him
better.”

Hero was his answer. How many
mothers act upon little Charley’s resolute
reply, “I should keep him!” He is my
boy; God gave him to me. He wmay be
undutiful and disobedient sometimes, but 1
ghall keep him—work with him aud for
bim, pray with him aod for him, still
hoping, and never quite despairing,

Yes, children, the mother is the last ty
give up her child; through evil report, aud
Jood report, in times of sickness and sorrow
and trial, and even in crime, she will shield,
she will love him, and pray for him, and
keep him always in her heart.

And does not the blessed Saviour show
the same patience and love to us all, his
children, for whom he died 2 Does he not
wait “ yet this year,” that that may bring
forth fruit ? He intercedes for us, sends
blessings and mercies and trials, all to bring
us back to him. He will not let us go
until wo prove wholly :ecreant. Tet us
pray that, as little Charlio said, * He will
keep us,” and at last receive us into his
heavenly habitations.—(hristian Adrocate

. e o

UP OR DOWN—WHICH?

“Ur or down, which way?" Uncle
John said to little Harry, as they started
out for ¢ walk. One way led up a hill-
side ; the other, down into a valley.

 Let's go up, Uncle John,” said Harry.

“But you must climb to go up,” said
Uucle John.

“1 know it, but it's nicer when you get
there,” was the little boy’s answer.

Which way will Harry go on his life-
path ? we wonder It isn't so easy to go
up, but it’s nicer when you get there. Go
up, Harry. Be sure and go up. Look up
to the good God, and ask bim to teach yuu
how to climb, and then do just as he tells
you

- woe o

“ Docror,” saii a gentleman to his
clergyman, “how can I best train up my
boy in the way he should go?” “ By going
that way yourzelf.”
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ONCE UPON A TIME.
Now onwe upon a time, there were three
children,
And cach of them had little daisy crowns
Their mother freshly wovo for them each
morning,
And all of them wore dotled muslin
gowna,

And, onco upon a tine, the three went
rumbling
Away from home, annd the wild green-
wood ;
And, once upon a time, they met a Jambkin,
And not a wolf, like poor Red Riding
Hood;

And, once upon a time, the three fell
weeping :
« Oh, we are lost! where can our mothor
be!n
Then meckly spake the little snow-white
lambkin :
“If you will come, I'll take you home
with me.”

And, once upon a time, the lambkin trotted
Briskly away (the West was turning
gold);
And once upon a time the children followed
And entered shyly into the lambkin's
fold;

And, once upon a time, among the lambkins

The children slumbered, in their muslin

gowns,
Till morping came; and then they found
their mother,

Who wove for them anew their daisy-

crowns,
—Wide Awale,
THE OUARREL

ALFRED was ten years old, and Nelson
eight—old cnough, you would have thought,
to kaow better than to quarrel. But, I am
sorry to say, even if they did know bLetter,
they had a terrible squabble one Saturday
afternoon.

Alfred was making a kite, and Nelson,
who was watching him, would keep taking
up the thm bits of stick that Alfred had
cut ready for the kite. Alfred suid :

“Just you let those alone;” but Nelson
was 80 vexed at the way he spoke that he
handled them all the more.

Soon Alfred grew so angry he slapped
Nelson on the face, and then Nelson bit
him on the arm. They were both so angry
that they did not know what they were
doing.

Just then their mother came out and put
a stop to the squabble by sending them
each into a room by himself.

At bedtime their mother said ;

“If you are sorry for the way you be-
haved, you must ask QGod in your prayers
to forgive you.”

Nelson being the younger, kneeled down
first, and aked God so sweetly to forgive
him, and make him love his brother so
much that he could not forget to bo gentle
and kind,

This made Aifred so ashamed that he
put his face in his hands and cried.

Pilip and Edua stood by luoking very
solemn. After prayers they all felt very

happy.

DON'T LOOK AT IT.

Wt all bave temptations of some cort,
the children as well as grown-up people.
Satan ig always trying to make us do
wrong ; he is constantly whispering ovil
thoughts to us, putting temptstions in our
way, aud if he can make us look at the sin,
ho coan soon make us do it. So I say to
all, “Don’t look at it.”

Tow often Satan tempts a child to take
fruit, to take some sugar out of the bowl, or
take a biscuit from the plate when no one
is looking ! But sometimes the temptation
is to laok into a forbidden box or book, or
go to a forbiddea place. How does Satan
do it? Why he first puts the desire into
the child’s heart, and he leads him to look
at the forbidden thing; and if the child
does not look away, we are sure that by-
and-bye he will do what is wrong,

Satan trics the same way with grown-up
people. First he gets them to walk in the
way of wicked people, and when they do as
he wants, he whispers to them to stand
and see a little more of the evil, and then
by-and-bye he gets them to sit down in
the middle of it. Oh, if only they would
not look at temptation, how much safer
they would be,

I once learned a lesson from a dog we
had, My father used to put a bit of meat
or biscuit on the floor near the dog and say
« No,” and the dog knew Le must not tou:zh
it. Bul he never lnoked at the meat. No;
he scemed to feel that if he looked at it
the tewptation would be too strong; so he
always looked steadily at my fathex s face.

A gentleman was dining with us one day,
and he said: “There’s a lesson for us all,
Never look at temptation. Alvays look
away to the Master’s face.

Yes, this is the only safe way; do not
look at the teraptation. “Avoid it, pass
not by it, turn from it, and pass away. o
When the thought of doing wrong in a.y
way cumes into your heart, however sn.all
a thing it{is, you may be sure it comes from

Satan; so do not leok at it but look of
Jesus, and ask him to keep you and nj
you more than couqueror over every
tation, through him that loves yof
Children’s Treasury.

THE TEACHER'S TEARS.

“Cuaruie! What ara you thj
about ?” so spoke Willie Brown to
Hinds as they walked home from Sab
school,
® «Oh, I don’t know,” said Chatlie.
I do too, That was a mean answer. §
you really want to know what I was th
ing about "

*Yes, honour bright.”

“ Woll, it was about the teachers
just before the bell rang.”

* What did she say 1"

“ You know Will, just as well as I, }
you think she cared for us so m
Why, the tears really came into her.
when she said, ‘Boys, I talk to the'@
Saviour about each of you every day. 3
of you by name: remember I tell
how much I want you-to be Christiany
cbuld not stand that, Will. The tearsd
to my eyes, too. It is a shame for
teacher to care so much, and we not to
one bit for ourselves, Isn't it time
began to talk to Jesus 2"

“T expect it is, Charles.”

“Well, won't you begin to- mght
will 2"

“Yes; I'll try. Our teacher shall
pray alone any longer. I cannot stanig
prayers; I cannot bear her tears.”

A CHILD'S PRAYER.

Mgr. MoopY gave an illustration v
made all the ladies cry, It was 4
widowed father left with thres y&f
children, the eldest ten years of age. §
night she came to her father and :
“ Father, may I pray with the chi
befors going to bed, like mamma d
and the fatber, with choking heart,
yes. Aud in fifteen minutes the girl 4
back weeping, and said: “I prayed.g
brother and sister, just as mamma did,
when I was through, little sister, whe}
never prayed before, lifted up her
hands and said: <Ok, God, you have {
away our mammas, and I know she §
heaven, and will pray for us. Oh,.
make me good like mamma was, that I
join her there when I die.'”

Love is the grace that lives and sing
When faith and hope shall cease;
"Tis this shall strike our joyful strin

In the sweet realms of bliss.




